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THE  LIFE  OF  MICKLE. 


»JOME  particulars  of  the  life  of  Mickle  were  given  to  the  world  in  the  "  European  Magazine,''  for 
17S9,  by  an  intelligent  writer,  who  was  his  iniimate  friend,  and  wrote  from  perfonal  knowledge. 

The  fadls  Itated  in  the  prelcnt  account,  are  chiefly  taken  from  the  information  communicated  in 
the  "  European  Magazine,''  with  the  addition  of  fome  particulars  coUecfted  from  his  correfpon- 
dence  with  Lyttkton,  inferted  in  the  "Anecdotes"  of  his  life,  prefixed  to  the  edition  of  his  poems  in 
4to,  1794. 

William  Julius  Mickle  was  born  at  Langholm,  in  Dumfries-fliire,  Sept.  29.  1734.  He  was  the 
third  fun  of  the  Rev.  Alexander  Mickle,  minifter  of  Langholm  ;  who  refided  fome  time  at  London, 
and  frequently  preached  at  Watts's  meeting-houfe,  and  was  one  of  the  tranflators  nf  Bailey's  "  Dic- 
tionary." In  1716,  he  was  prefented  to  the  parifii  of  Langholm,  by  George  the  Firft,  and  about 
the  fame  time,  married  the  daughter  of  Mr.  Thomas  Henderfon  of  Ploughlands,  near  Edinburgh, 
by  whom  he  had  feven  children.     He  died  in  175S. 

He  received  the  early  part  of  his  education  from  his  father  in  the  country.  After  his  death,  he 
went  to  Edinburgh,  and  relided  with  an  aunt,  whole  hufband  had  been  a  brewer ;  who  fent  him  to 
the  High-School  in  that  city. 

Early  in  life  he  difcovered  a  propenfity  to  poetry;  but  he  often  declared  that  he  was  by  no  means 
attached  to  his  books,  until  the  age  of  thirteen,  when  accidentally  meetincr  with  Spenfer's  "  Faery 
Queene,"  he  became  paflionately  fond  of  the  beautitul  imagery  of  that  enchanting  writer,  and  be- 
gan immediately  to  imitate  him. 

At  the  age  of  fixteen  he  quitted  the  High-School,  and  was  employed  to  fuperintend  the  books  of 
his  aunt,  who  continued  her  huftiand's   trade. 

In  Odlober  1755,  he  commenced  biilinefs  for  himfelf ;  but  the  event  only  added  another  to  the 
numberlefs  inllances  which  prove  that  the  purfuits  of  poetry  and  trade  are  incompatible;  for 
though,  from  the  extent  of  his  dealings,  he  paid  more  duty  to  the  Excife  than  any  brewer  in 
Edinburgh,  he  was  unfuccefsful. 

Much  of  his  time  was  probably  devoted  to  ftudy,  as  he  frequently  declared,  that  before  he  was 
eighteen  years  old,  he  had  written  two  Tragedies,  and  half  an  Epic  Poem,  all  which  he  prudently 
configned  to  the  flames. 

Some  of  his  early  performances  appeared  in  the  "  Scots  Magazine,"  one  of  whieh,  intituled. 
On  pnjjlug  through  the  Parliament  CLofe  at  Miibiight,  was  afterwiuds  reprinted  in  the  fecorid  vo- 
lume of  Donaldfon's  "  Colledion  of  Original  Poems,  by  Scotch  Gentlemen,"  8vo,  1765 

In  1762,  he  publifhed  an  ethic  poem,  intituled  Providence,  or  Atandus  and  Emilec,  4to,  a  lan- 
guid, tedious,  and  incorredl  performance,  which,  after  fome  uniuccefsiul  attempts  "  to  alter  and 
fliorteo"  it,  was  finally  abandoned. 

In  the  Spring  176^,  he  quitted  Edinburgh,  and  went  to  London,  to  folicit  a  commifTion  in  the 
naarine  iervice ;   but  in  this  ajiplication  he  met  with  a  difappointnient. 

Having  a  very  exalted  opinion  of  Lyttleton,  whnfe  charaCler  was  then  high  in  the  literary 
world,  he  had  fent  him  a  copy  of  his  Providence,  previous  to  his  de|)arture  from  Edinburijh, 
accompanied  with  a  letter,  under  the  borrowed  name  of  Witlium  More,  in  which  he  requefleu  his 
opinion  and  criticifni. 

The  letter  was  in  a  few  m.onths  afterwards  anfwered  in  a  very  polite  manner,  and  a  corref- 
pondence  commenced  between  the  Peer  and  the  Poet ;  from  which  he  derived  no  advantage,  but  the 
honour  of  his  acquaintance,  the  communication  of  his  remarks  on  his  writings,  and  his  encourage- 
ment to  perfevere  in  his  poetical  ftudies. 

His  Pollio,  an  elegiac  Ode,  Knoivlcdgc,  an  Ode,  Mary  ^teen  §f  Scot's,  an  Elegy;  were  fubjecflcA 
to  the  revilal  of  Lyttleton,  and  the  two  tirft  appear  to  have  received  fome  corresftions  from  his  hand. 

"  I  have  read,"  he  writes  him,  July  15.  1763  "  with  great  pleafure,  the  very  beautiful  Ode  you 
^id  me  the  favour  to  fend  me  The  correiflion  of  a  few  lines  vrould  make  it  as  perfeifl  as  any  thing 
of  that  kind  in  the  Englilh  language.'' 

K  r  ij     ■ 
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He  afterwards  writes  him,  Auguft  28.  1764,  "  The  firft  of  the  two  Odes  has  all  the  merit  that 
juft  fentiment,  fine  poetical  imagery,  elegant  cliOlion,  and  harmonious  numbers,  can  give  fo  trite  a 
fubjedl.  There  is  alfo  in  fome  rtanzas  a  fublimity  of  thought  and  eKprelfion,  which  raifes  it  above 
the  ordinary  pitch  of  mere  defcriptive  poetry." 

"  As  to  the  poem  on  the  death  of  Mary  ^^een  of  Scots,"  he  adds,  "  I  will  not  criticife  any  part 
of  it;  becaufe  I  wholly  difapprove  the  fubjecfb  ;  poetry  fliouid  not  confecrate  what  hiftory  muft 
condemn ;  and  it  is  as  certain  as  hiftory  can  render  any  faiil,  that  (btfuks  her  criminal  amours 
with  David  Rizzio  and  Bothwell),  flie  was  an  accomplice  in  the  murder  of  the  King  her  huiband. 
Read  Thuanus  or  Hume  (who  have  written  her  hiftory  more  trulf  than  Robertfon),  and  yon  will 
be  inclined  to  pity,  not  to  praife  her  ;  nor  will  Ivobertion  himfelf,  though  he  fhades  her  crimes  as 
much  as  polfible,  give  you  fuch  an  idea  of  her,  as  to  make  you  think  her  a  proper  fubje<fi:  for  the 
encomiums  of  a  writer  who  means  to  fcive  the  caufe  of  virtue,  not  of  party." 

"  Though  you  have  difapprcved  of  the  Ode  on  the  ^ueen  of  Scots,^'  he  writes  his  patron  in  re-, 
turn,  September  8. 1764,  "  I  muft  think  myfelf  very  happy  in  having  fliown  it  to  your  Lordfliip.  No- 
thing was  ever  farther  from  my  thoughts,  than  to  vindicate  or  deny  her  crime?,  and  if,  while  taken 
up  with  the  fubjedt,  I  have  fallen  into  what  might  be  looked  on  as  endeavouring  to  give  an  ami- 
able call  to  her  vices;  nov/  when  your  LordHiip  has  been  fo  good  as  to  warn  me  of  it,  I  can  hare 
no  reluftance  to  fupprefs  a  piece  that  was  merely  a  fport  of  fancy.  That  Buchanan,  Knox, 
and  others,  have  fometimes  forgot  the  honour  of  the  hiftorian,  and  indulged  the  rancour  of  party, 
is  pretty  certain.  This,  with  the  greatnefs  of  her  fafFerings  (in  fome  inftances  beyond  what  the 
mod  crooked  policy  could  demand),  pleads  fom.ething  in  her  favour,  and  it  was  this  that  mifled  me 
to  think  of  writing  an  Ode  on  her  death,  without  fufficiently  weighing  the  propriety  of  the  fubjedl. 

"'  I  would  fain  take  this  opportunity,"  he  adds,  "  to  mention  the  plan  of  a  poem,  which  1  have  long 
had  fome  thoughts  of.  The  fuhjedl  of  it,  if  not  the  title,  to  be,  The  Cave  of  Deifin.  Mr.  Hume  has 
aflerted,  that  Mahometamfra  has  been  more  falutary  to  the  world  than  Chjiftianity.  And  through 
all  his  works,  there  runs  a  mofl:  difingenuous  manner  of  blending  revelations  with  the  fopperies  and 
fjnifter  inventions  of  men  ;  and  in  a  variety  of  fuch  ludicrous  drelVes,  he  would  expofe  Chriftianity 
to  the  contempt  of  his  reader.  Such  a  condudl,  with  his  fhamelefs  aflertioTi,  that  Polytkeifm 
v/as  the  firft  religion  of  mankind ;  his  malevolence  of  the  Reformation  ;  the  nonfenfe  he  writes  about 
miracles;  together  with  fuch  like  fentiments,  from  other  infidel  writers,  would  furnifh  out  a  part 
or  character  for  the  Keeper  or  Genius  of  the  Cci've^  The  defcription  of  the  gloonly  cave  itfelf,  with 
the  vices  that  flielter  in  it  5— the  genius  of  Mahometanifm,  with  the  fineil:  countries  lying  in  ruins 
behind  her  ;— that  of  Popery,  and  that  of  genuine  Chriftianity  introduced  as  perfonages,  witli  iome 
proper  aiflion,  might,  I  fliould  think,  afford  materials  for  a  pojam  of  five  or  fix  hundred  lines,  which 
would  fall  naturally  enough  into  the  manner  of  Spenfer." 

In  a  letter  to  Lyttleton,  dated  April  9.  1765,  he  gives  the  following  account  of  his  purfuits  and 
lifHcuIties.  "  A  fi.tuation  that  would  enable  me  to  cultivate  the  itudies  to  which  nature  has  led  my 
inclination,  was  all  the  happinefs  I  ever  wiflied  for  ;  but  any  weak  attempt  I  have  made,  has  nei- 
ther procured  fuch,  nor  left  much  hope  of  it  doing  fo.  To  write  for  the  bookfellers  is  what  I  never 
will  do.  Did  my  fortune  enable  me  to  do  for  myfelf  in  trade,  I  might  expecfl  fome  encouragement 
under  Governor  Jahnftone,  of  Weft  Florida,  to  whofc  family  my  father  was  rel.ated  ;  but  as  I  pre- 
fer going  abroad  to  any  thing  I  could  expedt  in  a  counting-houfe  in  London,  I  think  I  have  reafon  to 
liope  that  Major  James  Joluiftone,  brother  to  the  Governor,  will  befriend  me  fo  far,  as  to  procure 
me,  if  in  his  power,  fome  fettlement  in  the  Eaft  or  Weft-Indies." 

"  The  rilk  of  being  cut  off  by  the  climate,"  he  adds,  in  another  place,  '<  would  no  wife  deter 
nie  from  going  to  Jamaica,  did  it  otherwife  appear  as  the  moft  proper  ftcp  I  could  take,  in  which 
cafe  your  Lordlhip's  recommendation  to  Beckford,  or  Fuller,  and  mentioning  me  to  your  brother 
the  Governor,  would  be  every  thing  I  could  wifli.  But  as  your  Lordfhip  likewife  mentioned  the 
Eaft-Indies,  and  as  next  to  a  clerklhip  in  fome  of  the  public  offices  at  home,  I  fliould  prefer  going 
thither,  fo  I  fliould  be  very  happy,  could  any  thing  be  done  in  it.  The  Company  have  many  re- 
fident  clerks,  and  various  places  to  beftow,  and  no  doubt  your  LordHiip's  intereft  with  the  Diredlors 
would  do  a  great  deal." 

"  In  anfwer  to  your  laft  letter,"  Lyttleton  writes  him,  '•  1  can  only  fay  that  I  have  no  acquaint- 
ance with  any  of  the  Eaft-Iadia  Directors  j  but  if  a  recommendauow  to  my  brother  vj'il!  be  i^f  ap^ 
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fervice  to  jou,  I  will  give  it  in   the  manner  I  mentioned.     I  have  not  been  ahlc  to  fee  either 
Beckford  or  FulJer ;  but  it  will  be  lime  enough  to  fpcak  to  them  fome  time  next  winter." 

On  fuller  inturmation,"  fie  writes  Lyttleton  in  return,  "  there  is  only  one  confuleration  that 
•would  make  me  prefer  the  Eaft  to  the  Weft-Indies,  the  returning  to  England  within  two  years, 
were  I  to  go  Purfer  of  an  Eaft-Indiaman  ;  but  as  tliat  is  not  my  choice,  my  intentions  mud  fettle 
in  the  WeiT,  whether  I  fiir.ll  go,  as  the  beft  flep  I  can  take,  with  all  convenient  fpeed  '' 

"  In  my  la.1  letter  to  my  brother,"  Lyttleton  writes  him,  Nov.  6.  1765,  "  I  recommended  you 
to  him  for  his  favour  and  countenance,  as  a  man  of  fine  fentiments,  and  good  genius  in  poetry,  if 
you  fliould  come  to  that  ifland,  while  he  continues  there.  Wherever  you  go  I  wifli  you  health 
and  happlnefs.'' 

"  Your  Lordlliip's  kindnefs,"  he  writes  Lyttleton  in  return,  Dec.  C.  I765,  "  in  mentioning  me 
to  your  brother,  lays  me  under  the  greatelt  obligations;  but  as  I  would  avoid  the  dangers  attend- 
ing an  uncertainty,  I  fome  weeks  ago  accepted  an  utTer  of  going  as  a  merchant's  clerk  to  Carolina." 

Thus  ended  his  correfpondence  with  Lyttleton  ;  and  though  the  only  fruits  of  patronage  he  expe- 
rienced were,  his  corre<fling  his  poems,  and  flightly  countenancing  him  vi'hen  he  was  little  known 
in  London,  he  always  fpok«  of  him  with  a  rtfpert  bordering  on  reverence. 

It  is  remarkable,  that  at  this  time  he  wrote  his  name  IVilliam  Mickie.  The  reafnn  of  his  after- 
wards adding  "Jidius  to  his  name,  is  not  certainly  known. 

From  fome  circumflances,  unknown  to  his  biographers,  he  did  not  go  to  Carolina  ;  but  was  em- 
ployed as  correcflor  of  the  Ciarendon  prefs  in  O.xford ;  a  fuuation  much  more  congenial  to  his  tafte, 
than  that  of  a  merchant's  clerk. 

In  1765,  he  pnhlirtied  Follio,  an  Elegiac  Ode^  written  in  the  wood  near  Rojlin  Cajlle,''  410.  It 
was  written  in  1762,  on  the  death  of  his  brother,  and  was  the  tint  poem  which  brought  him  into 
notice. 

In  1767,  he  publiflu-d  The  Concubine,  a  Poem,  in  tnvo  cantos,  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  4to  ; 
which,  after  going  through  three  editions,  was  improved,  and  republiOied  in  1777,  under  the  title 
ot  Sir  Marty7i,  the  former  title,  as  he  acknowledges  in  his  IntroduSiion,  giving  a  very  improper 
idea  both  of  the  fiibjert  and  fpirit  of  the  poem. 

In  1769,  he  pnbliflied  a  Letter  to  Dr.  llariuood,  ivherein  fome  of  his  evafive  glojfcs,  is'c.  in 
fupport  of  the  Arian  herefy,  contained  in  his  liberal  tranjlatiun  of  the  Nc-w  Teftarnent,  are  pointed, 
cxt  and  confuted,  Svo. 

In  1770,  his  Mary  ^/een  of  Scots,  an  elegy;  Knowledge,  an  ode ;  and  Hcn^ifl  and  Mcy,  a 
hallad  i  were  pnbliflied  in  Pearch's  "  Colledlion  of  Poem^."  The  7iote  inferted  at  the  conclufion  of 
the  elegy  on  Mary,  was  inte/ided  to  obviate  the  objections  which  Lyttleton  made  to  his  defence  of 
her  character. 

Many  elaborate  attempts  have  been  made*  to  refcue  tlie  cl)ara(fler  of  the  beautiful,  but  unfortu- 
niite  Mary,  from  oblorjny  and  reproach.  The  artitices  of  her  infidious  but  inexorable  rival,  Eliza- 
beth, have  been  clearly  laid  open  by  the  mafterly  pen  of  Dr.  Stuart.  Elizabeth  was  undoubt- 
edly the  enemy  of  her  fame,  her  fortune,  and  her  life.  Yet  the  condudl  of  the  Queen  of  Eng- 
land may  be  confidered  as  in  a  great  meafurc  judified  by  the  alarming  combinations  of  Mary  and 
her  abettors ;  by  the  general  circumltances  of  the  times,  and  of  the  two  countries ;  and  by  the  re- 
bellious drlpofition  of  a  confiderable  portion  of  her  lubjecfls,  esalperated  by  the  fupprefl'ed  but  ma- 
lignant bigotry  of  the  old  fuperftition,  and  ready  to  fcize  every  opportunity  of  difturbing  the 
reign  of  their  triumphant  enemy. 

In  1770,  he  publillied  Voltaire  in  the  Shades,  or  Bialogues  on  the  Beifiical  Controverfy,  Svo  ;  and 
about  this  period  was  a  frequent  writer  in  the  "  Whitehall  Evening  Poft." 

He  had  very  early  in  life,  read  Caftera's  tranflation  of  the  Lufiad  of  Cimoens  into  French,  and 
then  conceived  a  defign  of  giving  an  Englidi  verfion  of  it.  Various  avocations  had,  however,  pre* 
vented  him  from  executing  his  intei.ticn ;  though  he  retained  the  idea. 

At  lengtii,  having  prepared  himfelf  by  acquiring  a  knowledge  of  the  Portuguefe  language,  he, 
in  1771,  lub.iflicd  the  firlt  book  as  a  fpeci.men  of  his  powers;  and  finding  the  manner  in  which  it 
was  performed  approved  by  his  fiiends,  determined  to  devote  his  whole  time  to  the  complcti'jn  e: 
the  worJu 
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That  he  miglit  do  this  without  interruption,  he  quitted  his  fituation  at  Oxford,  and  went  to  re- 
fide  at  a  farm  houfe  at  Forelt  Hill,  where  he  adhered  to  his  plan  wirh  fi\ch  attention,  that  the 
traiiflation,  wliich  had  been  printing  while  he  proceeded  on  it,  was  entirely  finilhed  in  1775,  and 
puMiflied  under  the  title  of  The  Lufiad,  or  the  Difco'very  of  India,  an  Epic  Poem,  &.c.  4to,  Ox- 
ford;  with  an  IntroduEIion,  Tlie  Hijlory  of  the  Difcovery  of  India,  The  Hijiory  of  the  Rife  and 
Tall  of  tht' Porta guefe  Empire  in  the  Eaji,  The  Life  of  Camoetis,  a  Differtation  o?i  the  Lufiad, 
and  Obferiiations  upon  £pic  Poetry,  and  Notes  and  Illnflrations,  bV. 

His  publication  came  out  under  peculiar  difadvantages.  The  Lufiad  had  been  before  tranf- 
lated  into  EnFJifli  verfe,  by  Sir.  Richard  Fanfliaw,  1655  ;  but  the  manner  in  which  it  was  done, 
gave  but  a  faint  idea  of  the  beautiful  original.  It  was  written  in  a  language  but  little  cultivated  by 
the  mufes.  The  writer  was  little  known  in  this  country,  and  of  the  tranflator's  powers  the  public 
at  that  time  knew  ftill  lefs. 

In  a  letter  to  a  friend,  Jan.  22.  1776,  he  fays,  "  Though  my  work  is  well  received  at  Oxford, 
I  will  honeftly  own  to  you,  fome  things  have  hurt  me.  A  few  grammatical  flips  in  the  Introduc- 
tion have  been  mentioned ;  and  fome  things  in  the  notes,  about  Virgil,  Milton,  and  Homer,  have 
been  called  the  arrogance  of  criticifm.  But  the  gieateft  offence  of  all,  is  what  I  fay  of  blank  verfe. 
My  verfification,  however,  receives  a  moft  general  approbation." 

In  his  Hiffevtation,  after  acknowledging  his  obligations  to  Mr.  Magellan!,  and  other  Portu- 
guefe  gentlemen,  Thomas  Pearfon,  Efq.  of  the  Eaft  India  Company's  fervice,  for  books  and  infor- 
mation ;  he  adds,  "  The  approbation  exprelTed  by  feveral  gentlemen  of  the  Eaft-India  Company, 
on  the  appearance  of  the  poem  on  the  Difco'very  of  India,  gave  the  tranflator  the  greateft  (atisfac- 
tion-  To  Governor  Johnftone,  whofe  anceftors  have  been  the  hereditary  patrons  of  the  anceftors 
of  the  tranflator,  he  is  under  all  the  obligations  which  the  warmeft  zeal  to  promote  the  fuccefs  of 
his  undertaking  can  pofllbly  confer.  To  this  gentleman,  in  a  great  meafure,  the  appearance  of  the 
JLvfiad  in  Englifli  is  due.  To  the  friendfliip  of  Mr.  Hoole,  the  elegant  tranflator  of  Taflb,  he  is  pe- 
culiarly indebted.  To  James  Bofwell,  Efq.  he  confefles  many  obligations.  And  vrhile  he  thus  re- 
colledls  with  pleafure  the  names  of  many  gentlemen,  from  whom  he  has  received  affifliance  or  en- 
couragement, he  is  happy  to  be  enabled  to  add  Dr.  Johnfon  to  the  number  of  thofe,  whofe  kind- 
nefs  for  the  man,  and  good  wiflies  for  the  tranflator,  call  for  his  fincerefl:  gratitude.  Nor  mufl;  a 
tribute  to  the  memory  of  Dr.  Goldfmith  be  negletfted.  He  faw  a  part  of  this  verfion  ;  but  he  can- 
not now  receive  the  thanks  of  the  tranflator.  The  manner  in  which  his  Grace  the  Buke  of  Buc- 
cleugh  took  the  Englifli  Liijtad  under  his  patronage,  infinitely  enhanced  the  honour  of  his  accep- 
tance of  the  dedication." 

In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Bofwell,  preferved  in  his  "  Life  of  Dr.  Johnfon,''  he  fays,  "  Before  publifli- 
ing  the  lAi/lad,  I  fent  Mr.  Hoole  a  proof  of  that  part  of  the  introducflion  in  which  I  make  mestion 
of  Dr.  Johnfon,  yourfelf,  and  other  vvell-wifljers  to  the  work,  begging  it  might  be  fliown  to  Dr. 
Johnfon.  This  was  accordingly  done,  and  in  place  of  the  fimple  mention  of  him  which  I  had  made, 
he  didlated  to  Mr.  Hoole  the  fentence  as  it  now  (lands.  Dr.  Johnlon  told  me  in  1772,  that  abovit 
twenty  years  before  that  time,  he  himfelf  had  a  defign  to  tranflate  the  Lufiad,  of  the  merit  of 
■which  he  fpoke  highly  ;  but  had  been  prevented  by  a  number  of  other  engagements."  Dr.  Johnfon, 
it  is  faid,  afterwards  recommended  it  to  Go'dfmith. 

During  the  time  which  Mickle  employed  in  this  tranfiation,  he  had  no  other  means  of  fubfill- 
ence,  than  what  he  received  as  correcflor  of  the  Clarendon  prefs ;  and  when  he  relinquifhed  that, 
fituation,  he  had  only  the  fulifcriptions  he  received  for  the  work,  to  fupport  him.  The  difficulties 
that  fo  narrow  an  ineome  muft  occafion,  may  be  more  readily  conceived  than  defcribed.  But,  look- 
ing forward  with  the  enthufiafm  of  genius,  he  would  not  fuffer  difficulties  that  might  have  dif- 
couraged  meaner  minds,  to  obflru(fl  his  progrefs,  or  damj)  his  ardour. 

"  W'len,  after  five  years  unremitting  attention,"  fays  the  writer  of  the  "  Anecdotes"  of  his  life, 
*'  he  had  completed  this  great  work,  thofe  friends  who  knew  liis  circumftances,  advifed  him  to  confi- 
dcr  who  would  be  the  proper  patron  to  whom  he  ought  to  dedicate  fuch  a  poem.  I  am  alTured  by  one 
who  lived  with  him  in  h.abits  of  great  intimacy  (the  Rev.  Mr.  Sim,  of  Chenies,  Bucks,  formerly  of  St, 
Albari-Hall,  Oxford),  that  Mr.  Mickle  had  repeated  intimations  from  unqueftionable  authority,  in- 
forming him,  that  to  feveral  perfons,  then  high  in  the  India  department,  it  would  be  very  accept- 
sble  ;  but  by  the  dedication  of  fuch  a  poena,  as  the  Li/fad,  they  would  think  themfclves  highly  he- 
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aoureJ  ;  that  he  mig^t  depend  on  a  princely  acknowledgement ;  and  thejr  therefore  aJvlfed  him  to 
think  of  the  moft  worthy.  This  counfel  he  was  at  firft  inclined  to,  but  the  advice  of  Commodore 
Johnftone,  turned  the  fcale,  and  it  was  dedicated  to  the  Duke  of  Buccleugh." 

"  That  he  might  omit,"  fays  the  writer  of  the  account  of  his  life,  in  the  •'  European  Magazine," 
"  no  prudential  attentions  to  his  future  welfare,  and  with  the  hopes  of  reaping  thofe  advan- 
tages which  ufually  attend  fo  laborious  a  work,  he  applied  to  a  perfon  of  great  rank,  with  whom 
his  family  had  been  connedled,  for  permiflion  to  dedicate  it  to  him.  "  The  manner,"  fays  the  au- 
thor "  in  which took  the  Englifli  Lufiud  under  his  patronage,  inlii.itely  en- 
hanced the  honour  of  his  acceptance."  The  manner,  as  the  author  frequently  told  his  friend*,  wa< 
"  by  a  very  polite  letter  written  with  his  own  hand."  But  let  not  indigent  genius,  in  future,  place  too 
much  espe<£lation  on  the  generofity  of  patrons.  After  receiving  a  copy,  for  which  an  extraordi- 
nary price  was  paid  for  the  binding,  days,  weeks,  and  months  elapfed,  without  the  fligbtell  notice. 
During  this  time,  though  the  author  had  too  much  fpirit  to  folicit  or  complain,  it  is  to  be  feared 
that  fome  of  thc~mifery  fo  feelingly  defcribed  by  Spenfer,  fell  to  his  lot. 

Full  little  knoweft  ihou,  that  haft:  not  tried^ 
What  hell  it  is  in  fuing  long  to  bide  ;    Sc-c, 

«'  At  length  a  gentleman  of  rank  in  the  political  world,  a  fait  and  a  firm  friend  to  the  author,  anJ 
who  afterwards  took  him  under  his  protedion,  and  by  that  means  afforded  him  the  indeperidence  he 
latterly  enjoyed,  waited  on  the  patron,  and  heard  with  the  indignation  and  contempt  it  delerved,  a 
declaration,  that  the  work  was  at  that  time  unread,  but  had  been  reprefented  not  to  have  the  merit  it 
had  been  firft  faid  to  poffefs ;  and  therefore  nothing  could  be  then  done  on  the  fubjedl  of  his  mifllon. 
This  paltry  evaGon,  the  folicitor  declared,  he  believed  arofe  from  the  malicious  infinuauions  of  a 
certain  perfon  about  the  patron,  whofe  miftakes  had  received  a  proper  correcflion  in  the  preta'"e  to 
the  Lujiad.  We  know  not  how  true  this  fuggeftion  may  be,  though,  admitting  the  i:\{\,  it  hardly 
alters  the  cafe.  Mr.  Mickle's  account  of  this  interview,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend,  dated  Auguit  22. 
1776,  now  lies  before  u^;,  and  we  might  probably  do  no  diffcrvice  to  the  general  intereits  of  litera- 
ture, were  we  to  print  it.  We  cannot,  however,  omit  to  fuggeft  a  doubt,  whether  there  is  not 
fume  fmall  violation  of  moral  reiflitude,  in  a  great  man  accepting  from  an  indigent  one,  that  com- 
pliment which  is  offered  him,  under,  at  leaft,  an  implied  agreement,  to  receive  fome  acknowledge- 
ment in  return  for  the  honour  done  him  ?  It  ought  not  to  be  concealed,  that  when  the  fecond  edi- 
tion of  the  Lnfiad  was  publiflied  in  177S,  Mickle  was  firongly  recommended  by  a  friend,  to  ia[x- 
prefs  the  Dedication.  His  refentment  at  the  unworthy  treatment  he  had  received,  haJ  by  this 
time  been  converted  into  contempt,  and  with  great  magnanimity  he  refufed.  Whoever  will  read 
the  Life  of  Camoens,  cannot  avoid  obferving  a  ftrikiiig  fiinilarity  in  the  fortunes  of  the  author,  and 
his  tranflator,  and  he  will  probably  not  be  dilpleafed  at  the  concludiiig  note  of  the  Lnfiad.  "'  Simila- 
rity of  condition,  produced  fimilarity  of  complaint  and  fentiment  in  Spenfer  and  Camoens.  Each 
was  unworthily  neglected  by  the  Gothic  grandees  of  his  age  ;  yet  both  their  names  wU  live  when  the 
remembrance  of  the  courtiers  who  fpurned  them  "  fliall  fink  beneath  their  mountain  touibs." 

"  Oh  may  that  man  that  hath  the  mufes  fcorn'd, 
Alive,  nor  dead,  be  ever  of  a  mule  adoni'd  " 

"  I  believe,"  fays  the  writer  of  the  "  Anecdotes,"  of  his  life,  "  the  perfon  alluded  to  is 
Dr.  Adam  Smith,  who  was  the  profelTed  admirer  of  Hume,  to  whom  Mickle  was  a  decl  ired 
antagonift,  and  once  intended  to  have  written  and  publilhed,  An  Heroic  Epijl'^-  from  David  Hume 
to  Dr.  Adam  Smith  (in  which  the  E(o(flor  and  his  pupil  would  have  been  riither  harfliiy  treated). 
Many  of  the  verfes,  he,  at  the  time,  repeated  to  a  particular  friend  ;  but  the  poem  was  never  com- 
pleted." 

Such  is  the  manner  in  which  the  Dedication,  of  the  Litfiad  was  received,  according  to  his  bio- 
graphers;  who,  in  their  indignation  at  the  fuppofed  negle(5l  of  his  patron,  feem  not  t.  have 
made  fufficieht  allowance  for  the  obligations  his  father  vi'as  under  to  the  family  of  Buccleugh. 
His  esamination  of  the  popular  arguments  relative  to  the  Britifh  commerce  with  India,  in  his 
I>iJfeit:ition  prefixed  to  the  Lufiad,  his  "  favourite  above  all  that  he  ever  attempted  in  profe," 
might  difpleafe  the  celebrated  author  of  "  The  Wealth  of  Nations,"  who  ftood  forth  as  the  phiin- 
fophical  champion  for  the  abolition  of  the  monoply  of  the  Englifli  Eafl. India  Compa-.v  ,  ir-r  it  can 
hardly  be  fuppofed  that  the  "  Epic  Poem  of  Commerce,"  a  work  that  challenges  the  attention  at 
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the  philofopher,  the  politician,  and  the  gentleman,  could  be  neglecTied  by  a  tiobleman,  dlftinguifli* 
ed  as  much  by  his  patriotifm  and  benevolence,  as  his  high  rank,  andSprincely  fortune,  and  whofe  love 
and  patronage  of  literature  and  fcience,  have  obtained  him  the  diftin<flion  of  Prefident  of  the  Royai 
Society  of  Edinburgh,  and  enrolled  his  name  among  the  Fellows  of  the  Royal  Colleges  of  Phyficians, 
and  Surgeons  in  that  City. 

In  his  Differtation  prefi^ced  to  the  Ljtfiad,  after  reflecting  on  the  diftrefTed  fitnation  in  which  Ca-- 
moens  was  fuffered  to  languifli,  he  concludes  his  remarks  with  feme  ftanzas,  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer, 
en  the  NegleSi  of  Poetry,  defcriptive  of  what  we  may  naturally  conceive  were  his  own  fears  for 
the  fate  of  his  tranflation.  But  poetry  fo  fplendid,  fo  fpirited,  fo  harmonious,  could  not  remain 
long  unnoticed  ;  and  the  applaul'e  of  the  public  followed  the  appearance  of  the  Lujiad  in  fo  high 
a  degree,  as  foon  to  banifli  from  his  mind  the  momentary  chagrin,  which  a  few  circumftances  at- 
tending the  publication  had  given  birth  to. 

Notwithftanding  the  approbation  with  which  the  public  had  received  his  tranflation,  by  a  letter 
to  Thomas  Caldecott,  Efq.  of  the  Middle  Temple,  who  warmly  patronifed,  and  very  effentially  I'erved 
him,  while  he  was  at  Oxford,  dated  Foreft-Kill,  Dec.  20.  1778,  it  appears  that  he  was  by  no  means 
happy  ;  and  had  projedled  an  edition  of  his  works  by  fubfcription,  for  which  he  had  printed  pro- 
pofals :  "  Befides  the  neceffity  which  urges  to  this  fcheme,  1  am  very  defirous  of  giving  an  edition 
of  my  works,  in  which  I  fiiall  beftov.?  the  utmofl  attention.  Except  on  very  popular  or  temporary 
fubjecfls  little  or  nothing  is  to  be  iKade  of  half  crown  publications,  and  this  alfo  inclines  me  to  a 
quarto  colletflion  ;  which,  perhaps,  will  be  my  final  farewell  to  that  blighted  fpot  (worfe  than  the 
moll  bleak  mountains  of  Scotland),  yclept  Parnaffiis ;  for  after  this  labour  is  fiiiifhed,  if  Governor 

J cannot,  or  does  not,  help  me  to  a   little   independence,   I   will  certainly  bid   adieu  to 

Europe,  to  unhappy  fufpenfe,  and,  perhaps,  alio,  to  the  chagrin  of  foul  which  I  feel  to  accom- 
pany it." 

Previous  to  the  publication  of  the  Lujiad,  he  had  been  tempted  to  try  his  powers  in  dramatic 
compofition,  and  wrote  a  tragedy,  called  the  Seige  of  Maifeilles,  formed  upon  a  ftory  from  the 
French  hiftory  in  the  reign  of  Francis  I.,  when  the  Duke  of  Bourbon,  at  the  bead  of  a  Spanilh  ar- 
my, invaded  his  native  country,  and  laid  fiege  to  Marfeilles ;  which,  with  fome  recommendations  frora 
his  literary  friends,  he  tranfmitted  to  Garrick.  The  manager  acknowledged,  in  a  letter  to  a  friend, 
that  it  contained  many  beautiful  palTages;  buthe  added,  that  fine  writing  was  not  of  itfelf  fufficientto 
conftitute  a  drama  fit  for  public  exhibition.  Governor  Johnflone,  unwilling  that  the  labour  he  be- 
llowed on  this  work  fhould  be  entirely  loft,  folicittd  the  aid  of  Mr.  Home,  author  of  Douglas,  to 
make  fome  alterations.  This  was  complied  with,  and  the  piece,  after  being  infpecSled  by  Mr. 
Warton,  was  again  fubniitted  to  the  manager,  and  again  rejected. 

The  condudl  of  Garrick  ftrongly  excited  his  refentment ;  he  determined  to  print  the  tragedy,  bcgim 
it,  and  fent  the  firft  flieet  of  it  to  the  manager.  The  motives  which  led  him  to  the  firft,  appear  in  the 
^preface  to  the  play  ;  what  induced  him  to  the  latter,  he  has  defcribed  in  a  letter  to  Mr.  Hoole, 
dated  Nov.  15.  1773. 

*'  I  have  juft  received  a  letter  from  Mr.  Ballantync,  wherein  he  acquaints  me,  that  you  feemed 
iorry  that  Mr.  Garrick  had  feen  a  proof  flieet  ot  the  preface  to  my  play.  Mr.  B.  alfo  exprefled  his 
furprife  how  he  fliould  have  obtained  it,  and  fuppofed  that  fome  perfon  who  wiflied  me  ill  had 
fent  it,  that  he  might  be  prepared  to  prejudice  the  public  againft:  me. 

"  The  truth  is,  I  fent  it  to  him  in  a  blank  cover.  Let  hiui  be  piepared  as  he  will.  Half  a  year 
ago,  I  declared  my  refoliUion  to  my  friend  Mr.  Bol'well.  He  wrote  me  two  earneft  difl'uifive 
letters;  but  in  Vain.  I  have  maturely  confidcrcd  every  circumftance  ;  I  have  palfed  the  Rubicon, 
and  I  will  proceed.  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Bofwell,  fent  otT  only  three  days  ago,  I  told  him- that  I 
lliould  look  upon  any  farther  dilTuafive  as  thus,  in  plain  Englilh  :  "  What  do  you  think  the  public 
will  mind  fuCh  a  fcribblcr  as  you  ?  No,  my  friend,  take  my  advice,  fold  your  hands  together,  fub- 
mlt  to  the  infallibility  of  Mr.  Garrick,  and  ftarve."  I  have  alfo  cited  the  fam€  fentence  in  a  letter 
now  on  the  table  to  Governor  Johnftone.  "  I  have  pafled  the  Rubicon,  I  fay,  but  I  am  not  a 
Kenrick.  No  friend  ftiall  blulh  for  me.  I  know  what  I  owe  to  them,  and  to  myfelf.  If  I  am 
pofleffcd  of  any  fatirical  abilities,  Mr.  G.  lliall  feel  them.  I  have  planned  a  new  Dunciad,  of 
which  he  is  the  hero.  As  loon  as  I  finifli  the  Lufiad,  I  will  let  about  it.  If  you  think  proper,  yo» 
may  ajentioa  this  ia  any  coiupany,'" 
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tie  wa%  afterwards,  advirtrd  to  try  its  fate  on  the  EJiaburgh  thcifre ;  but  Governor  Johnilone 
thinking  it  might  interfere  with  the  completion  of  the  LufiaJ,  recoininendeci  him  to  lay  it  entirely 
afide,  until  the  tranflation  was  finifijcd.  To  this  he  confentcd  ;  and  when  the  Ltifia.l  was  finiflied, 
another  friend  recommended  to  him  to  revife  the  play,  and  offer  it  to  Mr.  Harris,  This  was  ac- 
cordingly done,  but  it  was  rtill  unfiKcef'.ful.  After  this  repiilfe,  he  relinquirtied  all  expectations 
of  advantage  from  the  theatre,  though  he  afterwards  permitted  a  perfon  to  fliow  the  unfortunate 
play  to  Mr.  Sheridan,  and  here  too  it  had  the  fame  fuccefs  as  with  the  other  managers.  Had  he 
lived,  he  always  declared  his  intention  of  printing  it  in  the  colleiflion  of  his  works. 

The  approbation  which  had  crowned  his  tr-.inflation  of  the  Lvfiad,  and  the  refpetflable  name 
which  he  had  now  attained  in  the  literary  world,  foon  baniflied  from  his  mind  the  mortifications 
he  fufTered  from  the  ill  fuccefs  of  his  tragedy. 

The  firll  edition  of  the  Lujiad  be.ing  loon  fold,  he  immediately  prepared  a  fecond,  with  improve- 
ments, which  was  piiblilbed  in  June  177S.  For  this  Mr.  Mortimer  prefented  him  with  an  etch- 
ing; and  on  the  death  of  that  excellent  artift,  Feb.  4.  1779,  he  wrote  an  Epitaph  for  him. 

In  17791  he  publiflied  a  pamphlet,  intituled  A  Candid  Examination  of  the  reafons  for  depriving 
the  Eq/l  India  Company  of  its  charter,  contained  in  the  hijlory  arid  rnanagement  of  the  Eaji  India 
Company,  from  its  commencement  to  the  prcfent  time  ;  together  with  firi^ures  on  fame  of  the  f elf - 
contradiiiions,  and  hijlorical  errors,  of  Dr.  Adam  Smith,  in  his  reafms  for  the  abolition  of  the  f aid. 
Company,  ^to. 

About  this  time,  fome  of  his  friends  had  it  in  contemplation  to  recommend  him  to  the  notice  of 
his  Majefty,  as  worthy  of  a  pcnfion.  Dr.  Lowth,  Biiliop  of  London,  from  a  knowledge  of  his  vir- 
tues and  talents,  intimated  his  readinefs  to  give  him  ordination,  with  a  promife  of  fo.Tie  proviflon 
in  the  church  ;  but  tlMS  mode  of  life  was  not  agreeable  to  his  difpofition. 

While  the  fcheme  of  publifliing  a  coUeiflion  of  hi?  poems  by  fubfcription,  was  ripening,  in  which, 
from  the  e.^eitions  of  his  friends,  he  had  great  reafoii  to  hope  for  fuccefs,  his  friend  Governor  John- 
ftone  was,  in  May  1779,  appointed  to  the  command  of  the  Romney  man  of  war,  and  he  imme- 
diately  offered  to  appoint  him  his  fecretary,  in  order  that  he  might  partake  of  any  good  for- 
tune, which  might  attend  the  cruize.  So  (tricot  was  his  reg'ard  to  the  enagement  he  had  pre- 
vioufly  made  with  liis  friends,  from  whom  he  had  received  a  few  fubfcriptions  for  his  poems,  that 
it  was  found  a  very  difficult  ta(k  to  perfuade  him  to  accept  this  offer.  It  was  at  length  fuggeftcd 
to  him,  that  a  new  lituation  would  open  a  new  fceue,  which  would  enable  him  to  add  what 
might  render  his  volume  fcill  more  acceptable  to  his  fubfcrilxrs ;  under  this  impreffion  he  engaged, 
and  fulfilled  his  appointment  during  the  remainder  of  the  year. 

In  November  he   arrived   at  Liibon,  and  was  appoiiited  by  the  Commodore,  joint-agent  for  the 
prizes  which  were  tJken.     At  this  place  he  was  conlidercd  ai  the  tranfliuor  of  the  Lvfiad,  and  re- 
ceived with  the  moft  tlattering  marks  of  attention.    There,  and  in  the  neighbourhood,  he  remained 
'  for  more  than  fix  months. 

During  his  flay,  he  compofed  h'\s  Alvuidn  HiH,  i.n  cpifile  from  Li/ho7i,  publin^ed  in  4to,  1781; 
and  collected  fome  particulars  concerning  the  hiltory,  manners,  and  culloms  of  the  Portuguefe  j 
which  he  never  arranged. 

The  Royal  Academy  being  opened  while  be  was  at  Lifbon,  he  was  prefent  at  the  ceremony  of 
its  commencement,  and  had  the  honour  to  be  admitted  a  member,  under  the  Prcfulency  of  one  of 
the  molt  illullrious  characters  of  the  age.  Prince  Don  John  of  Braoanza,  Duke  of  Lafoer.s ;  who 
prefented  him  with  his  own  portrait  as  a  mark  of  lils  regard. 

On  his  return  to  England,  it  was  thought  neceffary  that  he  fliouid  ftay  in  London,  to  attend  the 
proceedings  in  the  courts  of  law,  refpeifling  the  condemnation  of  fome  prizes;  and  he  did  not 
therefore  accompany  the  Commodore  during  his  lalt  expedition  to  the  Cape  of  Good  Hope,  nor  did 
he  go  any  more  to  lea. 

In  1782,  he  came  forward  as  an  advocate  for  Chatterton's  title,  in  the  Rowleian  controverfy,  and 
publiflied  an  ironical  pamphlet,  intituled,  The  Prophecy  of^een  Ein.via,  an  ancient  ballad,  lately 
dlfcovered,  luritten  by  Johannes  Turgottus,  Prior  of  Durham,  in  the  reign  of  WiUiam  Rufus  ;  to 
which  is  added,  by  the  editor,  an  account  of  the  difcovery  and  hinti  t;.  u.ards  a  vinditatioa  of  tbff 
aii^enticity  of  the  poems  of  Ojfian  and  Rauley,  £vj. 
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On  tlie  (Jth  of  June  T7S2,  he  married  Mifs  Tomkins,  daughter  of  the  perfon  with  whom  he  re- 
fided  at  Foreft-Hill,  while  he  was  engaged  in  tranflating  the  Lufiad. 

The  fortune  he  acquired  under  Commodore  Johnftone,  now  enabled  him  to  retire  to  literary  lei- 
fure  and  independence.  He  accordingly  took  a  houfe  at  Wheatley,  a  few  miles  from  Oxford,  where 
he  devoted  his  vacant  time  to  the  revifion  of  his  poetical  works  and  tragedy,  which  he  propofeJ 
puhlifliing  by  fubfcription. 

The  efficient  patronage  of  Commodore  Johnftone  will  be  remembered  to  his  honour.  On  the 
death  of  his  real  friend  and  patron,  May  24.  17S7,  he  fliowed  his  affedlion  and  gratitude 
to  his  memory,  in  fome  elegiac  verfes,  a  copy  of  which  he  fent  to  the  gallant  Lord  Rod- 
ney, begging  his  opinion  and  correcflion  of  the  firft  iiote,  and  received  the  following  anfwer, 
dated  Albcmarle-ftreet,  May  16.  17SS.  "  Nothing  can  give  me  more  real  pleafure,  than  the 
aftedlion  and  gratitude  fliown  by  you  to  the  memory  of  our  worthy  friend  George  Johnftone.  It 
is  impoffible  for  me  not  to  approve  of  the  verfes  of  the  tranflator  of  the  Liifiad,  which,  without 
flattery,  in  my  poor  opinion,  are  equal,  if  not  fuperior,  to  Pope's  tranflation  of  the  Iliad.  It  is  im- 
poffible not  to  be  pleafed  with  both.  Both  inftil  in  our  minds  the  glorious  idea  of  doing  our  duty 
to  our  country,  and  that  life  without  honour  is  a  burden. 

"  Your  note  relative  to  the  intt^liigence  fent  me  in  i/iSi,  I  think  not  full  enough.  The  intelli- 
gence was  of  that  confequence,  that  without  it  every  Spanilh  province  in  the  Weft  Indies  had  been 
prepared,  as  I  did  not  receive  orders  from  England  till  Martinique  was  taken,  and  I  had  failed  to 
attack  Domingo,  in  which  time  my  cruifers  had  t;iken  every  Spanifh  packet  that  had  failed  from 
Spain  with  the  declaration  of  war.  And  the  very  day  I  received  Mr.  Johnftone's  difpatches,  I  fent 
them  to  Jamaica,  defiring  the  Governor  to  lay  an  embargo,  and  the  Admiral  to  feize  all  Spanifh 
fhips  5  which  was  done  accordingly,  and  the  Spanifh  Governors,  totally  ignorant  of  the  war,  till 
Sir  George  Pococke  and  the  Briiilh  fleet  came  in  fi;;ht,  fome  months  after,  off  the  Havannab.  Mr. 
Johtaftone,  therefore,  may  be  properly  faid  to  have  t.iken  the  Havannah. 

"  With  infinite  pleafure  I  beg  you  will  put  me  down  as  a  fubfcriber  to  your  works,  and  beg  you 
will  do  me  the  honour  of  calling  upon  me  .when  you  come  to  town.'' 

During'  the  laft  feven  years  of  his  life,  he  occafinnally  afforded  fome  affiftance  to  the  "  European 
Magazine,"  the  Fragments  of  Leo,  and  feveral  of  the  Revicuus  of  books  came  from  his  hand.  In 
September  1 7SS,  at  the  requeft  of  a  friend,  he  wrote  a  fong  called  EJldale  Braes,  in  honour  of  the  place 
of  his  birth,  a  country  moll  beautifully  Arcadian,  in  the  centre  of  that  diftricft  on  the  border  of  Scot- 
land which  is  thus  defcrlbed  by  Dr.  Percy,  in  his"  Reliques  of  Ancient  Englifli  Poetry,"  "  Moft 
of  the  fineft  old  Scottifii  fongs  have  the  fcene  laid  within  twenty  miles  of  England,  which  is  indeed 
all  poetic  ground,  green  hiils,  remains  of  woods,  clear  brooks.  The  paftoral  fcenes  remain;  of  the 
rude  chivalry  of  former  ages,  happily  nothing  remains  but  the  ruins  of  the  caftles." 

This  fong,  in  commemoration  of  a  fpot,  in  itfelf  of  little  importance,  but  dignified  by  the  birth 
of  heroes,  who  have  bled  in  defence  of  their  country,  and  poets  who  have  given  new  harmony  to 
the  language,  was  intended  to  be  fet  to  mufic  by  James  Balmain,  Efq.  Commiffioner  of  the  Excife, 
and  brother-in  law  to  Commodore  Johnftone  ;  fo  that  we  ihould  have  an  Elkdale  fong,  written  by  a. 
bard  of  Elkdale.  and  fet  to  mufic  by  a  native  of  the  fame  place. 

This  was  the  laft  compofuion  he  lived  to  finifli.  After  a  ftiort  illnefs,  he  died  at  Wheatly  in  Ox- 
forJfliire,  Odl.  25th  17S9,  in  the  55th  year  of  his  age.  He  was  buried  at  Wheatly.  He  left  a  fon, 
with  b'.Tt  a  fcanty  pnn'ifion ;  whom  his  executors  Francis  Waftie,  Efq.  of  Great  Milton.  Oxfordfliire» 
and  Mr.  William  Ballantyne,  merchant.  Savage  Gardens,  have  placed  with  the  Rev.  Mr.  Nailor  at 
Hammerfmith,  in  order  that  be  may  be  qualified  for  admiffion.nn  the  foundation  of  Wtnchefter  College. 
His  Poems,  including  the  pirces  formerly  printed  feparately,  except  Providence,  with  the  Sor- 
tcrefs,  and  other  original  pieces,  and  the  tragedy  of  the  ■S'/Vj^i?  0/  il/.ify«7/(fj,  were  colleifled  and 
publifhed  by  fubfcription,  in  one  volume  410,  1794,  with  fome  '*  Anecdotes''  of  his  life,  "  in  which 
are  comprifed  feveral  letters  from  the  late  Lord  Lyttleton,''  with  the  benevolent  purpofe  of  raifing 
a  fum  to  affift  the  education  and  provifion  of  his  fon.  Hispoems,  reprinted  from  the  edition  1794  with 
his  verfes  on  Pajfing  through  the  Parliament  Clofc  of  Edinburgh,  at  Midnight,  and  fome  fmaller  pieces 
feleifled  from  the  Introdu(5licm  to  the  Li.f.id,  and  the  "  Anecdotes"  of  his  life,  are  now,  for  the  tirft^ 
time,  received  into  a  colle(fi.ion  of  elaflical  Englifli  poetry.  His  poem  on  Proi'idence^  he  himfelf 
thought  too  incorrect  for  repviblication.  A.  i^oin  oi^h'is  Prof  becy  of  ^leen  Emma,  iJc.  could  not  be 
ftbtained  for  the  ufe  of  tliis  tdition. 
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On  the  following  chara(n:er  of  Mickle,  given  by  tlie  writer  of  the  account  of  his  life  in  the 
"  European  Magazine,"  the  editor  of  his  poems  obferves,  "  that  having  known  him  intimately, 
and  known  him  lung,  he  thinks  it  ftriiflly  jull." 

"  To  thofe  who  are  unacquainted  with  Mr.  Mickle's  writings,  we  need  not  point  out  the 
beauty,  the  ftrength,  or  the  variety  of  his  verlification,  the  harmony  of  his  numbers,  and  the  vi- 
gour of  his  imuginatioB.  Thefe  are  fo  apparent,  that  we  rifle  nothing  in  declaring  our  opmi  m, 
that  they  muft  fooner  or  later  force  themfclves  into  the  notice  of  thofe  who  at  j^releiit  are  Itrangers 
to  them.  Leaving  his  literary  chara<5ler,  therefore,  to  find  its  own  value,  we  fhall  confine  ourfelves 
to  fpeak  of  him  as  a  member  of  fociety.  He  was  in  every  point  of  view  a  man  of  the  utmoft  in- 
tegrity, warm  in  his  friendfhip,  and  indignant  only  aguinlt  vice,  irrcligion,  or  meannefs.  1  he 
compliment  paid  by  Lord  Lyitleton  to  Thomfon,  might  be  applied  to  him  with  the  ftridtelt  truth; 
not  a  line  is  to  be  found  in  his  works,  which,  dying,  he  would  willi  to  blot.  During  the  greateft 
part  of  his  life,  he  endured  the  preffures  of  a  narrow  fortune  without  repining,  never  rela.xing  hi^ 
induftry  to  acquire  by  honeft  exertion  that  indcjiendence  which  at  length  he  enjoyed.  He  did  not 
fliine  in  converfation,  nor  would  any  perlbn  from  his  appearance  have  been  able  to  form  a  favour- 
able judgment  of  his  talents  In  every  fituation  in  which  fortune  placed  him,  he  difplayed  an  in- 
dependent I'pirit,  undebafed  by  any  meannefs,  and  when  his  pecuniary  circumltances  made  him  on 
one  occafion  feel  a  difappomtment  with  fome  force,  he  even  then  feemed  more  alhamed  at  his  want 
of  difcernment  of  character,  than  concerned  for  his  lofs.  He  feemed  to  entertain  with  relu(flance 
an  opinion,  that  high  birth  could  be  united  with  a  fordid  mind.  He  had,  howevt-r,  the  fatisfadlion 
of  refleOling,  that  no  txtrava'^ant  panegyric  had  difgraced  his  pen.  Contempt  certainly  came  to  his 
aid,  though  not  fjon  ;  he  wiflicd  to  forget  his  credulity,  and  never  after  converfed  on  the  fubjeift  by 
choice.  To  conclude,  his  foibles  were  but  few,  and  thofe  inoftenfive ;  his  virtues  many ;  and  his 
genius  very  confiderable.  He  lived  without  reproach,  and  his  memory  will  always  be  cherilhed  by 
thofe  who  were  acquainted  w  th  him." 

In  this  portrait  of  Mickle,  his  iewimperfeiflions  are  commendably  thrown  into  fliade,  but  his  virtues 
are  faithfully  delineated,  and  cannot  fail  to  iuiprcfs  the  moil  advaiitagtous  idea  of  his  chara>ler. 
Religion  appears  to  have  been  a  leading  feature  in  his  mind  j  but  the  zeal  againlc  infidelity  which 
induced  him  to  plan  his  Cwje  of  Deif:ii  ought  not  to  have  rendered  him  ini'enfible  of  the  value  of 
twoluch  men  as  David  Hume,  and  Adam  Smith,  fo  far  as  to  circulate  among  his  acquaintance  the 
Heroic  Epiftle  in  ridicule  of  thffe  ornaments  of  philofophy.  To  have  threatened  Garrick  with  a 
Dunciad  ii  he  re'.ufcd  to  get  up  a  very  moderate  tragedy,  would  feem  inexcufable,  were  not  the 
genus  irritahile  vaium  almoft  proverbial. 

The  character  of  iVlickle,  as  a  poet,  ranks  very  high  among  his  countrymen.  His  verfirication  is 
undoubtedly  very  vigorous  and  manly  ;  but  certainly  not  equally  remarkable  for  corrtcfneff.  It 
unites  the  freedom  of  Dryden  with  the  force  and  haniiony  of  Pope.  The  EngliOi  Lujiad  is  a  truly 
claflTical  performance,  and  Hands  unrivalled  by  any  produdtion  of  the  kind  in  our  language,  but  the 
Enoliili  Iliad.  His  Sir  Mnrty?i,  Almnda  H-U,  PvHio,  and  IMary  ^/een  of  Scots,  if  he  had  written 
nothing  el fe   are  fufEcient  to  entitle  him  to  a  claffical  diltintlion  among  the  poets  of  our  nation. 

Or  the  Li/fuidhe  is  not  only  an  able  trar.flator,  but  a  fpiiited  advocate.  He  has  very  judic;oul]y 
prefaced  his  tranflatiim  with  a  copious  and  fati^fadljry  introdu(ftion  to  the  hiftory  of  the  poem, 
and  accompanied  It  with  notes  that  were  neitlViry  to  give  it  proper  elucidation.  The  narrative 
is  liberal  and  elegant,  interfierfed  with  many  fenfiblc  obfcrvaiion*,  and  juit  political  redeclions. 
In  the  critical  part  of  his  notes,  he  merits  great  praife;  but  he  !ias  fometi.nes,  perhaps,  rather  flept 
eut  of  his  way.  The  lively  and  ingenious,  though  inaccurate  and  ill-grounded  criticifms 
and  mifreprefeiitations  of  Voltaire,  refi)ecT;ing  the  Lufiad,  have  drawn  from  his  pen  fuch  a 
fevtrity  of  animiulvrfion  and  reprehenlion,  as  feem  fcarc-ly  juftifiabic,  when  occafloned  by  a 
difference  chiefly  affecting  a  point  of  tafte.  Voltaire  admits  the  Z,///?^^/ to  be  a  work  juftly  de- 
ferving  of  a  diftinguiflied  rank  in  epic  poetry,  a  work  abounding  in  beauties,  asd  exh  biting 
alio  fome  ftriking  defedls.  It  is,  as  he  affirms,  a  poem  without  a  plan;  without  unity;  witL- 
out  propriety;  for  the  machinery  exhibits  a  monftrous  combination  of  Chriiiian  and  Pagwi  my- 
thology. Vafco  de  Gama  the  hero  of  the  poem,  for  inllance,  prays  to  the  God  of  Ifrae)  in  a  I'Vorm, 
%\\i  the  goddefs  Venus  coiajes  to  his  relief,  "  But  we  arc  told,"  fays  VoUaixe,  "  that  the  machinery 
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is  allegorical;  thus  Mars  is  clearly  dcfigned  to  reprefent  Jefus  Chrift,  nnd  Venus  the  Villain  Mar^, 
All  this  may  be  true,  but  I  own  I  iliould  not  have  fafpefted  it."  He  is  not  fatisfied  with  eager- 
ly defending  the  propriety  of  this  allegorical  interpretation,  and  with  ftating  the  obvious 
anfwer  to  the  objetflion  refpefling  the  unity  of  the  aAion,  but  he  recriminates  upon  Voltaire,  and 
expoi'es  him  to  contempt  and  deteftation.  In  his  analyfis  of  the  Lzifiad,  he  enters  deep  into  the  me- 
rits of  the  poem,  and  finds  it  pofTefled  of  all  the  fpirit,  and  great  component  parts  of  the  epic.  The 
refult  of  his  examination  of  the  machinery,  and  confrruiflion  of  the  poem,  on  the  principles  of  the 
Epopcera,  will  fatisfy  men  of  tafte  and  elegant  refearches.  Men,of  minuter  ftudles,  and  fentiments  lefs 
enlarged,  may,  indeed,  cavil  at  what  they  think  fome  deviations  from  the  epic  fyftem  ;  that  fyftera 
which  fcholaftic  formality  and  mechanical  minds  have  drawn  from  thofe  great  archetypes,  who 
themfelves  know  no  rule  but  the  implicit  purfuit  of  nature. 

If  we  confider  only  the  ftate  of  the  Iberian  poetry  at,  and  even  after,  the  time  when  Cavioens 
wrote,  we  muft  look  upon  his  Liifiad  as  a  wonderful  performance.  He  was  the  original  poet  of  his 
country.  He  had  not,  like  Taflo,  a  Dante  to  fmooth  his  way,  nor  like  Milton,  a  Spenfer.  Around 
him  all  was  obfcurity,  and  even  an  affedlation  of  obfcurity.  The  Spaniards  looked  with  the  higheft 
veneration  on  the  writings  of  Balthazar  Gracian,and  Luis  de  Gongora,  becaufe  they  were  abftradled 
and  unintelligible.  Even  their  great  poet  Lopez  de  Vega,  wrote  in  the  fame  ftrange  enigmatical 
ftyle  ;  a  whimfical  heterogeneous  mixture  of  the  enjlure  of  the  French,  and  the  co?icetti  of  the  Ita- 
lians, interwo'v'en  with  the  fombious,  but  fantaftic  ground  of  the  Morefca.  When  thefe  defects  of 
the  national  poetry  are  confidered, thofe  oiCamoei:s,in  particular,  will  be  thought  the  more  excufable, 
and  his  excellences  will  do  him  the  greater  honour. 

"  Homer  and  Virgil"  fays  Mickle  ''have  been  highly  praifed  for  their  judgment  in  the  choice 
of  the  fubjedls  which  interefted  their  countrymen  ;  and  Statius  has  been  as  feverely  blamed  for  his 
nninterefting  choice.  But  though  the  fubjedl  of  Camoenshe  particularly  interefting  to  his  country- 
men, it  has  alfo  the  peculiar  happinefs  to  be  the  poem  of  every  trading  nation.  It  is  the  epic  poem 
ef  the  birth  of  commerce.  And  in  a  particular  manner  the  epic  poem  of  whatever  country  has  the 
controul  and  poffeffion  of  the  commerce  of  India.  An  unexhaufted  fertility  and  variety  of  poetical 
defcription,  an  unexhaufted  elevation  of  fentiment,  and  a  eonftant  tenor  of  the  grand  fimplicity  of 
di(ftion  complete  the  charadler  of  the  Lufiad  of  Camoens  ;  a  poem  which  though  it  has  hitherto 
received  from  the  public  moll  unmerited,  and  from  the  critics  moft  unmerited  injuftice,  was  yet 
better  underftood  by  the  greateft  poet  of  Italy.  Taflb  never  did  his  judgment  more  credit  than 
when  he  dreaded  Camoens  as  a  rival,  or  his  generofity  more  honour,  than  when  he  addreffed  his 
elegant  fonnet,  "  Vafco  le  cui  felici,  &c.''  to  the  hero  of  the  Liifiad.''^ 

Of  the  extraordinary  talents  of  his  illuftrious  contemporary,  Taflbappears  to  have  been  perfedlly  fen- 
llble.  Montefquieu  in  his  "  Spirit  of  Laws,"  has,  with  a  degree  of  impartiality, by  no  means  jjeculiar  to 
his  character,  allowed  that  the  Lyfiad  unites  the  charms  of  the  "  Odyffey"  with  the  mngnilicence  of 
the  "  iEneid  ;''  he  might  have  added,  with  the  majeftic  fpirit  and  divine  energy  of  the  "  Iliad  "  The.- 
tire  of  the  Msonian  bard  glows  in  the  eye  oiCamcens,  while  he  bears  upon  his  afpecl  the  fereq^dignity 
wf  the  Mantuan  mufe.  But  he  not  only  unites  the  power  of  compofition  that  characSerize  the  three 
ancient  poems;  he  alTociates  their  difierent  interefts.  The  ftrong  unconquered  pafiions,  the  martial 
erdour,  and  ftormy  valaur  of  the  heroes  at  Troy,  are  powerfully  reprefented  in  Gamut's  narrative 
cf  the  Lufians  and  their  wars.  His  piety,  his  tender  attachment  to  his  country,  and  affedion  for 
his  prince,  make  us  feel  every  thing  for  him  that  we  have  felt  for  Virgil's  hero ;  and  vihatever  at- 
tention, curiolity  or  concern  the  man. 

Qui  mores  hominum  multorum  vidit— 
could  poflibly  excite  in  the  reader,  all  thefe  muft  be  awakened  io  a  more  interefting  manner  by 
the  author  of  the  Lvfiad.  He  fubfcribes  to  Voltaire's  aflertion,  when  he  calls  it  i.ne  nouvelle 
efp'ece  d^  Epopee;  but  though  the  happinefs  of  Camoens  in  the  novelty  of  his  fubjedl  muft 
be  acknowledged,  yet  it  is  certainly  much  in  the  manner  and  fpirit  of  the  ''  GdyfTey,"  the  con- 
du(!!t  of  which  he  has  omitted  to  analyfe. 

To  the  charadler  of  the  Lvfiad,  as  given  by  Mickle,  every  reader  of  tafte  will  very  freely  con- 
feut;  aod  he  has  done  himfdf  the  highell honour,  io  making  his  author  Uvc  in  the  fuluefs  of  hisipj- 


THE   LIFE   OF   MICKLE.  «37 

rit,  and  in  all  the  (Irengtli,  harmony,  ami  ht-nuty  of  mir  heioic  verfe.  The  mod  delicate  flraia  of 
rrallaiitry,  and  the  high  Ipirit  of  Spanilli  honour,  wliile  in  its  un(tained  days,  bit-arlie  throughout 
the  Liifiad.  Defcripcion  riots,  and  the  ;^races  of  imitative  and  fentimental  iKirmoiiy  abound  in  eve- 
ry  page.  On  the  principal  beauties  of  tlie  poem,  it  is  unneceHary  to  enlarge-  'i"hc  death  of  the  bean, 
tiful  Iitc^,  an  epifode,  in  the  third  book,  is  diftinguilhed  by  a  tendcrnefs  and  Avcetnefs  of  num- 
bers. The  battle  of  Aljabarota  in  the  fourth,  and  the  fea  ftorni  in  the  fixth,  are  dcfcribed  in  all 
the  ftrength  of  rough  nervous  verfe.  The  fidlion  of  the  apparition  of  the  Cape  ofTevipefis,  in  the 
fifth,  in  fiiblimity  and  awful  grandeur  of  imaginatioH,  is  perhaps  unequalled  in  human  compoli- 
tion.  The  defcriptlon  of  the  fpedre,  the  awfulnefs  of  the  prediction,  and  the  horror  that  breathe.? 
throu_^h  the  whole,  till  the  phantom  is  interrupted  by  Gama,  are  in  the  true  fpirit  of  the  wild  and 
grand  terri6c  of  an  Homer  or  a  Shakfpeare.  The  numbers  which  relate  the  behaviour  of  Cama, 
while  a  prifoner  in  India,  in  the  beginning  of  the  ninth  book,  have  a  peculiar  loftinefs  and  grand 
limplicity ;  and  the  defcription  of  the  IJIand  nf  Lo^<e,  in  the  fame  book,  contains  the  molt  beauti- 
ful landfcapes  of  rural  painting,  prefented  in  fucceflive  Icenes,  in  the  foftelt  and  moil  melodious 
vcrfification. 

It  is  with  concern,  that  the  prefent  writer  is  obliged  to  obferve,  that,  notwithftanding  the  epic 
■powe'cs  oi  Ciimcens,  have  received  their  due  lionour  in  our  language,  by  the  elegant  and  fpirited 
tranllation  of  Mickle,  and  the  fubjccl  being  commercial,  and  therefore  feeming  fo  peculiarly  calcu- 
lated  for  Great  Britain,  the  Englilb  Lujlad  has  not  yet  attained  the  celebrity  it  merits.  But  the 
time  mail  come,  when  it  will  be  univerfally  read,  and  then  it  anifc  be  nniverfally  admired.  That 
its  merits  may  be  more  generally  known,  he  has  recommended  it  to  be  reprinted  among  other  poet- 
ical tranflations,  defigned  as  a  fupplement  to  this  coUeilion  of  the  "  Works  of  the  Critifli  Poets." 

His  Sir  Martyn,  or  the  Frogrefs  of  Dijlpation,  is  tlie  longeft  and  molt  elaborate  of  his  original 
Ijoetical  compofitions.  Among  the  numerous  imitations  of  Spenfer,  it  will  not  be  eafy  to  point  out 
one  that  will  fo  well  bear  a  comparifon  with  the  original.  It  indicates  a  warm  and  fruitful  ima- 
gination, with  much  tafte.  The  delign  and  fpirit  of  the  poem  delerve  great  praife.  After 
an  invocation  to  the  genius  of  Spenfer,  and  the  propnfuion  of  the  fubjedl,  Sir  Martyn's  firit 
attachment  to  his  concubine,  his  levity,  his  love  of  pleafure  and  diffipation,  with  the  influence 
over  him  which  (he  afuimes,  are  deicribed.  The  efiecls  of  this  influence  are  next  exemplified  in 
the  different  parts  of  his  relative  charadler, — in  his  domeftic  elegance  of  park,  garden,  and 
houfe  ; — in  his  unhappinefs  as  a  lover,  a  parent,  a  man  of  letters ; — behaviour  as  a  mafter  to  his 
tenants,  as  a  friend  and  a  brother  ; — and  in  his  feelings  in  his  hours  of  retirement,  as  a  man  of  birth 
and  a  patriot.  The  poem  ciofes  with  an  allegorical  cataftrophe.  'Ihe  reafons  he  gives  in  his  pre- 
face for  having  adopted  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  are,  "  That  the  fulntfs  and  wantonnefs  of  defcrip- 
tion, the  quaint  fimplicity,  and  above  all,  the  ludicrous,  of  which  the  antique  phrafeology  an4 
manner  of  Spenfer,  are  fo  happily  and  peculiarly  fufceptible,  inclined  him  tc  cfteem  it,  not  only  as 
the  belt,  the  only  mode  of  compofition  adapted  to  his  fubjeft."  Though  the  relation  between  verfe 
of  Goihic  flrucflure,  and  the  Prcgre/s  of  Dijfipation  may  not  generally  be  allowed,  yet  it  cannot 
be  denied,  that  the  imitation  is  very  fiiccefsfiilly  performed,  with  refpeift  to  the  metre,  the  lan- 
guage, and  the  flclion.  He  has  the  fame  ftyle  of  liarmony,  and  the  fame  fpirit  of  enthufiafni 
■which  diftlnguilh  the  poetry  of  Spenfer.  His  del'criptions  are  equally  copious  and  luxuriant,  and  arc 
cmbelliflicd  with  the  fame  degree  of  imagery,  and  heightened  by  the  fame  colourings  of  animated 
fancy. 

His  Alnuxda  Hill,  an  Epijlle  from  l.ijhun,  is  very  properly  flyled  "  A  Sujipiement  to  the  Englifli 
Lufiad,"  and  well  deferves  to  be  adopted  into  the  native  language  of  the  Portuguefe  Homer.  He 
opens  his  epiltle  with  a  well-drawn  pidlure  of  a  joylefs  winter  day  in  England,  contrafted  with  the 
genial  influence  of  a  warmer  clime  1  After  hinting  at  what  will  probably  be  the  caufe  of  our  political 
decay,  he  enters  more  immediately  upon  the  fubje(fl  of  the  poem,  which  abounds  with  local  pifturefque 
views  by  land  and  fea,  and  hlftorical  incidents,  from  the  time  of  the  Romans,  to  the  great  eartjiquake  in 
1755.  The  defcriptive  parts  are,  he  tells  ns,  ftridlly  local ;  and  they  have  eveiy  appearance  of  being 
trulycharadlerillical  and  appropriate.  The  names  ofViriatus,Sertorius,Lucan, Trajan, Sec.  are  happily 
introduced.  After  curforily  pointing  out  the  mighty  deeds  the  lofty  hills  of  Spain  of  old  have  '•juitnejj'ed, 
>;e  notices  the  change  of  miners  that  has  prcvailpd  in  confec^uence  of  the  fubverCon  of  the  Roman 
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empire,  by  the  irruption  of  the  Goths  and  other  northern  tribes  ;  and  though  the  caufes  he  affigns 
for  that  peculiar  charadler  which  has  fince  marked  each  of  the  different  divifions  of  Europe,  may 
not  be  hiftorically  true,  yet  the  ideas  he  has  ftarted  on  this  fubjecfl  are  at  leaft  poetical  and  ingeni- 
ous. The  difeafed  chivalry  of  romance  is  contrafted  with  the  chivalry  of  ivifdom  and  honour,  as  he 
ftyles  the  religious  fury  of  crufading,  which  the  prefent  writer  cannot  agree  with  him  in  admiring. 
The  fall  of  Liibon's  naval  ^^ro«e  occaiions  ibme  boding  thoughts  on  that  of  London.  The  naval 
glory  of  the  Portugufe,  during  the  time  they  firft  eftabliflied  themielves  in  Afia,  and  the  fate  of 
Ga!na,  have  their  due  place;  with  the  maffacre  of  the  Moors  at  the  taking  of  Libon,  that  of  the 
Jews  and  Chriftians  in  1505,  the  revolution  that  fet  the  Duke  of  Braganza  on  the  throne,  a  fu- 
blime  defcription  of  the  earthquake,  &c.  The  Duke  of  LafoeHs  receives  a  high  eulogiura  in 
the  conclufion,  for  his  tafte  in  the  belles  lettres,  hillory,  &c.  The  general  poetical  merit  of 
the  epiftle  is  very  confiderable.  The  fentiments  may  foraetimes  be  thought  exceptionable ; 
but  the  verfification  is  fpirited  and  harmonious;  though  it  would  have  been  more  fo,  had 
he  lefs  frequently  made  one  verfe  run  into  another.  In  attempting  bold  innovations  in  lan- 
guage, he  has,  in  fome  inftances,  violated  metaphorical  propriety.  Of  the  peculiar  advantages 
of  the  epiftolary  form  of  compofition,  he  has  not  perhaps  availed  himfelf  fo  much  as  he  might 
have  done ;  excepting,  at  the  commencement  of  the  poem,  he  feems  in  great  meafure  to  have 
loft  fight  of  the  friend  to  whom  it  is  addrelTed.  He  is  indeed  twice  afterwards  adverted  to  ; 
but  from  the  manner  in  which  it  is  done,  it  feems  as  much  with  the  view  to  fill  up  the  mea- 
fure of  the  verfe,  as  to  awaken  and  diredl  the  attention  to  any  ftriking  objeifl.  The  writer  of 
epiltles,  if  he  wilhes  to  make  them  as  intersfting  as  their  nature  will  admit,  Ihould  lofe  no  op- 
portunity of  appealing,  where  it  can  prudently  be  done,  to  the  feeling?  and  fentiments  of  thofe  t* 
whom  he  is  fuppofed  to  be  addreffing  himfelf. 

His  Pollio,  an  Elegiac  Ode,  is  charafterifed  by  genuine  enthufiafm,  vigour  of  thought,  and  natu- 
ral expreflion.  The  defcription  of  Rojlln  Cajlle  has  dignity  and  charadleriilic  propriety.  There  is 
likewife  confiderable  merit  in  the  defcription  of  the  retreats  wh;re  he  had  experienced  with  his 
brother,  the  happy  amufements  of  young  fimpiicity ;  which  naturally  renew  his  grief  and  com- 
plaints for  his  lofs. 

His£/e^y  on  Mary  i^ieen  of  Scots,  evinces  ftrong  powers  of  imagination,  a  brilliant  fancy,  and 
true  fentimental  feeling  The  imagery  is  various  and  rich  ;  the  expreffion  is  at  the  fame  time 
beautiful  and  bold  ;  and  the  fentiments  are  tender  and  interefting.  They  who  think  differently  from 
him  with  refpedl  to  the  charadlerof  Mary,  muft  allov/,  that  her  misfortunes  are  lamented,  and  her 
virtues  and  accomplifliments  are  commended,  in  numbers  equally  harmonious  and  tender. 

His  Knowledge,  an  Ode,  is  nervous  and  elegant,  both  in  fentiment  and  expreflion  ;  and  though, 
by  reafon  of  its  phihfophical  tenor,  the  defcriptive  part  is  lefs  luxuriant,  yet  the  colouring  is  not 
languid,  nor  are  the  defcriptions  inanimated. 

His  He?2gi/l  and  Mey,  and  the  Sorcerefs,  are  not  inferior  to  the  beft  imitations  of  the  ancient 
heroic  ballad.  The  Sorcerefs,  is  conceived  with  much  fancy.  It  was  written  at  the  requeftofa 
friend,  who  pofleffed  iVIr.  Mortimer's  pidure  of  "  The  Incantation,"  as  a  ftory  to  the  painting. 
From  this  pidlure    Dixon,  engraved  a  very  fine  print. 

His  EJkdnle  Braes,  he  has  charaflerifed  in  a  letter,  which  he  fent  to  a  friend,  with  the  fong,  *'  The 
ballad,  indifferent  as  it  is,  has  too  much  poetical  expreffion,  and  is  tog  clear  of  low  nonfenfe  and 
abfurdity,  ever  to  become  popular." 

The  elegant  ftanzas  on  Mr.  Servinton,  were  built  on  an  incident  fomewhat  fimilar  to  that  which 
he  has  made  the  groundwork  of  his  Sir  Martyn,  and  mav  be  confidered  as  a  miniature  pifture  of  the 
confequences  of  diffipation.  The  (lanzas  On  the  neglcil  of  Poetry  are  beautifully  pathetic.  Of  his 
fmaller  pieces,  the  Epitaph  on  Mr.  Mortimer  is  the  moft  fuccefsfu!.  In  the  Stanzas  to  a  yoinig 
Lady  Jliidiuus  of  Botany,  he  makes  the  primrofe  a  flower  which  lingers  to  the  winter  feafon; 
on  the  contrary,  it  is,  as  its  name  denotes,  an  early  producflion  of  the  Spring,  and  does  not  lingei; 
even  to  the  approach  of  Summec. 
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POEMS. 


POLLIO. 

AN    ELEGIAC   ODE. 

Written  in  the  Wood  near  Rojlin  Caftle.  1763. 

"  Hjec  Jovem  fentire  deofqiie  cundlos, 

"  Spcm  bonam  certamque  domum  reporto." 

HORAT. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

It  has  been  often  faid,  that  fidlion  is  the  moil:  pro- 
per field  for  poetry.  If  it  is  always  fo,  the  writer 
of  this  little  piece  acknowledg;es  it  as  a  circum- 
ilance  againft  him.  The  following  ode  was 
firft  fuggeiled,  and  the  ideas  contained  in  it 
raifed,  on  revifiting  the  ruins  and  woods  that 
had  been  the  fcene  of  his  early  amufements, 
with  a  deferving  brother,  who  died  in  his  twen- 
ty-firft  year. 

1  HE  peaceful  evening  breathes  her  balmy  {lore, 
The  playful  fchool-boys  wanton  o'er  the  green ; 

Where  fpreading  poplars  (hade  the  cottage  door, 
The  villagers  in  rullic  joy  convene. 

Amid  the  fecret  windings  of  the  wood. 
With  folemn  meditation  let  me  flray ; 

This  is  the  hour,  when  to  the  wife  and  good. 
The  heavenly  maid  repays  the  toils  of  day. 

The  river  murmurs,  and  the  breathing  gale 
Whifpers  the  gently-waving  boughs  among ; 

The  ftar  of  evening  glimmers  o'er  the  dale. 
And  leads  the  filent  hoft  of  heaven  along. 

How  bright,  emerging  o'er  yon  broom-clad  height. 
The  filver  emprefs  of  the  night  appears ! 

Yon  hmpid  pool  refledls  a  ftream  of  light, 
And  faintly  in  its  breaft  the  woodland  bears. 

The  waters  tumbling  o'er  their  rocky  bed, 
Solemn  and  conftant,  from  yon  dell  rcfound ; 

The  lonely  hearths  blaze  o'er  the  diftant  glade  ; 
The  bat,  low-wheeling,  (kirns  the  duflcy  ground. 

Auguft  and  hoary,  o'er  the  floping  dale. 

The  Gothic  abbey  rears  its  fculptur'd  towers  ; 

Dull  through  the  roof.,  refounds  the  whiftluiggale; 
Dark  folitude  among  the  pillars  low'is. 

Where  yon  old  trees  bend  o'er  a  place  of  graves, 
Aad,  IbknaOj  fhade  a  chapel's  fad  remains  ; 


Where  yon  flcaith'd  poplar  through  the  windowr" 
waves. 
And,  twining  round,  the  hoary  arch  fuftains : 

There  oft  at  dawn,  as  one  forgot  behind. 

Who  longs  to  follow,  yet  unknowing  where, 

Some  hoary  fhcpherd,  o'er  his  flaff  reclin'd. 
Pores  on  the  graves,  andfighs  a  broken  prayer. 

High  o'er  the  pines,   that  with   their  dark'ning 

Surround  yon  craggy  bank,  the  caflle  rears 
Its  crumbling  turrets :  ftill  its  towery  head 
A  warlike  mien,  a  fullcn  grandeur  wears. 

So,  'midfl.  tlie  fnow  of  age,  a  boaftful  air 

Still  on  the  war-worn  veteran's  brow  attends; 

Still  his  big  boues  his  youthful  prime  declare, 
Though  trembling,   o'er  the  feeble  crutch  he 
bends. 

While  round  the  gates  the  dulky  wallflowers  creep, 
Wlwre  oft  the  knights  the  beauteous  dames  have 
led; 

Gone  io  the  bower,  the  grot  a  ruin'd  heap, 

Where  bays  and  ivy  o'er  the  fragments  fpre.id, 

'Twashere  our  fires,  exulting  from  the  fight, 
Great  in  their  bloody  arms,  niarch'd  o'er  thelca, 

Eying  their  refcued  fields  with  proud  delight ; 
Now  lofl  to  them  !  and  ah,  how  chang'd  to  mc! 

This  bank,  the  river,  and  the  fanning  breeze. 

The  dear  idea  of  my  PoUio  bring; 
So  ihone  the  moon    through    thefe  foft-nodding 
trees. 

When  here  we  wander'd  in  the  eves  of  fpring. 

When  April's  fmiles  the  flowery  lawn  adorn. 
And  modefl;  con'flips  deck  tiie  ftrcamict'',  fide : 

When  fragrant  orchards  to  the  rofeate  morn 
Unfold  their  bloom,  in  heaven's   own  colours 
dy'd: 

So  fair  a  blofTom  gentle  Pollio  wore, 

Thefe  were  the  emblems  of  liis  healtliful  mind ; 

To  him  the  lettcr'd  pagt-  difplay'd  its  lore. 
To  him  bright  fancy  all  lier  wealth  refign'd : 

Him  with  her  pureft  flames  the  mufe  endo-v'd. 
Flames  never  to  th'  illiberal  thought  allied; 

The  facred  fillers  1  d  wiicrc  virtue  glow'd 
In  all  her  charms ;  he  faw,  he  felt,  and  dicj. 
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Oh  partner  of  my  Infant  griefs  and  joys! 

Big  with  the  fcenes  now  paft,  my  heart  o'erflows, 
Bids  each  endearment,  fair  as  once,  to  rife, 

And  dwells  luxurious  on  her  melting  woes. 

Oft  with  the  rifing-  fun,  when  life  was  new. 
Along  the  woodland  have  I  roam'd  with  thee  ; 

Oft  by  the  moon  have  brufli'd  the  evening  dew, 
\\  hen  all  was  fearlefs  innocence  and  glee. 

The  fainted  well  where  yon  bleak  hill  declines, 
Has  oft  been  confcious  of  thofe  happy  hours  ; 

But  now  the  hill,  the  river  crown'd  with  pines, 
And  fainted  well,  have  loft  their  cheering  jiow- 
ert'. 

For  thou   art  gone— — my  guide,  my  friend,  oh 
where, 

Where  haft  thou  fled,  and  left  me  here  behind  ! 
My  tenderefl  wifh,  my  heart  to  thee  was  bare, 

Oh,  now  cut  oiF  each  palfage  to  thy  mind  1 

How  dreary  is  the  gulf,  how  dark,  how  void, 
T'^e  trackleft  fliores  tliat  never  were  rej)aft ! 

Dread  feparation  !  on  the  depth  untry'd 
Hope  faulters,  and  the  foul  recoils  aghaft. 

Wide  round  the  fpacious  heavens  I  caft  my  eyes ; 

And  fnall  thefe  ftars  glow  with  immortal  fire, 
Still  fhine  the  lifelefs  glories  of  the  ikies. 

And  could  thy  bright,  thy  living  foul  expire  ? 

Far  be  the  thought — the  pleafiires  mofl  fublime. 
The  glow  of  friendHiip,  and  the  virtuous  tear. 

The  tow'ring  wifh  that  fcorns  the  bounds  of  time, 
Chill'd  in  this  vale  of  death,  but  languilh  here. 

§0  plant  the  vine  on  Norway's  wint'ry  land, 
The  languid  ftranger  feebly  buds,  and  dies; 

Yet  there's  a  clime  where  virtue  fhall  expand 
With  godlike  flrength,  beneath  her  native  Ikies. 

The  lonely  fhepherd  ©n  the  mountain's  fide. 
With  patience  waits  the  rofy  opening  day  ; 

The  mariner  at  midnight's  darkfome  tide. 
With  cheerful  hope  expedls  the  morning  ray. 

Thus  I,  on  life's  florm-beaten  ocean  toft. 
In  mental  vifion  viev/  the  happy  iliore, 

"Where  Pollio  beckons  to  the  peaceful  coaft, 

Where  fate   and   death   divide    the  friends  no 
more. 

Oh  that  fome  kind,  fome  pitying  kindred  ftiade, 
M''ho  now,  perhaps,  frequents  this  folemu  grove. 

Would  tell  the  awful  fecrets  of  the  dead. 
And  from  my  eyes  the  mortal  film  remove  ! 

Vain  is  the  wifn — yet  furcly  not  In  vain 
Man's  bofom  glows  with  that  ccleftial  fire, 

Which    fcorns   earth's  luxuries,   which  fmiles  at 
pain, 
And  wings  his  fplrit  with  fublime  defire. 

To  fan  this  fpark  of  heaven,  this  ray  divine. 
Still,  oh  my  foul !  ftill  be  thy  dear  employ  ; 

Still  thus  to  wander  through  the  fhades  be  thine, 
And  fwell  thy  breaft  with  vifionary  joy. 

So  to  the  dark-brow'd  wood,  or  facred  mount, 
In  ancient  days  the  holy  fcers  retir'd, 
And,  led  In  vifion,  drank  at  Siloe's  fount, 
While  riling  ccftafjcs  their  bofoms  fir'd ; 


Reftor'd  creation  bright  before  them  rofe, 
The  burning  deferts  fmil'd  as  Eden's  plains, 

One  friendly  fnade  the  wolf  and  lambkin  chofe, 
The  flowery  mountains  fung — "  Meffiah  reigns!" 

Though  fainter  raptures  my  cold  breaft  iafplre, 
Yet  let  me  oft  frequent  this  folcmn  fcene. 

Oft  to  the  abbey's  fliatter'd  walls  retire. 

What  time  the  moonlhine  dimly  gleams  between. 

There,  where  the  crofs  in  hoary  ruin  nods. 

And  weeping  yews  o'erfhade  the  letter'd  ftones, 

While  midnight  filence  wraps  thefe  drear  abodes. 
And  foothes  me  wand'ring   o'er   my   kindred 
bones. 

I^et  kindled  fancy  view  the  glorious  morn. 

When  from  the  burfting  graves  the  juft  fhall  rife, 

All  nature  fmiling,  and,  by  angels  borne, 
Meffiah's  crofs  far  blazing  o'er  the  fkies. 

SIR  MARTYN. 

IN  THE  MANNER  OF  SPENeSR. 

author's  advertisement. 
This  attempt  in  the  manner  of  Spenfer,  was  firft 
publifhed  in  1767,  fince  which  time  it  has  paflci 
through  fome  editions,  under  the  title  of  the  Ccn- 
cubine ;  a  title  which,  it  muft  be  confefTed,  con- 
veyed a  very  improper  idea  both  of  the  fubjeA  and 
fpirit  of  the  poem.  It  is  now  more  properly  inti- 
tuled Sir  Martin  ;  and  the  author  is  happy  to  find 
that  the  public  approbation  of  the  work  has  given 
him  an  opportunity  to  alter  its  name  fo  much  to 
advantage. 

The  firft  publication  was  not.  accompanied  with 
any  prefatory  addrefs,  by  which  either  the  inten- 
tion of  the  writer  might  be  explained,  or  the  can- 
dour of  the  reader  folicited.  To  folicit  candour 
for  the  poetical  execution,  he  ftill  declines;  for 
tafte  is  not  to  be  bribed ;  but,  perhaps,  juftice  t« 
himfelf  may  require  fome  explanation  of  his  defign, 
and  fome  apology  for  his  ufe  of  the  manner  of 
Spenfer. 

It  is  an  eftablifiied  mai^m  in  criticifm,  that  an 
interefting  moral  is  effential  to  a  good  poem.  The 
character  of  the  man  of  fortune  is  of  the  utmoft 
importance,  both  in  the  political  and  moral  world ; 
to  throw,  therefore,  a  juft  ridicule  on  the  purfuits 
and  pleafures  which  often  prove  fatal  to  the  im- 
portant virtues  of  the  gentleman,  muft  affotd  an 
intei-efting  moral;  but  it  is  the  management  of  the 
writer  which  alone  muft  render  it  ftriking.  Yet 
however  he  may  have  failed  in  attaining  this,  tiie 
author  may  decently  aflert,  that  to  paint  falfc  plca- 
fure  as  it  is,  ridiculous  and  contemptible,  alike 
dcftrudive  to  virtue  and  to  happinefs,  was,  at 
leaft,  the  purpofe  of  his  poem. 

It  is  alfo  an  eftablifhed  maxim  in  criticlftn,  that 
the  fubjed;  of  a  poem  fliould  be  ene  ;  that  every 
part  fliould  contribute  to  the  completion  of  one  de- 
fign  ;  which,  properly  purfued,  will  naturally  dif- 
fufe  itfelf  into  a  regular  beginning,  middle,  and 
end.  Yet,  in  attaining  this  unity  of  the  ivholc,  the 
neceffary  regularity  muft  ftill  be  poetical ;  for  the 
fpirit  of  poetry  cannot  exift  under  tlie  fhackles  of 
logical  or  mathematical  arrangement.  Or,  to  ufe 
the  v/orJs  of  a  very  eminent  critic,  "  As  there  muft 
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''  needs  be  a  connc<il;ion,  fo  that  connection  will 
"  beft  aiifwcT  its  end,  anil  the  purpolc  of  the  writer  ; 
'•  which,  whilft  it  leads  by  a  fure  train  of  think- 
"  iiig  to  the  conclijfion  in  view,  conceals  itfelt  all 
*<  the  while,  and  leaves  to  the  reader  the  fatiifae- 
'•  tion  of  I'upplying  the  intermediate  links,  and 
•'  joining  together,  in  his  own  mind,  what  is  k-ft 
"  in  a  feemiiig  polhire  of  ncgled  and  inconncc- 
"  tion." 

If,  therefore,  the  delineation  of  the  cliaraiRier  of 
the  man  of  birth,  who,  with  evciy  advantage  of 
natural  abilities  and  amiable  difpofitiun,  is  at  once 
loll  to  the  public  and  hinifelf ;  if  this  cliaraifler  has 
its  beginning,  middle,  and  end,  the  poem  has  all  the 
\inity  that  propriety  requires:  how  far  fuch  unity 
js  attained,  may  perhaps  be  fcenat  one  view  in  the 
following  argument. 

After  an  invocatPon  to  the  geniui  of  Spenfer,  and 
■  propofition  of  the  lubjeft.  the  knight's  firft  at- 
tachment to  his  concubine,  his  levity,  love  of 
pleafure,  and  difllpation,  with  the  influence  over 
him  which  on  this  file  affunifs,  are  parts  which 
undoubtedly  conflitute  a  juft  beginning. 

The  efTedts  of  this  influence,  exemplified  in  the  dif- 
ferent parts  of  a  gentleman's  relative  charafter 
-»T-in  ]us  domcdic  elegance  of  park,  gardens,  and 
houfe — in  his  unliappinefs  as  a  lover,  "a  parent, 
and  a  man  of  letters — behaviotrr  as  a  mafter  to 
liis  tenants,  as  a  friend  and  a  brother— and  in  his 
feelings  in  his  hours  of  retirement  as  a  man  of 
birth,  and  a  patriot,  naturally  complete  the 
middle,  to  which  an  allegorical  cataflrophe  fur- 
nilhes  the  proper  and  regular  end. 

Some  reafons,  perhaps,  may  be  expe(£l:ed,  for 
having  adopted  the  manner  of  Spenfer.  To  pro- 
pofe  a  general  ufe  of  it,  were  indeed  highly  abfurd  ; 
yet  it  may  be  prefumed,  there  are  fomc  fubjecifs  on 
which  it  may  be  ufed  with  advantage.  But  not  to 
enter  upon  any  formal  defence,  the  author  will  on- 
ly fay,  that  the  fulncfs  and  wantonnefs  of  delcrip- 
tion,  the  quaint  fimplicity,  and  above  all,  the  ludi- 
crous, of  which  the  antique  phrafeology  and  man- 
ner of  .'penfer  are  fo  happily  and  peculiarly  fufeep- 
tiblc,  inclined  him  to  eftcem  it  not  folely  as  the 
befl,  but  the  only  mode  of  compofition  adapted  to 
his  fubjecl. 

CANTO  I.  - 

The  mirthfull  bowres  and  flowry  dales 

Of  pleafiircs  faerie  land. 
Where  virtues  budds  are  blighted  as 

By  foul  enchanters  wand. 

AwAKE,ye  wcfl  windes,  through  the  lonely  dale, 

And,  fancy,  to  thy  faerie  bowrc  betake  ! 
Even  now,  with  bahnie  frelhnelTe,  breathes  the 
gale, 
Dimpling  with  downy  wing  the  flilly  lake ; 
'I'hrough  th^  pale  willows  faiiltering  whifpers 
wake,       *  [dew ; 

And  evening  comes  wltli  locks   bedropt  with 
On  Defmonds  *  mouldering  turrets  flowly 
fnake 

♦  The  cnjlle  of  the  Earl  of  DefmonJ,  on  th:  Lciihs  vflhe 
river  ^I,i!}a  in  IrehnJ,  ilos  fnie  t'.Tne  the  nftdence^of 
:~^perfer,  the  phc-  ill  ;■£  Ir  -.-rsff  ! ' .-  -if  ..'•,'?  / .-:),'  c/fhe 
•.'a'.r\  ^jitcise. 
'Vol.  Xf. 
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The  trembling  rie-grafij,  and  the  harc-bcll  blue 
And  ever  and  anon  f.iirc  Mullas  plaints  renew, 

O  for  the  nameleffe  powre  to  ftr'.ke  mine  tare. 
That  powre  of  tharme  by  naiads  once  pofleft, 

Melodious  MitUa'  when,  fullofc  whyleare,- 
'l"hy  gliding  murmurs  foothd  the  gcctle  brcfl 
Of  haplefle  Spenfer  ;  long  with  woes  opprefl, 

Long  with  the  drowfic  patrons  hnylcs  decoy'd, 
Tdl  m  thy  fhadvs,  no  more  with  caics  diftrcll. 

No  more  with  painful  anxious  hopes  accloyd, 
The  Sabbath  of  his  life  the  niildc  good  man  cn- 
joyd: 

Enjoyd  each  wifh  ;  while  wrapt  in  viGons  \)left, 
T'ne  mufeswooed  him, when  each  eveninggrey 

Luxurious  fancy,  from  her  wa;  drobe  drtit  . 
Brought  to:,  h  her  's-^rie  knights  in  fheen  array 
By  forrell  edge  or  w.Uing  fount,  where  lay, 

Farre  from  the  crowd,  the  careleire  hard  fupinc: 
Oh  happy  man  !  liow  innocent  and  gay,  " 

How  mildly  peaceful  pafl  thel'c  hourcs  of  thine! 
Ah,  could  a  iigh  avail,  fuch  Iweete  calme  peace 
were  mine  ! 

Yet  oft,  as  penfive  through  thefe  lawns  I  flray. 

Unbidden  tranfports  througli  my  holomc  fwell  J 
With  pleafing  reverence  awd  mine  eye,  furvey 
The  hallowed  (hades  where  Spenfer  flrung 
his  fhell.  ftiell. 

The  brooke  ftill  murmurs  through  the  biilhy 
Still  through  the  woodlands  wild  and  beauteous 
rife 
The  hills  green  tops ;    flill  from   her  mofs- 
white  cell 
Complayning  cchoe  to  the  flockdovc  fighs, 
And  fancy,  wandering  here,  flill  feels  new  extacies. 

Then  come,  ye  genii  of  the  place  !  O  come, 

Ye  wildc-wood  mufes  of  the  native  lay  ! 
Ye  w'no  thefe  band; 3  did  whilom  conftant  rgam. 

And  rcr.r.d  your  Spenfer  ever  gladfo.m  play  ! 

Oh  come  once  more  !  and  with  your  magic  ray 
Thefe   lav/ns   transforming,    raife    the    inyflic 
Icene 

Thefe  lawns  already  own  your  vertual  fwayi 

Proud  city.-;  rife,  with  feas  and  wiides  acwccne; 

In  one  enchanted  view  the  various  walks  of  men. 

Tov.'rd  to  the  fky,  with  cliff  on  cliff  ypild, 

l-'ronting  the  fimne.  a  rock  fantalti."  rofe; 
From  every  rift  the  pink  and  primrcfc  Ihiiid, 
And  redd  with  bloffoms  hung  the  wLIdinga 

boughs ; 
On  middle  cUfi'  each  flowr)-  flirub  that  blews 
On  Mayes  fweete  morne  a  fragrant  grove  dif- 
p!ayd. 
Beauteous  and  wildc  as  evefdruid  chofe  ; 
From  whence  a  reverend  wi::ard  through  tlic 
fiiade  . 
Advaunft  tp  meet  my  fleps ;  for  here  mc  fccmd 
I  ftray'd. 

White  as  the  fnow-drop  round  his  temples  flowd 
A  few  thin  hairs;  bright  in  his  eagle  eye, 

MeJnt  with  heavens  lightning,  iocial  mildnefTc 
glc'wd; 
Yti:  wl^en  him  liU  qneynt  was  hi?  leer  and  flic. 
Ye:  wondrous  dillant  trom  malignitic  ; 

For  f>ill  his  fi.iyle  did  forcibly  difdofc 

The  foul  of  wortJ:  and  w;:jr.j  I'.arthorellK: 


64^ 


THE    WORKS    OF   MICKLE. 


Such  winning  grace  as  age  but  rare  bcftows 
Dwelt  on    his  cheeks  and    lips,   though  like  the 
withering  rofe. 

Of  (kyen  blue  a  mantling  robe  he  wore, 
A  purple  girdle  loofely  tyd  his  wuifl 

Enwove  with  many  a  flowre  from  many  a  (hore. 
And  half  concsald,  and  half  reveald  his  veil, 
His  veft  of  filk,  the  Faerie  Qneenes  bequeft 

What  time  fhe  wooed  him'ere  his  head  was  grey ; 
A  lawrell  bough  he  held,  and  now  addreft 

To  fpeech,  he  points  it  to  the  mazy  way 
That  wide  andfarre  around  in  wildeft  profpedl  lay. 

Younkling,  quoth  he,  lo,  where  at  thy  defire 
The  wildernefs  of  life  extcnfive  lies ; 

The  path  of  bluftering  fame  and  warlike  ire, 
Of  fcowling  powre  and  lean-boned  covetife, 
Of  thoughtleile  mirth  and  folly's  giddy  joys; 

And  whither  all  thofe  paths  illufive  end. 
All  thefe  at  my  command  didacftick  rife. 

And  fhift  obedient  as  mine  arm  I  bend. 
He  faid,  and  to  the  field  did  flrait  his  arm  extend. 

Well  worthy  views,  quoth  I,  rife  all  around  , 
But  certes,  lever  \vould  I  fee  and  hear, 
How,  oft,  the  gentle  plant  of  generous  ground 
And  faireft  bloom  no  ripend  fruit  will  bear ; 
Oft  have  I  (bed,  perdie,  the  bitter  tear 
To  fee  the  Ihoots  of  virtue  fhrink  and  dy, 

Untimely  blailed  in  the  foft  greene  eare: 
What  evil  blight  thus  works  fuch  villainy. 
To  tell,   O  reverend  fecr,  thy  prompt  enchant- 
ment try. 

Ah  me !  how  little  doe  unthinking  youth 

Forefee  the  forrovifcs  of  their  elder  age  ! 

Full  oft,  quoth  he,  my  bofom  melts, with  ruth 

To  note  the  follies  of  their  early  ftage. 

Where  difTipations  cup  full  deepe  they  pledge ; 

Ne  can  the  wizards  fawsdifperfe  to  flight 

The  ills  that  foon  will  warre  againft.  them 

wage,  [fpright, 

Ne  may  the   fpells  that  lay  the  church-yarde 

From  pleafures  fervile  bands  releafe  the  lucklefs 

wight. 

This  truth  to  tell,  fee  yonder  lawnfkepe  rife, 

An  ample  field  of  Britiih  clime  I  ween, 
A  field  which  never  by  poetick  eyes 

Was  vievifd  from  hence.    Thus,  through  the 

rural  fcene 
Has  by  a  thoTifand  artlfls  pencild  beene, 
Some  other  may    ""rom  other  point,  explore 

A  view  full  diff  rent,  yet  as  faire  brfcene  : 
So  (ball  thefe  lawns  prefent  one  lawnfke^i^c  more  ; 
For  c'jrtes  wherq.  we  ftand  ;ftood  never  vvight  be- 
fore. 

In  yonder  dale  does  wonne  a  gentle  knight 

Fleet  as  he  fpake  dill  rofe  the  imagerie 

Of  all  lie  told  depcinten  to  tjic  fight ; 
It  was,  I  wect,  a  goodly  baronie: 
E.ncath  a  greene-clad  hill,  right  faire  to  fee, 

The  cafile  in  the  funny  vale  yllood;  [tree. 

All  round  the  eaft  grew  many  a  fneltering 

And  on  the  weft  a  dimpling  filver  flood 
Ran  through  tiie  gardinstiim,  then  crept  into  the 
wood. 


How  fweetly  here,  quoth  he,  might  one  emplcff 
And  fill  with  worthy  deed  the  fleeting  houres 

Wliat  plefaunce  mote  a  learned  wight  enjoy 
Emong  the  hills  and  vales,  and  fliady  bowres. 
To  niark  how  buxom  Ceres  round  him  poures- 

The  hoary-headed  wheat,  the  freckled  come. 
The  bearded  barlie,  and  the  hopp  that  towrcs 

So  high,  and  with  his  bloom,  falews  the  mornc, 
And  with  the  orchard  vies  the  lawnlkepe  to  adorn; 

The  fragrant  orchard,  where  her  golden  ftore 

Pomona  lavifhes  on  everie  tree, 
The  veivet-coated  peach,  the  plumb  fo  bore, 
The  necJtrines  redd,  and  pippins  fheene  to  fee. 
That  nod  in  everie  gale  with  wanton  glee: 
How   happy  here   with  Woodflocks  laughing 
fwain, 
And  Avon's  bard  of  peerlefle  memorie, 
To  faunter  through  the  dafie-vtrhitened  plain. 
When  fancys  fweetefl  impe,  Dan  Spenfer,  joins  the 
train. 

Ne  to  Syr  Martyn  height  were  thefe  unknown  ; 

Oft  by  the  brooke  his  infant  fteps  tliey  led. 
And  oft  the  fays,  with  many  a  warbling  tone 
And  laughing  fiiaps,  flood  round  his  morning 

bed: 
Such  happinefs  bloom'd  fair  around  his  head. 
Yet  though  his  mind  was  formd  each  joy  t© 
tafle. 
From  him,  alas  !  dear  homefelt  joyaunce  fled, 
Vain  meteors  ftill  his  cheated  arins  embrac'd ; 
Where  all  fecmd  flowric  gay,  he  found  a  dreary 
wafte. 

Juft.  when  he  had  his  eighteenth  fummer  feen, 
Lured  by  the  fragrance  of  the  nevv-mowa 
bay,  [green. 

As  careleffe  fauntering  through  the  elm-fenced 
He  with  his  book  beguild  the  clofing  day. 
The  dairy-maide  hight  Kathrin  frilk'd  that 
way ; 
A  roguifh  twinkling  look  the  gypfie  caft. 

For  much  flie  wilhd   the   lemmans  part  t» 
play  ? 
Nathleffe  unheeding  on  his  way  he  paft,    [chafl. 
Ne  entered  in  his  heart,  or  wifii  or  thought  im- 

Right  plump    fhe  was,  and  ruddie  glowd  her 
cheek, 
Hereafie  waifle  in  milch-white  boddice  dight. 
Her  golden  locks' cnrld  down  her  flioulders  fleek. 
And  haife  her  bofome  heaving  met  the  fight, 
Willies  gavly  fhe  accofl:s  the  fobcr  wight : 
Freedom  and  glee  blythe  fparkiing  in  her  eye 

With  wanton  merrimake  fh'  trips  the  knight, 
And  round  the  younklir^g  makes  tlic  clover  Sy: 
But  foon  he  flarten  up,  more  gamefome  by  and 
bye. 
I  ween,  quoth  flie,  you  think  to  win  a  kifs. 

But  ccrtcs  yon  fhall  woo  and  flrivc  in  vain. 
Fail  in  liit.  amies  ho  caught  bar  then  ywis; 
Yfere  they  fell ;  but  loud  and  angry  then 
Gan  file  of  fliame  and  haviour  vild  complain. 
While  balii fully  the  weet'cffe  bov  did  look  : 
With  cunning  fmyles  (he  viewd  his  awkward 
pain;  [took, 

The   fmyle  he    caught,  and  eke   new  courage 
And  Katbrin  tlien  %  kifs,  pcrdic,  did  gentlie brook. 
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?leTt  paft  the  n-.ofithscrc  yet  the  piddy  boy 
One  thought  bcflowd  on  wliat  would  furcly 
be: 
But  well  his  aunt  perceivd  his  dangerous  toy. 
And  fore  ihe  feard  heraiincient  I'amilie  [grcc: 
Should  now  be  tlaind  witli  blood  of  bale  de- 
For  footh  to  tell,   her  liei'ell  hearts  drliglit 

Wasftill  to  count  her  princely  pedigree. 
Through  barons  bold  all  up  to  Cadwall  hight. 
Thence   up  to  Trojan  Brute  yfpruug  of  Venu^ 
bright. 

But,  zealous  to  forefend  her  gentle  race 

From  bafelie  matching  with  plebeian  blond, 
Whole  nights  ftie  fchemd  to  flionne  thilk  foull 
difgracc,  [vowd  . 

And  Kathrin's  bale  in  wondrous  wrath  (he 
Yet  could  flie  not  with  cunning  portaunce 
ftroud, 
So  as  might  befl  fucceed  her  good  intent, 

Butclept  her  Icmnian  and  vild  fine  aloud  ; 
That  foon  flie  fliould  her  gracelefl'e  chewes   re- 
pent, [fhent. 
And  fland  in  long  wliite  fhect  before  the  parfon 

So  fpake  the  wizard,  and  his  Iiand  he  wavd, 
And  prompt  the  fceuerie  rofc,  where  liftlefs 

The  knight  in  fhady  bowre,  by  flreamlet  lavd, 
While  Philomela  footh'd  the  parting  day  : 
Here  Kathria  him  approachd  with   features 
gay, 
And  all  her  florc  ofblandifhments  and  wiles; 
The  knight  was  touchd — but  fkc   with  foft 
delay 
'  And  gentle  tears  ybleds  her  languid  fmilcs,  ■ 
And  of  bafe  falfit.e  th'  enamourd  boy  reviles. 

Amazd  the  boy  beheld  her  ready  teares. 

And,  faultring  oft,  e;iclaims  with  wondring 
flare, 
"What  mean  thefe  figlis  ?  difpcll  thine  ydie  fears, 
And,  confident  in  me,  thy  griefes  declare. 
And  need,  quoth  ftie,  need  I  my  heart  to 
bare, 
And  tellen  what  untold  well  knowne  mote  be  ? 
Lofl  is  my  friends  good-will,   my   mothers 
care — 
By  you  deferted — ah  !  unhappy  mc  ! 
Left  to   your   aunis  fell   fpight,    and   wreakfull 
crueltie; 

My  aunt!   quoth  he,  forfooth  fhall  Cie  com- 
mand ? 
No ;  fooner  fliall  yond  hill  forfakc  his  place, 
He  laughing  faid,  and  would  have  caught  her 
hand ; 
Her  hand  (he  (hifted  to  her  blubbered  face 
With  prudifh  modeflie,  and  fobd,   alas  ! 
Grant  me  your  bond,  or  elfe  on  yonder  tree 

Thefe  filken  garters,  pledge  of  thy  embrace. 
Ah,  welladay  !   fhall  hang  my  bube  and  mc. 
And  everie  night  our  ghoftes  fliall  bring  all  hell 
to  thee. 

Ythrilld  with  horror  gnpd  the  warelefs  wight, 
A";  when,  aloft  on  well-ffored  cherrie-tree, 

The  thievifli  elfe  bchoids  with  pale  affright 
The  gardner  near,  and  wcets'not  whereto 
flee: 


And  will  my  bond  forcfond  ihiik  mlferic  .' 
That  fhalt  thou   have  ;  and  for  tliy  peace  be- 
fide,  [bc-- 

Whut  mote  I  more  ?  Houfekceper  (halt  thou 
An  awiuU  oath  forthwiih  hi.-,  promife  tied. 
And  Kathrine  was  as  blythe  as  ever  blythcfome 
bride. 

His  aunt  fell  Tick  for  very  dole  to  fee  [pine 

Her  kindeli    coun''els  fcorn.i,  Snd    fore  dl<i 
To  think  'A  hat  well  'ih^  knew  wounl  Ibortly  be, 
Cadwallins  bloud  debasd  in  ICathhn*  lins; 
For  very  dole  fte  died.     Oh  fad  propine, 
Syr  knight,  for  all  that  care  which  ftie  did  take  ' 
How  ni.iny  a  night,  for  coughs  anvl  colds  of 
thine, 
Has  ftie  lat  up  rare  cordial  brotlisto  make. 
And  cockerd   thee  fo  kiiid  with  manic  a  daintic 
cake  ! 

Soft  as  the  goft'amcr  in  fuaimer  fhaiie.=i 

Extends  its  twinkling  line  from  fpray  to  fpray. 

Gently  as  fleep  the  weary  lids  invades, 
So  Ibft,  fo  g;ntly  pleafurc  .mines  her  way: 
But  whether  will  the  fmiiing  fiend  betray. 

Ah,  let  the  knights  approaching  dayes  declare  ! 
Though  everie  bloome  and  flovvrc  of  bui'in 
May 

Beilrew  her  path,  to  defarfs  cold  and  bars 
The  mazy  path  betrays  the  giddy  wight  unwarc. 

Ah  !  fays  the  wizard,  whit  may  nowavailc 

His  manlie  ^cnCc  that  fairell  bloflbms  boic. 
His  temper  gentle  as  the  whifwering  gale, 
Hi,.*  native  goodnefle,  and  his  vertuous  lore  ! 
Now  through  his  veins,  all  uninfljind  before, 
Th'  enchanted  cup  of  difiipation  hight  . 

Has  fticdd,  with'fubtil  itealth,  through  everie 
pore, 
Tts  giddy  poifon,  brewd  with  maglcr.e  ni'ght. 
Each  budd  of  gentle  worth  and  better  thougnt  to 
bli;.;iit. 

So  the  Canadian,  traln'd  in  drerr  vaftp^ 
To  chace  the  foaming  bore  anil  fallow  deer. 

At  fiift  the  trader's  beverage  ftiylie  tafles; 
But  foon  with  headlong  rage,  unfelt  whylearc, 
Inflamd  he  lufls  for  the  delirious  cheer  : 

So  burfls  the  boy  difdainfid  sif  rcilrent 
Headlong  at^jnce  into  the  wylde  career 

Ofjolitic,  with  all  his  mind  unbent,         [<"pfn'. 
And  dull  and  yrkforac  hangs  the  day  in  fporis  un- 

No-vfly  the  walTil  feafons  wing  w-th  glee, 

Each  day  affords  a  ftoodc  oi  roring  jov  ; 
The  fprings  g.-een  months  ycharnid  witli  cock- 
.ing  flee, 
Th<-  jolly  horfe-racc,  fummers  grand  employ. 
His  harvefcs  fports  the  foxeand  hare  dcftroy  ; 
But  the  fubflantial  conifnrts  of  the  bo\Nl 

Are  thine,  0  winter  !  thine  to  fire  tiJC  bnv 
With    Englands    caufc,  and   fwell  his  mlghtic 
foul, 
Till  dizzy  with  his  pcres  about  the  flore  ha  tow]. 

Now  round  hir.  dnres  ynaii'd  on  cloggsof  wrod 

Hangs  m'  ny  a  badtrcrs  fnout  and  foxe'i  tail, 
The  which  had  he  through  many  a  Jicdge  pcr- 
few'd,  [and  «'e!vr,  and ''ale  ; 

Throujjh  marfli,  t'lrougli  nicer,  d)k';.  di-ii, 
Sf  .j 
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To  hear  h!.-.  hair-breadth  fcapes  would  make 

yon  pale  ;  j  late, 

Which  well  the  groome  hciglit  Patrick  can  re- 

Wliileas  on  holidays  he  quaffs  his  ale  ; 
And  not  one  circumflance  will  he  forgctt, 
So  keen  the  braggard  chorle  is  on  his  hunting  fett. 

Now  on  the  turf  the  knight  with  fparklingeyes 
Beholds    tlie    fpringing    racers     fweep    the 
ground  : 
Now  jightlie  by  the  pod  the  foremofl.  flies, 
And  thondring  on,  the  ratling  hoofs  rebound  ; 
The  courfers  groan,  the  cracking  whips   re- 
found  ; 
•  And  gliding  with  the  gale  they  rufh  along 

Right  to  the  Hand.  I'he  knight  {tares  wildly 
round 
And  rifing  on  his  fell,  his  jocund  tongue 
Is  heard  above  the  noife  of  all  the  noiiie  throng. 

While  thus  the  knight   j^erfewd  the  fnaddow 

joy- 

As  youthly  fpirlts  thoughtlcffe  led  the  way, 
Her  gilden  baits,  ah,  gilded  to  decoy  ! 

Kathrine  did  eve  and  morn  before  him  lay, 

Watchfull  to  pleafe,  and  ever  kindlie  gay  ; 

Till,  like  a  thing  bewitchd,  the  careleffe  wight 

Refigns  himfelf  to  her  capricious  fway  ; 
Then  foon,  perdie,   was   never  charme  bound 
fpright 
In  necromancers  thrall  in  halfe  fuch  pitteous  plight. 

.Her  end  accompllmd,  and  her  hopes  at  ftay, 
What   need  her   now,  flie  recks,  one  fmyle 
beftow  ; 
Each  care  to  pleafe  were  trouble  thrown  away, 
And  thirillefie  wafle,  with  many  maxims  moe. 
As,  what  were  fhe  the  the  better  did  fhe  lb  .' 
She  conns,  and  freely  fues  her  native  bent  : 

Yet  ftill  can  flie  to  guard  Iiis  thraldom  know. 

Though  grim'd  with  luufF  in  tawdrie  gown  flie 

went,  [nicnt. 

Though  peevifli  ere  her  fpleen  and  rude  her  jolli- 

As  when  the  linnet  halls  the  balmie  morne, 

And  roving  through  tlie  trees  his  niattin  fings, 
Lively  with  joy,  till  on  a  luckleffe  thorn 

Ho  lights,  where  to  his  feet  the  birdlime  clings; 
Then  all  in  vain  he  flaps  his  gaudy  wings  ; 
The  more  lie  flutters  flill  the  more  foredone  : 
So  fares  it  Vv'ith   the  knight  :  each  morning 
brings 
His  deeper  thrall ;  nc  can  he  brav,'lingfhun, 
For  Kathrin  was  his  thorne  and  birdlime  both  in 
in  one. 

Or,  when  atop  the  hoary  weflern  hill 

The  ruddie  funnc  appears  to  reft  his  chin. 
When  not  a  breeze  diilurhs  tiie  murmuring  rill, 
And  mildlie  warm  the  falling  dewes  begin, 
The  gamefome  trout  then  fhows  her  filvcrie 
flcin. 
As  wantonly  licncath  tlie  wave  fhc  glides. 

Watching  the  buzzing  fiiea,  that  never  blin. 
Then,  dropt  with  pcarle  and  golde,  difplays  her 
fides,  [divide. 

While  Ihe  with  frequent  leape  the  ruffled  flreamc 

Cn  the  green  banck  a  truant  fchoolboy  flands ; 
Well  has  his  urchin  matkt  her  mery  play, 
,   An  atlicn  rod  obeys  Jiis  guileful  han<ls, 

Au'l-icads  the  mimick  tly  atrofs  her  way; 


Alkaunce,  with  liflly  look  and  coy  delay. 
The  bungrie  trout  the  glitteraund  treachor  eyes, 
Semblaunt  of  life,  with  fpeckled  wings  fo  gay  ; 
Then,  flylie  nibbling,  prudifh  from  it  flies. 
Till  v,:ith  a  bouncing  flart  fhe  bites  the  truthlefs 
prize. 

Ah,  tlien  the  younker  gives  the  fatefuil  twitch; 
Struck  with  amaze  flie  feels  the  hook  ypight 
Deepe   in  her  gills,  and,  plonging  where    the 
beech 
Shaddows  the  poole,flie  runs  in  dread  affright; 
In  vain  the  dcepefl.  rocke  her  late  delight, 
In  vain  tlie  fedgy  rook  for  help  fhe  tries ; 
The  laughing  elfe  now  curbs,  now  aids  her 
flight. 
The  more  entangled  flill  the  more  fhe  flies. 
And  foon  amid  the  grafs  the  panting  captive  lies. 

Where  nov/,  ah  pity  !  where  that  fprightly  play. 
That  v.anton  bounding,  and  exulting  joy, 

That  lately  welcoiud  the  retourning  ray, 

M^henby  the  rivletts  banks,  with  bluftiescoyy 
April  walkd  forth — ah  !  never  more  to  toy. 

In  purling  flreame.flje  pants,  fhe  gafps,  and  dies! 
Ah  me  !  how  like  the  fortune  of  the  boy. 

His  days  of  revel,  and  his  nights  of  noife 
Have  left  him  now  involvd,  his  lemman's  haplefie 
prize. 

See  now  the  changes  that  attend'her  fway ; 

The  park  where  rural  elegance  had  placed 
Her  fweete  retreat,  where  cunning  art  did  play 
Her  happieft  freaks,  that  nature  undefaced 
Received  new  charmes ;  ah,   fee,   how    foul 
difgraced 
Now  lies  thilke  park  fo  fweetlie  wylde  afore  ! 
Each  grove  and  bowery  walke  be  now  laid 
wafle  ; 
The  bowling-greene  has  lofl  its  fliaven  flore. 
And  fnowd  with  wafliing  fuds  now  yawns  befide 
the  dore. 

Ail  round  the  borders  where  the  panfie  blue, 

Crocus,  and  polyanthus  fpeckled  fine. 
And  dafFodils  in  fayre  confufion  gr^w 

Emoiig  the  rofe-nufli  roots  and  eglantine  ; 

Thefe  now  their  place  to  cabbages  i-efign. 
And  tawdrie  peafc  fupply  the  lillys  flead ; 

Rough  artichokes  now  briftle  where  the  vine 
Its  purple  clufters  round  the  windows  fpread, 
And  laific  cucumbers  on  dung  recline  the  head. 

The  fragrant  orchard,  once  the  fummers  pride. 
Where  oft,  by  moonfhiiie,on  thedaifiegrecne. 
In  jovial  dauncc,  or  tripping  fide  by  lide, 

Pomona  and  her  buxom  nymphs  were  feene  ; 
Or  where  the  clear  canal  ftretched  out  atweene, 
Deftly  their  locks  with  blofl'omes  would  they 
brede ; 
Or  rcfling  by  the  primerofe  hillocks  fheenc, 
Beneath  the  apple  boughs  and  walnut  fliade. 
They  fung  their  loves  the  while  tlie  fruitage  gaily 
fpread  ; 

The  fragrant  orchard  at  her  dire  command 

In  all  the  pride  of  hlofl'ome  fltewd  the  plain; 
The  hillocks  gently  riling  through  the  laiid 

Jylufl  now  no  trace  of  natures  fleps  retain; 

TJie  clear  canal,  the  mirrour  of  the  fwain. 
And  bluifli  lake  no  more  adorn  the  greene. 

Two  diirty  watering  ponds  alone  remAiu; 
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And  where  the  mofs-floord  filbert  bowrcs  had 

beenc,  [clcaiu-. 

Is  now   a  turnip  fickle  and  cow  yarde  nothing 

An  auncient  crone,  yclepd  by  houfewives  thrift, 

Ail  this  devifd  for  vini  oecononiie; 
But  certes,  ever  from  her  birth  bereft 
Of  elegance,  ill  Ctts  her  title  high  : 
Coarfe  were  her  looks,  yet  fmoothe  her  cour- 
tefie. 
Hoyden  her  fliapes,  but  f^rave  was  her  attyre, 

And  ever  fixt  on  trifles  washer  eye  ; 
And  ilil!  (he  plodden  round  tlie  kitciien  fire, 
To  favc  the  fmalleil  crombe  her  plealiire  and  dc- 
iVre. 

Bcw-bcnt  with  eld,  her  fleps  were  foft  and  flow, 

Faft  at  her  fide  a  bounch  of  keys  yhong. 
Dull  care  fat  brooding  on  her  jealous  brow. 
Sagacious  proverbs  dropping;;  from  htr  tongue: 
Yet  fparing  though  fhe  beene  her  gueftes  e- 
mong, 
Ought  by  herfelfe  that  {he  mote  gorniandife, 
'i'he  foul  curmudgeon  would  have  that  ere 
long^ 
And  hardly  could  her  witt  her  guft.  fiafilce ; 
Albee  in  varied  ftream,  flill  was  it  covetife. 

Dear  was  the  kiiidlie  love  which  Kathrin  bore 

This  crooked  Ronion,  for  in  foothly  guife 
She  was  her  genius  and  her  counfellor : 
Now  cleanly  milking-pails  in  careful  wife 
Bedeck  each  room,  and  much  can  fhe  defpifc 
The  Knights  complaints,  and  thrifdeire   iudg- 
meiit  ill :  [buys, 

Eke  verfd  in  fa'es,  right  wondrous  cheap  flie 
Parlour  and  bedroom  too  her  bargains  fill ; 
Though  ufelefs,  ciieap  they  bcene,  and  cheap  flie 
purchafd  Hill. 

His  tenants  whilom  been  of  tliriftic  kind. 

Did  like  to  fing  and  worken  all  the  day. 
At  feed  time  never  were  thcv  left  behind, 

And  at  the  harveft  feail  lli'll  firll  did  play; 

And  ever  at  the  terme  their  rents  did  pay. 
For  well  they  knew  to  guide  their  rural  geer  : 

All  in  a  row,  yclad  in  homefpun  gray, 
They  marchd  to  church  each  Sunday  of  tlie  year, 
Their  imps  yode  on  afore,  the  carles  brought  up 
the  rear. 

Ah  happy  days!  but  now  no  longer  found  : 
Non^ore  with  fecial  hofpitable  glee 

The  village  hearths  at  Chriirnias-tide  refound, 
No  more  the  Whitfon  gamboU  may  you  fee, 
Nor  morrice-daunce,  nor  Alay  daye  joUitie 

When  the  blyche  maydeni  foot  the  deawy  green; 
But  now,  in  pir.ce,  heart-finking  penuiic 

AndhopcltiTe  care  on  every  fi'.cc  is  feen. 
As  thefe  the  drtry  times  of  curfeu  bell  had  been. 

For  cverie  while,  with  thief-like  lounging  pace, 

And  dark  of  look,  a  tawdrie  villain  came, 
fluttering  fome  words  witli   ferious-meaning 
face,  [name ; 

And  on  the  church  dore  he  would  fix  their 
I'hen,  nolens  volens,  they  mufi;  heed  the  fame. 
And  quight  tliol'e  ficldes  their  yeomen  grand- 
fires  plowd 
Eer  fince  black  Edwards  days,  when,  crov.T.d 
>viLh  fame, 


From    Crelfie  field  the  kniglits  old    grandfirc 

prowd  jallowd. 

Led  home  his  yeomandrie,  and   each  his    glebe 

But  now  the  orphan  fees  his  harveft.  fielde 

heiieath  tht  gripe  of  la\rs  flern  rapine  fall, 
The  friendleffe  widow,  from  her  hearth  cxpeild, 
\\  ithdraws  to  lomc  poor  hutt  with  earthen 

wall: 
And  thefe,  perdie,  were  Kathrins  projec'^sall; 
For,  Iboth  to  tell,  grievd  was  the   Knigjit  full 
lore 
Such  finfnl  deeds  to  fee:  yet  fuch  his  thrall, 
Though  he  had  pledged  his  troth,  yet  nathemorc 
it  mote  iic'keep,  except  ihe  willd  the  fame  before. 

Oh  wondrous  powre  of  womans  wily  art, 

\Miat  for  thy  witchcraft  too  fecurc  may  be ! 
Not  Circes  cup  may  fo  traHslorm  the  heart, 
Or  bend  the  v/iU,  fallacious  p(;wrc,  like  thee; 
1,0,  manly  fenle,  of  princely  dignitie, 
Witchd  by  thy  Ipells,  thy  crowching  flare  is 
feen;  [knee, 

1  (),  high-browd  honour  bends  the  groveling 
And  every  braved,  virtue,  footh  1  -ueen, 
Seems  like  a  blighted  fiowre   of  dank   unlovely 
mien. 

Ne  may  grim  Saracene,  nor  Tartar  man, 

Such  rutliklFe  bor.dage  on  his  ikivc  impofe, 
As  Kathrin  on  the  Knight  full  defily  can  ; 
Ne  may  the  Knight  efcape,  or  cure  his  woes  ; 
As  he  who  dreams  he  clmibs  fome  mountains 
brows, 
Withpainfulftrugglingup  the  fieeplieight  ft  rains, 
Anxious  he  pants  and  toils,  but  llrcngth  fore- 
goes 
His  feeble  lunbs,  and  not  a  ftrp  he  gains; 
So  toils  the  powrelcffe  Knight  beneath  his  fervilc 
chains. 

His  lawyer  now  sffumes  the  gtiardians  place; 
Tcarn'd  was  tl.ilk  clerk  in  deeds,  and  palling 
file; 
Slow  was  his  fpeechc  and  folemn  was  his  face 
Ab.  that  grave  bird  which  Ather.s  rankt  fo  high 

Pleafd  dullnefs  bi'fking  in  his  glofiie  eye. 
The  fmyle  would  oi't  ileal  tiuough  his  native 
phlegm ; 
And  well  he  guards  Syr  ^Ta^ty^.s  propertic, 
Till  not  one  ])eafunt  dares  invade  the  game : 
But  certes,  leven  yeares  rent  was  foon  his  own  jell 
claim. 

Now  mortgage  follows  mortgage :  Cold  tlelay 
Still  yawns  on  everic  long  depending  cafe. 

TheKuightfgaybloome  the  while  Aid  hill  away; 
Kathrin  the  while  brought  bantlinginipsapacc, 
While  cverie  day  renews  his  vile  difgr;:ce, 

And  firaitens  Hill  the  more  his  galling  thrall : 
See  now  what  fcer.es  hishoufnoldhoursdcbafc; 

And  rife  fucctfiive  in  his  chcerlefie  hail.      [call. 
So  fpake  the  feer,  and  prompt  the  fccne  obcyd  his 

See,  quoth  the  wizard,  how  with  folteringniicn, 

Ana  difccmpofd  yon  fir;;ngcr  he  receives ; 
1^0,  how  with  lulkie  look,  and  moapt  with  fplcrn. 

His  frowning  mifircfie  to  his  friend  behaves; 

In  vain  he  nods,  in  vein  liisl:and  lie  waves, 
Ne  will  flic  heed,  ne  will  fiie  fign  obay; 

Ncr  ccriier  dark  his  awkwurd  bJ^fhcs  faves, 
g  1"  iij 
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Ne  may  the  hearty  laugh,  ne  features  gay  : 
The  hearty  laugh,  perdie,  does  but  his  pain  betray. 

A  worthy  wight  his  friend  wae  ever  known. 

Some  generous  caufe  did  ftill  his  lips  infpire  ; 
He  begs  the  Knight  by  friendfliips  longagone 
To  iheltcr  from  his  lawyers  cruel  ire 
An  auncient  hinde,  arounde  whofe  cheerlefTe 
fire 
Sat  grief  and  pale  difeafe.  The  poor  mans  wrong 
Affcfts  the  Knight :  his  innioft  hearts  defire 
Gleams  through  his  eyes ;  yet  all  confufd,  and 
flung  [tongue. 

With  inward  pain  he  looks,  and  filence  guards  his 

See,  while  his  friend  entreats  and  urges  flill, 

Sec,  how  with  lidelong  glaunce  and  havionr 
Ihy 
He  fleals  the  look  to  read  his  lemmans  will, 

Watchfull  the  dawn  of  an  affent  to  fpy. 

Look  as  he  will,  yet  will  fhe  not  comply. 
His  friend  with  fcorn  beholds  his  avv'kward  pain; 

From  him  even  pity  turns  her  tear-dewd  eye, 
And  hardlie  can  the  hurtling  laugh  reilrain. 
While  manke  honour  frowns  on  his  unmanlie  ftain. 

Let  nther  fcenes  now  rife,  the  wizard  faid  : 

He  wavd  liis  hand,  and  other  fcenes  arofe. 
See  there,  quoth  he,  the  Knight  fupinely  laid 
Invokes  the  houfehold  hours  of  learnd  repofe; 
An  auncient  fong  its  manly  joys  beftows'; 
Tlie  melting  pafllon  of  the  Nutt-brown  R'layde 
Glides   through   his   breall ;   his   wandering 
fancy  glows, 
Till  into  wildeft  reveries  betrayd, 
He  hears  th'  imagin'd  faire,  and  wooes  the  lovely 
fhade. 

Tranfported  he  repeats  her  con u  ant  vow, 

Hov.'  to  the  green  wode  fliade,  betide  whateer. 

She  with  her  banifhed  love  would  fearleffe  goe, 

And  Ivvect  Vv'ould  be  with  him  the  hardefV 

cheer.  [nncere 

Oh    heaven  I  he  fighs,  what  bleffings  dwell 

■In  love  like  this  ! — But  iiiftant  as  he  figh'd, 

Burfting  into  the  room,  loud  in  his  ear 
His  lemman  thonders.  Ah  !   fell  dole  betide 
1  he  girl  that  trufls  in  man  before  fhe  bees  his 
bride  ! 

And  mufl  fome  lemman  of  a  whirling  fong 
Delight  your  fancy     flie  difduinful  .cries ; 
When  ffrait  her  imps  all  brawling  round  her 
throng,  [plies  : 

And,  bleard  with  teares,  each  for  revenge  ap- 
Him  chief  in  fplcenc  the  father  means  chaftiie. 
But  from  his  kindlie  hand  fhe  faves  him  ftill ; 

Yet  for  no  fault,  anon,  in  furious  wife 
Yon  yellow  elfe  fhe  little  fpares  to  kill ; 
And  then,  next  breath,  docs  all  to  coa.\  his  ftub- 
born  will. 

Pale  as  the  ghofle  that  by  tl^e  gleaming  moon 

Withdraws  the  curtain  of  the  murderers  bed, 
So  pale  and  cold  at  heart,  as  haife  afvvoon    ' 

The  Knight  flares  round  :  vet  eood  nor  bad 
he  fed.  ^ 

Alas  1  though  trembling  angulfh  inward  bled. 
His  bell:  refolvc  foon  as  a  meteor  dies  :  [fled. 

His  picfcnt  peace  and  c:^fc  mote  chance  have 


He  deems  ;  and  yielding,  looks  moil  wondrous 

wife,  [guife. 

As  frem  himfelf  he  hopd  his  grief  and  fliame  dii- 

Woe  to  the  wight  whofe  hated  home  no  more 

The  hallowd  leiiiple  of  Content  may  be  ! 
While  now  his  days  abroad  with  groomes  he 
wore. 
His  miftrelTe  with  her  licfcfl:  companic, 
A  rude  unlettered  herd  1   with  dearell  glee, 
Enjoys  each  wiiiiper  of  her  neighbours  iharnc  ; 

And  ftdl  anon  the  HaCc  of  rataiic 
Improves  their  tales,  till  certts  not  a  name 
Efcapes  their  blalling  tongue,  or  goody,  wench,  o.r 
dame. 

One  evening  tide  as  with  her  crones  fhe  fate. 

Awaking  ivv'cele  folace  of  fome  fcandall  new, 
A  boitlrous  noife  came  thondring  at  the  gate, , 

And  foon  a  fturdy  boy  approachd  in  viev/  ; 

With  gold  far  glitteraund  were  liis  veftments 
And  pye-lhapd  hat,  and  of  the  filver  fheen  [blue 

An  huge  broad  buckle  glanncd  in  either  ikoe. 
And  round  his  neck  an  India  kerchiele  clean. 
And  in  his  hand  a  fwitch  :  a  jolly  wight  I  ween. 

Farre  had  he  faild,  and  roamd  the  foamy  deepc. 

Where  ruddie  Phoebus  flacks  his  firie  team  j 
(With  burning  goidc  then  flames  tb'  ethereal 
fheepe. 
And  Oceans  waves  like  molten  filver  feem) 
Fkehad  h,  feen,  withdiamondglitteringbeanij 
The  flarre  of  m^orn  awake  the  rofeate  day. 

While  yet  beneath  the  moon  old  Nilus  lire  am 
Pale  through  the  land  reficdls  the  gieamy  ray, 
As  throegh  the  midnight  il:ycs  appeal  es  the  milky 
way. 

Through  the  Colu.mbian  world,  and  verdant  iks 

Unknown  to  Carthage,  had  he  freciueKt  fped, 

Eke  had  he  beene  where  flowry  fommer  fnxiles 

At  Chriftm.is  tide,  where  other  heavens  are 

fpred, 
Beiprtnt  with  llarrcs  that  Newton  never  red, 
V/here  in  the  Korth  the  fun  of  noonc  is  fcen.: 

Wherever  Hannos  bold  ambition  led, 
Wherever  Gama  faild,  there  had  he  becne, 
Cama  *,  the  dcarling  care   of  lieautys  heavenly 
queene. 

Eke  had  he  plied  the  rivers  and  the  coafl  [guide  ; 
Where  bold  Nearch  \oung  Ammoifs  fleet  did 
A  tiifk  fo  drtd  the  world-fubduing  hofl 
Could  not  another  for  luch  feats  provide  : 
And  often  had  he  feen  that  occaa  wide,    ■ 
\^'hich  to  his  wearie  bands  thilke  youth  did  fay, 
None  but  th'  immortal  gods  liad  ever  fpvM  ; 
V.'hich  fight,  quoth  he,  v;iil  ail  your  toils  repay: 
That  none  mote  fee  it  mcie  ais  he  the  gods  did 
prayf. 
Through  thefe  outlandifh  fhores  and  oceans  dire 

for  ten  long  ieafons  did  the  younkling  toil. 
Through  ftormes,  through  tenipells,   and  the 
battels  Are,    ' 
Through  cold,  through  heat,  chccrd  by  the 
ho'pc  the  while 

*  Si-eths  Lufi.id. 

f  For  ibis  Jpecch  io  hh  army^  anJ  prrysr  of  Ahx- 
aiid^y,  fee  ^  Curtlus. 
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Of  yet  reviRtinghis  natal  foil : 
And  oft,  when  flying  in  the  monfoon  gale, 

By  ^thiopias  coaft  or  Javas  ilc, 
When  glauncing  over  Oceans  bofom  pale, 
The  fhip  hung  on  the  winds  with  broad  and  ftea- 
.     die  fail : 

Hung  on  the  winds  as  from  his  ayrie  flight, 
With  wide-fpred  wing  unmovd,  the   eagle 
bends, 
When,  on  old  Snowdons  brow  prepard  to  light. 
Sailing  the  liquid  flcye  he  Ihcer  delccnds  : 
Thus  oft,  when  roving  farre  as  wave  extends. 
The  fcenes  of  proinifl  blils  would  warm  the  boy ; 
To  meet  his  brother  with  each  wifti  ybltndi^, 
And  friendfhips  glowing  hopes  each    thought 
employ ; 
And  now  at  home  arrivd  his  heart  dilates  with  joy. 

Around  the  meadows  and  the  park  he  looks. 
To  fpy  the  ftreamlett  or  the  ebu-tree  (hade, 

Where  oft  at  eve,  beneath  the  cawing  rooks. 
He  with  his  feres  in  merry  childhoode  playd  : 
But  all  was  chang'd  1 — Unweetingly  dilmayd 

A  cold  foreboding  impulfe  thrills  his  breaft ; 
And  who  but  Kaclirin  now  is  deanily  frayd 

When  entering  in  flie  kens  the  flranger  gueft  : 
Then  with  fad  mien  ftie  rofe,  and  kindUe  him 
embrafl. 

Great  marvell  at  her  folemn  cheer  he  made  ; 

Then, fobbing deepe,  Glad  will  Syr  Martynbe, 
Faire  Syr,  of  your  retourne,  fhe  gently  faid  ; 
But  what  mifhap  '.   our  infant  familie, 
The  deareft  babes,  though  they  were  nought 
to  me. 
That  ever  breathd,  are  laid  in  deadlie  plight : 

What  ihallwc  do!— -great  were  your  courtefic 
To  lodge  in  yonder  tenant's  houie  to  night ; 
The  feilfull  leaclie  forbids  that  noile  my  babes 
ihould  fright. 

Blunt  was  the  boy,  and  to  the  farme-houfe  nigh 

To  wait  his  brother,  at  her  bidding  fares. 
Conduced  by  a  goflip  pert  and  fly  : 

Kathrin  the  while  her  nialengines  prepares. 

Now  gan  the  duflce  fufpcnd  the  plovvmans 
cares. 
When  from  his  rural  fportes  arrives  the  Knight ; 

Soon  with  his  mates  the  jovial  bowl  he  Ihures, 
His  hall  refounds  I— amazd  the  llranger  wight 
Arreads  it  all  as  done  to  him  in  fell  dclpight. 

Late  was  the  hourewhenas  the  Knight  was  tould 
Of  Itranger  guell ;  Go,  bid  him  welcome  here  ; 

What  fecks  he  there  ?   quoth  he,  Pcrdie,  what 
would 
You  feek  ?  fays  to  the  boy  the  mefl'enger. 
To  fee  the  Knight,  quoth  he,  I  but  requerc. 

Syr  Knight,  he  fcornes  to  conic  ;  the  fcrvantfaid. 
Go  bid  him  ftiil,  quoth  he,  to  welcome  cheer  ; 

But  all  contrarywife  the  faytor  made,         [fed  : 
Till  rage  enflamd  the  boy  ;  and  ftiil  his  rage  they 

Your  brother,  quoth  the  hofteffe,  foon  will  wafle 

His  fair  efiate;  and  certes,  well  I  read, 
He  weens  to  hold  your  patrimonie  fall. 

Next  morne  a  lawyer  been  ybrought  with 

fpeed. 
And  wife  he  lookt,  and  wifely  fhook  his  hedc. 
Him  now  impowrd,  the  youth  with  rage  yblent 
Vows  never  to  retourne ;  th'j.n  mwmie  his 
Itecd, 


And  leaves  the  place  in  fancy  hugely  fhcnt 
All  which  to  Kathiins  mind  gave  wondrous  great 
content. 

CANTO  II. 

In  mufefull  ftownd  Syr  Martyn  rews 
His  youthhedes  thoughtlefle  ftagc; 

But  diiiipation  haunts  him  to    « 
The  blofromes  of  old  age. 

With  gracefull  paufe  awhile  the  wizard  Rood, 
Then  thus  refumd, — As  he  whofc  homeward 
way  [wood; 

Lies  through  the    windings  of  fome    verdant 
Througli  many  a  mazy  turn  and  arbour  gay 
He  fues  the  flowery  fl.eps  ol  joUie  IVlay, 
While  through  the  openings  many  a  lawnlkepe 
new 
Burfls  on  his  fight ;  yet,  never  once  aftray. 
Still  home  he  w/ends :   10  we  our  theme  purfue. 
Through  many  a  bank  and  bowrc  clofe  lollowing 
flill  our  cue. 

Soothd  by  the  murmurs  of  a  plaintive  flreamc, 

A  wyld  romantick  dell  its  iruguince  ihcd  •, 
Sale   from  the  thondcr  ihowrc  and  fcorching 
beame  [plaid ; 

Their  faerie  charmes  the  funnner  bowrcs  dil- 
Wyld    by   the  bancks   the    b.iiufuU  cosvflips 
fpread, 
And  from  the  rock  above  each  ivied  feat 

The  fpotted  foxgloves  hung  the  purple  head. 
And  lovvlie  vilets  iiill  llie  wandereis  Icct: 
Sure  never   Hyblas  bees  rovd  tluoiigh   a  wild  fo 
fvveet. 

As  winds  the  ftreamlett  ferpentinc  along, 

bo  leads  a  folemn  wa!iv  its  bovsry  way. 
The  pale-leaved  palms  and  darker  limes  among. 
To  where  a  grotco  lone  and  fecrct  lay  ; 
The  )  ellow   broome,  wlicr^  chirp  the  linnets 
gay,  [ll^y-^s 

Waves  round  the  cave;  ard  to  the  blue-hieaud 
A  fhatterd  rock  towrti  up  m  tragmtnis  giay ; 
The  ftiee  goat  from  its  heigiit  the  unfKcpe  eyes. 
And  calls  her  wandcrd  young,  the  call  each  banck 
replies. 

Here  oft  the  knight  had  pafl  the  fommers  morne 
What  time  the  woudcriug  boy  to  maiinouJ 
role. 
When  fancy  firft  her  lanflcepes  gan  adorne. 
And  reafous  folded  bauds  their  flowrc:.  dif- 

clofe. 
What  time  young  tranfport  through  the  fpi- 
rits  flows 
When  nature  fmylcs  with  chaimes  unfccn  be- 
fore. 
When  with  unwonted  hopes  the  boflbmc  glows, 
M'hile  wingd  with  whirlwind  (peed  the  tiioughts 
explore  [li"r«;- 

The  endlcfl'j  wylde  of  joys  that  youth  behold.,  in 

The  drj'ads  of  the  place,  that  nurft  the  flowres. 
And  hung  the  dtw-drop  in  the,  hyaciuilis  bell. 
For  him  employ d  their  virtue  breathing  powres, 
And  Cambria    genius  bade  his  woith  ti.ce!l. 
His  youthfuil  breaft  confeft.    the    won-^rtu* 
fpcU; 
His  ganerous  temper  warmd  with  fayre  dcfign. 
The  friend  and  patriot  now  hi*  bofomv  IwcUa 
6  i  iijj 
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The  lover  and  the  father  now  combine,     [join. 
And  fmyling  vifions  form,  where  blifs  and  honour 

Of  thefe  loved  foothings  this  the  loved  retreat 
Mufl  now-  no  more  with  dreams  of  blifs  de- 
coy ; 

Yet  here  he  liken  ftijl  himfelf  to  meet,  [employ  -. 
Though  woes,  a  gloomy  train,  his  thoughts 
Oh  loft  to  peace,  he  fighs,  unhappy  boy  ! 

Oh  Jofl  to  every  worth  that  life  adorns  I — 
Oh  lo.l  to  peace,  to  elegance,  and  joy  ! 

The  aerial  genius  of  the  cave  returnis,   [mourns. 
Whiles  in  the  bubbling  rill  the  plaintive  naiade 

Thus  as  he  fpake  the  magic  lawnlkepe  rofe, 

The  dell,  the  grotto,  and  the  broom  clad  hill; 

See,  quoth  the  wizard,  where  the  knight  beftovvs 

An  houre  to  thoutrht  and  reafon's  whifpers 

ftill; 
Whiles,  as  a  nightly  viiion  boding  ill, 
Seen  with  pale    glymps    by  lonely  wandering 
fwayne, 
Truth,  gleaming  through  the  fogs  of  biaft  will, 
Frowns  on  him  fterne,  and  honefc   fhame  gins 
fayne 
In  her  reiledivc  glafs  his  life's  ignoble  flraine. 
His  earlie  hopes  flie  fliews  and  fhews  againe  ; 

How  oft  haft  thou,  fhe  cries,  indignant  viewd 
The  titled  cypher  and  his  folemn  trainc, 
The  bufie  face,  and  dull  folicitude. 
That,  ever  plodding  in  impor'ant  mood. 
Has  not  a  foul  to  reach  one  noble  aim,      [dewd 
Nor  foul,  nor  wifli — whofe  vacant  mind  en- 
With  not  one  talent,  yet  would  lewdly  claim 
For  his  vile  leaden  buft  the  facred  wreath  of  fame: 

Who  to  the  patrons  lawrells  would  afpire. 

By  labouring  in  the  Britifli  clime  to  rear 
Thofe  arts  that  quencht  prowd  Romes  patrician 
fire,  [fpear; 

And  bowd  her  prone  beneatli  the    Gothick 
Illuftrious  cares  I  befitting  patriot  peer  ! 
Italian  faig-fong  and  the  eunuchs  fquall! 

Such  arts  as  foothd  the  bafe  unmanly  ear 
Of  Greece  and  Perfia  bending  to  their  fall ; 
When  freedome    bled    unwept,    and  fcornc  was 
glorys  call. 

While  thefe  thy  breaft  with  fcorne  indignant 
fird. 
What  other  views  before  thee  would  difclofe  '. 
As  fancy  painted  and  tliy  wifli  infpird,      [rofe  ! 
What  glorious  fccnes  beneath  thy  Ihades  a- 
Britannias  gardens  here  difpejl  her  woes, 
Form.ing  her  laws,  her  artcs,  witli  godlike  toil ; 
There  Albion,  fmyling  on  her  learnd  rcpofe. 
Sees  manly  genius  in  ther  influence  fmile, 
,  And  fprcad  the  hailowd  llreames  of  virtue  round 
the  ile. 

How  bleft,  ah  Heaven  !  fuch  felfe-approving 
hourcs. 

Such  views  flill  opening,  ftill  extending  higher, 
Cares  whence  the  ftatc  derives  its  firmcft'powres; 

And  fcenes  where  friendlliip  flicds  his  pureft' 
^■■^'-  [pire 

And  did,  ah  fhame  !  thefe  hopes  in  vain  cx- 
A  morning  drcamc  !— As  lorn  the  fpendthrift 
<        Hands,  n-^j.^ 

Who  fees  the  ficldcs  bequcathd  him  by  his 
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His  own  no  more,  now  rcapt  by  ftrangers  h'ancts ; 
So  languid  muft  I  view  faire  honours  fertile  lands. 
Silence  would  then  enfue  ;  perhaps  reclind 

On  the  greene  margin  of  the  ftreame  he  lay. 
While  foftlie  ftealing  on  his  languid  mind 
Th'  ideal  fcene  would  hold  a  moments  fway, 
And  the  domeftick  houre  all  fmyies  difplay. 
Where  fixt  efteeme  the  fond  difcourfe  infpires : 
Now  througji    his    heart    would    glide    the 
fpriglitlie  ray 
Where  married  love  bids  light  his  pureft  fires. 
Where  elegance  prefides,  and  wakes  ihe  young 
defires. 

Strait  to  his  brawling  lemman  turns  his  mind; 

Shockd  he  beholds  the  odious  colours  rife. 
Where  feUiflmefi'e,  low  pride  and  fpleen  corn- 
bind. 
Bid  every  anguiflid  thought  his  mate  defpife, 
His  mate  unform.d  for  Iweet  affeclions  ties : 
Groviing,  indelicate — Stung  to  the  heart 
His  indignation  heaves  in  ftifled  fighs; 
But  foon  his  paffion  burfts  -vith  fuddein  ftart : 
His  children  ftrike  his  thoughts  with  lively  pier- 
fant  fmart. 

The  mothers  bafneffe  in  their  deeds  he  fees. 

And  all  tJie  wounded  father  fvvellshis  breaft: 
Suddcin  ha  leaves  the  cave  and  mantling  trees, 
And  up  the  furzie  hill  his  footfteps  haftc, 
While  fuUenly  he  foothes  his  foul  to  reft  : 
Meantime  the  opening  prolpe(Jl  wide  he  gains. 
Where,  crownd    with   oake,    with   meadow 
flowres  ydreft, 
His  Britlfh  chaplet,  buxom  fum.mer  reign?. 
And  waves  his  mantle  greene  farre  round  the  fmy-, 
ling  plains. 

Still  as  lie  flow  afcends,  the  bounteous  farms. 
And  old  grey  towres  of  rural  churches  rife. 
The  fields  ftill  lengthening  fliew  their  crowded 
charms 
In  fayre  perfpeiSive  and  in  richeft  gnife  : 
His  fwecping  fcythe  the  white-fleevd  mower 
plies, 
The  plowman  through  the  fallow  guides  his 
teame, 
Acroffe  the  wheaten  fielde  the  milkmayde  hies. 
To  where  the  kine,  foreby  the  reedy  ftreame. 
With  frequent  lowe  to  plaine  of  their  full  udders 
fecme. 

See,  now  the  knight  arrives  where  erft  an  oak 
Dan  /Eols  bluftering;  flormes  did  long  repell. 

Till  witclul  it  was,  v^'hen  by  an  headlong  fhock, 
As  the  hoar  fathers  of  the  village  tell. 
With  horrid  crafli  on  All  Saints  eve  it  fell : 

But  from  its  trunk  foon  fprouting  faplings  rofe. 
And  round  the  parent  ftockdidfhadowy  fwell; 

Now,  aged  trees,  they  bend  their  twiftcd  boughs. 
And  by  their  mofs-greene  roots  invite  the  fwahis 
rcpofe. 

Here  on  a  bending  knare  he  penfive  leans, 
And  round  the  various  lawnflcepe  range  his 
eyes: 

There  ftretch  the  corny  fieldes  in  various  greens, 
Tarre  as  the  fight :  there,  to  the  peaceful  fkyea 
The  darkning  pines  and  dewy  poplars  rife  : 

Behind  the  wood  a  dark  and  heathy  lea. 
With  fliccp  faire  fpo:ted,farrc  extended  lies^ 
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With  here  and  tlirre  3  loniic  hlaftcd  tree ; 
And  from  between  two  hills  appears  the  duiklc  fca. 

Bright  through  the  fleetinj;  clouds  the  funny  ray 
Shifts  o'er  the  fields,  now  glids  the  woody 
dale. 
The  flocks  now  whittcn,  now  the  ocean  bay 
Beneath  the  radiance  gliltens  clear  and  pale  ; 
And  white  from  farrc  appears  the  frequent  fail, 
By  trailic  fpread.     Moord  where  the  land  di- 
vides, 
The  Brltifir  red-crofs  waving  in  the  gale, 
Hulky  and  black,  a  gallant  warre  Ihip  ride-^, 
And  over  the  greene  wave  with  lordly  port  prcfides. 

Fixt  on  the  bulwark  of  the  Britilh  powre     [air  ; 

Long  gazd  the  knight,  with  fretful  languid 
Then  thu'',  indulging  the  reflecSlive  houre, 

Pours  forth  h  s  foul ;  Oh,  glorious  happy  care  ! 

To  bid  Britanias  navies  greatly  dare. 
And  through  the  vaflal  feas  triumphant  reign, 

To  either  India  waft  vidlorious  warre, 
To  join  the  Poles  in  trades  unbounded  chain, 
And  bid  the  Britifh  throne  the  mighty  whole  fu- 
ftain. 

With  what  fupcriour  luftre  and  command 

May  ftedfall  zeal  in  Albion's  fenate  fliine  ! 
What  glorious  lawrells  court  the  patriots  hand  ! 
How  bafe  the  hand  that   can  luch  meed  de- 
cline !  [mine? 
And  was,  kind  fate  !  to  fnatch  thefe  honours 
Yes  I  greene  they  fpred,  and  faire  they  bloomd 
for  me ; 
Thy  birth  and  duty  bade  the  chief  be  thine  ; 
Oh  loft,  vain  trifler,  loft  in  each  degree  I 
Thy  country  never  turnd  her  hopefull  eyes  on  thee 

Yet,  how  the  fielde  of  worth  luxurious  fmiles  ! 
Nor  Africk  yields,  nor  Chilys  earth  contains 
Such  funds  of  wealth  as  crown  the  plovv'mans 
toils. 
And  tinge  with  waving  gold  Britannias  plains ; 
Even  on  her  mountains  cheerful  plenty  reigns. 
And  wildly  grand  her  fleecy  wardrope  fpreads. 
What  noble  meed  the  honeft  ftatefinan  gains. 
Who  through  thefe  publique  nerves  new  vigour 
fheds, 
And  bids  the  ufeful  artes  exalt  their  drooping  heads: 

Who,  founding  on  the  plough  and  humble  loome 

His  countrys  greatnefle,  fees,  on  every  tide, 
Her  fleets  the  umpire  of  the  world  affume, 
And  fpread  her  juftice  as  her  glories  wide — 
Oh  wonder  of  the  world,  and  faireft  pride, 
Britannias  fleet !  how  long  fnall  pity  mourn 
And  ftain  thy  honours !   from  his  weeping 
bride 
And  ftarving  babes,  how  long  inhuman  torn 
Shall  the  bold  failor  mount  thy  decks  with  heart 
forlorn !  1 

Forlorn  with  finking  heart  his  tafk  he  plies. 
His  brides  diftrefie  his  reftleffe  fancy  feces, 
And  fixing  on  the  land  his  earneft  eyes, 

Cold  is  his  breaft  and  faint  his  manly  knees. 
Ah  I  hither  turn,  ye  fons  of  courtlie  cafe. 
And  let  the  brave  mans  wrongs,  let  intcrcft 
plead : 
Say,  while  his  arme  his  countrys  fate  decrees, 
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Say,  fhall  a  fathers  anguifti  be  his  meed  ; 
His  wrongs    uniurvc   his  foul,  and    blight  each 
mighty  deed  ? 

\\'hatevcr  party  boafts  thy  glorious  name, 

()  thou  refervd  by  Heavens  benign  decree 
To  blaft  thofe  arts  that  quench  the  iJritifti  flame, 

And  bid  the  meaneft  of  the  land  be  free; 

Oil,  mueh  humanity  (hall  owe  to  thee  ! 
And  ftiall  that  palm  unenvyd  ilill  remain '. 

And  hear,  ye  lordling-^,  each  feveritie, 
And  every  woe  the  labouring  tribes  fuftain, 
Upbraids  the  man  of  powre,  and  dims  his  honoun 
vain. 

While  thus  the  knights  long  fmotherd  fires  broke 

forth, 
The  roufing  muficke  of  the  home  he  hears 
Shrill  cchohig  through  the  wold;  and  by  the 
north  [pears ; 

Where  bends  the  hill,  the  founding  chace  ap- 
The  hounds  witli  glorious  peal  I'alute  his  ears. 
And  wood  and  dale  rebound  the  fwelling  lay ; 
The  youths  on  courfers  fleet  as  fallow  deers 
Pour  through  the  downs,  while,  foremoft  of  the 
fray ;  [Away  1 

Away  !  the  jolly  huntfman  cries;  and  echoe  founds, 

Now  han  the  beagles  fcourd  the  bufliy  ground. 
Till  where  a  brooke  ftrays  hollow  through 
the  bent, 
When  all  c'onfufd,  and  fnuffing  wyldlie  round. 
In  vain  their  fretfuU  hafte  explord  the  fcent: 
But  Reynards  cunning  all  in  vain  was  fpent ; 
The    huntfman  from    his    ftand   his    arts  had 
fpyd, 
Had  markt  his  doublings  and  his  Ihrewd  in- 
tent, [ply'i 
How  both  the  bancks  he  trac'd,  then  backward 
His  track  fome  twentie  roods,  then  bounding  fprong 
afide. 

Eke  had  he  markt  where  to  the  broomc  he  crept. 
Where,  barkening  everie  found,  an  hare  wag 
laid; 

Then  from  the  thickeft  bulh  he  flylie  lept, 
And  wary  feuds  along  the  hawthorne  (hade. 
Till  by  the  hills  flant  foot  he  earths  his  head 

Amid  a  briarie  thicket .   Emblem  meet 
Of  wylic  ftatefman  of  his  foes  adred ; 

He  oft  mifguides  the  peoples  rage,  I  wect. 
On  others,  whilft  himl'elf  winds  off  with  file  deceit 

'i'he  cunning  huntfman  now  cheers  on  his  pack. 

The  lurking  hare  is  in  an  inftant  flain  : 
Then  opening  loud,  the  beagles  fcent  the  track 
Right  to  tlie  hill ;  while  thondrin j  through 

the  plain 
With  blythe  huzzas  ad  vaunce  the  jovial  train : 
And  now  the  groomesand  fquires,  cowherds  and 
boys, 
Beat  round  and  round  the  brake;  but  all  in 
vain  [nnifc. 

Their  poles  they  ply,  and  vain  their  oathes  and 
Till  plonging  in  his  den  the  terrier  fiercely  joys. 

Expelld  his  hole,  upftarts  to  open  Iky 

'I'hc  villain  bold,  and  wildly  glares  around  ; 
Now  here,  now  there,  he  bends  his  knees  to 

fly. 

As  oft  recoils  to  gtiard  from  backward  wound. 
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Hisfrothiejawshe  grinds — with  horrid  found 
The  pack  attonce  rufh  on  him  :  foming  ire, 
Fierce   at  his   throte  and  iides  hangs  many  a 
hound; 
His  burning  eyes  flafh  wylde  red  fparckling  fire, 
WhUes  weltring   on   the  I'vvaird  his  breath  and 
flrength  expire. 

Straight  to  Syr  Martyns  hall  the  hunters  bend, 
I'he  knight  perceives  it  from  his  cak-crownd 
hill, 
Down  the  fteep  furzie  height  he  flow  gan  wend. 
With   troublous  thoughts    keen  ruminating 
flill  ;  "  ^ 

While  grief  and  fhame  by  turns  his  bofom  fill. 
And  now,  pcrchd  prowdlie  on  the  topinoll  fpray. 
The  footie  blackbird  chaunts  his  vefpers  fhrill ; 
While  twilight  fpreads  his  robe  ot  fober  grey, 
And  to  their  bowres  the  rooks  loud  cawing  wing 
their  way : 

And  bright  behind   the    Cambrian  mountains 
here  [call 

Flames  the  red  beam  ;  while  on  the  diltant 
Led  by  her  llarre,  the  horned  moone  looks  o'er 
The  bending  foreft,  and  with  rays  increafl 
Afcends;  while  trembling  on  the  dappled  weft 
The  purple  radiance  ihifcs  and  dies  away ; 
The  willows  with  a  deeper  green  impreft 
Nod  o'er  the  brooks;  the  brooks  with  gleamy 
ray  [fway, 

"dide  on,  and  holy  peace  afTumcs  her  woodland 

All  was  repofe,  all  but  Syi-  Ma'tyns  breft  ; 

There,  paflions  tearing  gufls  tempefiuous  rife. 
Are  the(e,  he  murmurs,  thefe  my  friends !   the 
beft  [nolle. 

That  croud  my  hall !  the  fonnes  of  madning 
Whofe  warmeft  friendfliip  with  ihe  revel  dies  ? 
Whofe  glee  it  were  my  dearefl  peace  deflroy, 
Who  with  my  woes  could  fport,  my  wrongs 
dtfpife ; 
Could  round  my  coffin  pledge  the  cup  of  joy, 
And  on  my  crimes  even  then  their  baie-tongue  witt 
employ : 

Whofe  converfe,  oft  as  fulfom  bawdrie  fails, 
Takes  up  the  barkings  of  impiety. 

The  fcepticks  wild  disjointed  dreams  retails, 
Thefe  modern  ravings  of  phiioiophy 
Made  drunk,  the  cavil,  the  deteded  ly, 

The  witt  of  ignorance,  and  glofs  unfiir. 

Which  honelldullucfswouldwith  fhame  deny; 

The  hope  of  bafenefs  vaumpt  in  candours  air  -. 
Good  Heaven  !  ate  fuch  the  friends  that  to  my 
hearth  repair  ! 

The  man  of  worth  fhuns  thy  reputeleffe  dore  ; 
F.ven  the  old  pcalant  ftjakes  his  filverd  head. 
Old  faws  and  ftorir-s  babbling  evermore, 
And  adding  full,  alas,  thofc  dayes  be  fled  ! 
Here  indignation  paufd,  when,  up  the  gkde. 
Pale  through  the  trccshishoufholdfmokeaicends; 
Wakd  at  the  fight,  his  bi others  wrongs  up- 
braid 
His  melting  heart,  and  grief  his  bofome  rends: 
And  now  the  keen  rciblve  its  gleaming  comfort 
lends. 

Perdie,  now  were  I  bent  on  legends  fine 

My  knight  doald  rife  tJiC  fiowie  cf  chivalrie, 


Brave  as  Syr  Arthegal  or  Valentine, 

Another  faint   George  England  then  fhouli 

fee, 
Britannias  genius  fhould  his  Sabra  bee, 
Chaind  to  the  rock  bv  dragon  to  Le  flain  ; 

But  he  the  virgin  pnncefle  foon  fliould  free. 
And  ftretch  the  moulter  breathleife  on  the  plain; 
Bribery,  the  dragon  huge,  ibould  never  rife  again. 

Eke    fhould  he,    freed  from  foul  enchaunters 
fpell 
Efcape  his  falfe  dueffas  magicke  charms. 
And  folly  quaid,  ycl^pd  an  hydra  fell. 

Receive  a  beauteous  lady  to  his  arms; 
While   bardes  and  minftraies   chaunt   the   foft 

alarms 
Of  gentle  love,  unlike  his  former  thrall. 

Eke  Ihould  i  ling,  in  courtly  cunning    terms, 
The  gallant  fealt,  fervd  up  by  (enefhall. 
To  knights  and  ladies  gent  in  painted  bowre  ani 
ha-ll. 

But  certes,  v/hile  my  tongue  fayre  truth  indites 
And  does  of  human  fraiitie  foothly  tell, 

Uiuneet  it  were  indulge  the  damtie  flights 
Of  phantafie,  that  never  yet  befell : 
Uneath  it  is  leng  habits  to  tX|>ell, 

Ne  may  the  belt  good  heart  its  blifs  fecure, 
Ne  may  the  lively  powre  cf  judging  well. 

In  arduous  worthy  deed  long  time  endure. 
Where  dilbpation  once  has  fixt  her  footing  fure. 

Such  was  the  powre  that  angry  Jove  beftowe4 
On  this  faire  nymph  :  the  legend  thus  is  told. 
To  Dians  care  her  life  her  mother  owd  ; 
Faire  Dian  found  her  naked  on  the  wold, 
Some  peafants  babe,  expofed  to  deadlis  cold 
And  to  a  tavounte  fatjr  gave  to  rear  : 

'Fhen,  when  the  njtnph  was  fifteen  fpring- 
times  old, 
Ecjuipt  her  with  the  bow  and  huntreffe  fpear, 
And  of  her  woodland  itaine  her  made  a  wellcome 
It  re. 
But  ill  her  mind  received  chaft  Phoebes  lore. 

Fain  would  Ifie  at  the  chace  if  ill  lag  behind: 
One  fultry  noone,  as  Phoebe  iped  afore, 
Beneath  a  leafy  vine  the  nymph  reclind. 
And,  fan  my  breaft,  ib.e    cried,     O   weftern 
wind  ! 
Soon  as  the  wilfi-for  word  Favonius  came. 
From  that  day    forth    the   confcious   nymph 
declind 
The  near  infpetflion  of  trie  fcvereign  dame  ; 
Till  mid  the  chace,  one  morne,  her  throes  betrayd 
her  Ihame. 

Her  throes  with  fcorne  the  taunting  dryads  eyd. 
The  nymph  changd  colour,  ai.d  hung  down 
her  head  ; 
Still  change  thy  bluiTiing  hue,  thegoddefscry'd: 
Forthwith  a  freezing  langour  gan  invade 
Her  limbs ;  and  »ow,  with  fuddein  leaves  ar- 
rayd, 
A  Rutlian  poppey  (lie  tranfmed  remains; 
'i  he  various  colours  ever  rife  and  fade. 
The  lints  ftiU  Ihiftmg  mock  the  painters  paiM; 
And  ItiU  her  drowHe  uiucd  the   beauteous  nympb. 
ifciaijis.  * 
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Mean^vhile  his  new-born  elfe  Favonius  bore, 
Soft  lapt,  on  balmy  pinions  fflrre  away  ; 

And  with  the  tawns,  hy  Fcneus  flou-cry  (bore, 
From  eui  lied  youth  the  laughing  iinpdid  play, 
Forever  fluttering,  debonair,  and  g;iy. 

And  reftlclle.  as  the  dove  Deucalion  lent 
To  ipy  it"  peering  oake  did  yet  bcwruy 

Its  braunching  head  above  the  tloodcil  bent; 
But  ydhe  beating  round,  tlic   day   in  vain  was 
fpent. 

When  DOW  the  nymph  to  riper  yeares  gan  rife, 
To  fayre  ParnalTus  groves  flic  took  hci  llight ; 

There  culling  tlowretts  of  a  thoufand  dyes. 
Still  did  her  bead  \vith  tawdry  giilondsdight; 

As  foon  the  wreath  ill  fortcd  would  Ibe  quight : 

Isle  ever  did  ibe  climb  the  twyforkt  hill, 
N'e  could  her  eyen  explore  in  iol'ty  height, 

Ne  did  llie  ever  tafte  the  facred  rill 
From  inipirations  fount  thai  ever  doth  diftil. 

Her  fprightly  levitie  was  from  her  fyre, 

Herdrovvi'y  dulnefs  from  her  mother  fprong  j. 

This  never  would  allow  her  mind  alpyre. 
That  never  would  allow  her  patience  long, 
Thus  as  Ibe  flightiy  rovd  the  lawns  among, 

High  Jove  beheld  her  from  his  flarry  feat. 
And  call'd  her  DilFipation  :  wylde  and  young 

Still  Hialt  thou  be,  he  faid;   and  this  thy  fate. 
On  man  thy  Heights  employ,  on  man  that  proud 
ingrate. 

All  happinefle  he  claims'his  virtues  due. 

And  holds  him  injurd  when  my  care  denies 
The   fondling  wifli,  whence  forrow  would  en- 
fue  ; 
And  idle  flill  his  prayers  invade  my  (Ivies ; 
But  bold  and  arduous  mull  that  virtue  rife 
Which  I  accept,  no  vague  incoiiftant  blaze. 
Then  be  it  thine  to  Ipread  before  his  eyes 
Thy  changing  colours,  and  thy  wy Id-tire  rays, 
And  fruitlelTe  kill  fliall  be  that  virtue  thou  canft 
daze. 

So  fwore  the  god,  by  gloomy  Styx  he  fwore  : 

The  fates  aiiented,  and  the  da;mon  flew 
Right  to  the  feats  of  men.     The  robe  ike  wore 
Was  ftarrd  with  dewdrops,  and  of  paleft  blue  ; 
Faire  round  her  head  playd  many  a  beauteous 
hue,  [pli'y=' ; 

As  when  the  rainbow  through  the  bean-Uovvres 
The  fleeting  tints  the  fvvaynes  with  wonder 
view. 
And  ween  to  fnatch  a  prize  beneath  the  rays; 
But  through  the  meadows   dank  the  beauteous 
meteor  llrays. 

So  flione  the  nymph,  and  prank  in  pleafuresguife 
With  vvyiie  trames  the  (onnes  of  earth  bel'ct; 
Gotfdnefie  of  heart  before  her  yawns  and  dies, 
And  friendfliip  ever  feels  the  drowfie  fitt 
Juft    when  his  powre  to  lerve  could  ferve  a 
whitt. 
And  l^ill  behindher  marchremorfe  and  (h?me 
That  never  will  their  yron  fcourge  remitt, 
Whenfo  the  fiend  refigns  her  thralls  lo  them  : 
Sad  cafe,  I  weet,  where  itiU  onefeUe  ouefclft  cuH 
blame. 
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Long  had  the  knight  to  her  his  powres  refignd ; 
In  wanton  daibance  fir(l  her  nctt  Ihe  fpicd, 

And  foon  in  mirthful  tumult  on  liis  niir.d 
She  I'oftlie  Ihile  :  yet,  while  at  trines  he  (\yed 
To  contemplations  bowre,  his  liijht  Ibe  P.ed  ; 

Neon  the  niountainetr  witii  him  durft  bide; 
Yet  homewards  (Mil  flu- inert  liim  intheglade. 
And  in  the  focial  cup  did  fitly  glide. 
And  Hill  his  belt  refolve  e.tfo\ms  flie  fcatterd  wide. 

And  now,  as  flowly  faunteringup  the  dale 
He    homeward    wends,    in   heavie  mufefull 
itowte, 
The  fmooth  deceiver  gan  his  heart  aflail  ; 
His  heart  fuon  felt  the  fafcinating  powre  : 
Old  Cimbrias  genius  niaikt  the  fatal  houre. 
And  tore  the  girlond  from  her  fea-greene  hair. 
The  conl'clousoakes  jibove  him  ruitling  lowre. 
And  through  the  branches  fighs  tlie  gloomy  air. 
As  when  indignant  Jove  rejetfls  the  rlamens  pray- 
er. 

The  dryads  of  the  grove,  that  oft  had  fird 
His   opening  mind    with    many    a  raptured 
dream, 
Thst  oft  his  evening  wanderings  had  infpird. 
All  by  the  filent  hill  or  murmuring  (tream, 
Forfake  him  now;  tor  all  as  loft  they  deem  : 
So  liomeward  he  wends;  where,  wrapt  in  jol- 
litie, 
His  hail  to  keepen  holiday  mote  feem, 
And  with  the  hunters  foon  full  blythe  was  he» 
The  blythelt  wight  of  all  that  bJythfome  com- 
pr.nie. 

Ai  when  t!/  autumnal  morne  with  ruddy  hue 
Looks  through  the  glen  befprent  with  filver 
here, 
Acrols  the  flubble,  brufliing  off  the  dew, 

1  he  younkling  fowler  gins  the  fields  cxi)lore. 
And,  wheeling  olt,  his  pointer  veies  alore. 
And  olt.  fagacious  of  the  tainted  gale, 

The  fluttering  bird  betrays  ;  with  ihundring 

rore  [dale ; 

I'he  fl  •'tt  refounds,  loud  echoing  through  the 

But  itill  the  younkling  kills  nor  partridge,  fnipe, 

nor  quail. 

Yet  fliil  the  queint  excufe  is  at  command  ; 

The  dog  was  r;.lb,  a  Iwallow  twittered  l)y. 
The  gun  hung  tire,  and  keennelsfliook  his  hand, 

And  there  tiie  wind  or  bufties  hurt  his  eye. 

So  can  the  knight  his  mmd  llill  fatisfye: 
A  la;;ie  fiend,  feJf  irapolition  hight. 

Still  whifpers  fume  exculjj;,  fome  gilden  lye 
Hirnlelf  did  gild  to  cheat  hunfeife  outright : 
God  help  tha  man  betwitchd  in  luch  ungracious 
plight. 

On  diffipation  ftiil  this  trearbor  waits, 

ObJ'cquicufly  behind  at  diiLancc  due  ; 

Ai;d  llill  to  dilcontents  accurlcd  gates. 

The  hoale  of  lorrovr,  thete  utigoulike  two, 
Clonducl  their  faulty  thralh. — Great  things ta 
do 
The  knight  refolvd,  but  never  yet  could  find 
The   proper  time,    while    fblj    his    ttifetjcs 
grew  : 
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And  now  thefe  demons  of  the  captive  mind 
Him  to  the  drery  cave  of  difconteni  relignd. 

Deep  ip  the  wyldes  of  Faerie  Lond  it  lay  ; 
Wide  was  the  mouth,  the  roofe  all  rudely 
rent ; 
Some  parts  receive,  and  feme  exclude  the  day, 
For  deep  beneath  the  hill  its  caverns  went  ; 
The    ragged  walls    with    lightning    leemd 
ybrent. 
And  loathlie  vermin  ever  crept  the  flore  : 

Yet  all  in  fight,  with  towres  and  caitles  gent, 
A  beauteous  iawnfkepe  rofe  afore  the  riore. 
The  which  to  view  fo  fayre  the  captives  grieved 
fore. 

All  by  the  gate,  beneath  a  pine  fhade  bare, 
An  owl-frequented  bowre,  forae  tents  were 
fpred ; 
Here  fat  a  throng,  with  eager  furious  ftare 
Rattling  the  dice  ;  and  there,  with  eyes  half 
dead,  [red, 

Some  drowfie  dronkards,  looking  black  and 
Dozd  out  their  days:    and  by  the  path-way 
green  [fped, 

A  fptightlie   troupe  ftill   onward   heedlefle 
In  chace  of  butterflies  alert  and  keen 
Honours,  and  wealth,  and   powre,  their  butter- 
flies I  ween. 

And  oft,  difguftfuU  of  their  various  cares. 

Into  the  cave  they  wend  with  fallen  pace  ; 
Each  to  his  meet  apartment  dernly  fares ; 
Here,  all  in  raggs,   in  piteous  plight  moft 
bace,  [gf'ice. 

The  dronkard  fitts ;  there,  fhent  with  foul  dif- 
The  thriftlefle  heir;  and  o'er  his  reeking  blade 
Red  with  his  friends  heart  gore,   in  \voefulI 
cace 
The  duellift  raves;  and  there,  onvetchie  bed, 
Crazd  with  his  vain  purfuits,  the  maniack  bends 
his  head. 

Yet  round  his  gloomy  cell  with  chalk  he  fcrawls 
Ships,  coaches,  crownes,  and  eke  the  gallow 
tree. 
All  that  he  wilhd  or  feard  his  ghaftly  wails 
Prefent  him  Itiil,  and  mock  his  miferie. 
And  there,  felf-doomd,  his  curfed  ieif  to  flee. 
The  gamelter  hangs  in  corner  murk  and  dread; 
Nigh    to   the   ground  bends  his  ungracious 
knee ; 
His  drooping  amies  and  white-reclining  head 
Lim  feen,  cold  horror  gleams  athwart  th'  unlial- 
lov/ed  fliade. 

Near  the  dreare  gate,  beneath  the  rifted  rock, 
The  keeper  of  the  cave  all  haggard  fatt, 

His  pining  corfe  a  reftlcfie  ague  fliook. 

And  bliftering  fores  did  all  his  carkas  frctt : 
And  with  himfelfe  he  feernd  in  keen  debate  ; 

For  ftill  the  mufcles  of  his  mouth  he  drew 
GhalUy  and  tell ;  and  ftill  with  deej)e  regrate 

He  lookd  him  around,  as  if  his  heart  did  revv 
His  former  deeds,  and  mournd  full  fore  his  fores 
to  view. 

Yet  not  himfelf,  but   Heavens  Great  King  he 
blamd, 
And  dard  his  wifdom  and  his  will  arraign  ; 


For  boldly  he  the  ways  of  God  blafphemd. 
And  of  blind  governaunce  did  loudly  plain, 
While  vild  leif-pity  would  his  f  yes  diftrain. 
As  when  an  wolfe,  entrapt  on  village  ground. 

In  dread  of  death  ygnaws  his  limb  in  twain. 
And  views  with  fcaldirg  tears  his  bleeding  wound. 
Such  fierce  felfe-pity  ftill  this  wights  dire   por- 
taunce  crownd. 

Near  by  there  ftood  an  hamlett  in  the  dale. 

Where,  in  the  filver  age,  co.nent  did  wonne  ; 
This  nnv/  was  his  :  yet  all  mote  nought  avail. 
His  loathing  eyes  that  place  did  ever  Ihun  ; 
But  ever  through  his  neighbours  lawns  would 
run, 
Where  every  gocdlie  fielde  thrice  goodlie  feemd. 
Such  was  th'is  weary  wight  all  woe-begone  ; 
Such  was  his  life;  and  thus  of  things  he  deemd  ; 
And  fuch  like  was  his  cave  that  all  with  forrowes 
teemd. 

To  this  fell  carle  gay  diflipation  led, 
'f        And  in  his  dreary  purlieus  left  the  knight. 
Fromthe  dire  cave  fain  would  the  knighthave  fled. 
And  fain  recalld  the  treachrous  nymph  from 

flight, 
But  now  the  late  obtruder  ftiuns  his  fight, 
And  dearly  muft  be  wooed  :  hard  by  the  den, 
Where  liftiefs  Bacchus  had  his  tents  ypight, 
A  tranfient  vilit  fometimes  would  he  gain, 
While  wine  and   merry  fong  beguilU  his  inward 
pain. 

Yet,  ever  as  he  reard  his  (lorcbering  head. 

The  ghaftly  tyrant  at  his  couch  ftocd  near; 
And  ay  with  ruthleis  clamour  gan  upbraid, 
And  words  that  would  his  very  heaitftrings 

tear: 
See  now,  he  fayes,  where  fetts  thy  vain  career  : 
Approaching  elde  now  wir.gsits  cheerlefle  way. 
Thy  friiitlcfle  autumn  gms  to   blaunche  thy 
heare. 
And  aged  winter  aiks  from  youth  its  ftay ; 
But  thine  comes  poore  of  joy,  comes  with  unho- 
noured  gray. 

Thou  haft;  no  friend  '. — fti'.l   on   the  worthlefle 
train  [paid  ; 

Thy  kindnefle  flowd,  and  ftill  with  fcorne  re- 
Even  flte  on  whom  tliy  favours  heapt  remain, 

Even  flie  regards  thee  with  a  bofome  dead 

To  kindly  paflioi.,  and  by  motives  led 
Such  as  the  planter  of  his  negroe  deems; 

What  profit  ftill  can  of  the  wretch  be  made 
Is  all  his  care,  of  more  he  never  dreams  : 
So  farre  remote  from  her,  thy  troubles  flie  efteems. 

Thy  children  too  1  Heavens !  what  a  hopek-lTe 
fight  ; 
Ah,  wretched  fyre! — but  ever  from  this  fcene 
The  wretched  fyre  precipitates  his  flight, 
And  in  the  bowls  wyld  fever  flums  his  teene. 
So  pafs  his  dayes,  while  what  he  might  have 
been 
Its  beauteous  views  docs  every  morne  prefent : 
So    pafle    his   dayes,    while  ftill  the   raven 
fpleen 
Croaks  in  his  eares,  the  brighteft  parts  mifpent 
Beget  an  hoarie  age  of  grief  and  difcontent. 


But  boaft  not  of  fuperior  flirewd  acldreffe. 
Ye  who  Can  calmly  Ipurn  the  ruind  niavd. 

Ye  who  unmovd  can  view  the  rfeepe  diftrelle 
That  crulhes  co  the  duft  the  ])arents  head, 
And  rends  that  ealie  heart  by  you  betrayd, 
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Eoaft  not  that  ye  his  numerous  woes  elkrw  j 
Ye  who  unawd  the  nuptial  couch  invade, 
Boaft  not  his  weakiiefie  with  contempt  to  view 
For  worthy  is  he  Hill  compard,  perdie,  to  you. 


GLOSSARY. 


AcCLOyn,  difgufted,  clcyed. 

Adied,  frightened.     Anglo.  Sax.  AJrxdan. 

jigone,  aji.o. 

Aihee,  although. 

Ah,  '.U'o. 

Arnad,  interpret. 

Attoiicc,  at  once,  together. 

Atrjuefiie,  between. 

Ay,  alvvays. 

B. 
Bale,  harm,  fi)rrow. 

beciie,  frequently  ufed  by  the  old  poets  for  the  in- 
dicative iniperfecl  of  the  verb  To  he. 
Befeenf,  becoming. 
Bliit,  ceale,  hlinnan.     Sax. 
Brede,  to  knit,  plait,  bredan.     Sax. 

C 
Carle,  old  man. 
Ceites,  certainly,  truly. 
Ckorle,  a  peafant. 
Clept,  called,  named. 
Covctife,  avarice. 

D. 
I)an,  a  prefix,  quafi,  Mr. 
Dearling,  darling. 
Defly,  neatly,  finely. 
Depcinten,  figured,  diQilayed. 
Dearnly,  fadly,    fecretly. 
JJight,  adorned,  clad. 
Breare,  difmal,  frightful. 

£. 
Eftfoons,  by  and  bye,  forthwith. 
Eke,  aifo. 
Eld,  age. 

Elfe,  young  one,  child. 
Erft,  formerly. 
F.yen,  eyes. 

F. 
Fay,  fairy. 

Frytor,  villain,  deceiver, 
Fae,  companion. 
Forby,  befide,  near  to. 
Fordone,  undone,  ruined. 
Fore/end,  to  guard  beforehand'. 
Fray,  tumult,  buftle. 
Frayd,  afraid. 

G. 
Gecr,  furniture,  tackle. 
Gfnt,  fine,  noble. 
Gin,  gan,  begin,  began. 
G!en,  a  dell,  a  hollow,  between  two  lulls. 
Goody,  a  countrywoman. 


^  Imp,  infant,  child. 
'Jollirnent,  merriment. 


H. 

Ha7i,  preterite  plural  of  the  verb,  To  have. 
Heare,  h.iir.     Often  uied  by  Spenfer. 
/%//?,  called,  is  called,  was  called,  or  named. 
Hoyden,  flattern,  coaife. 


I. 


K. 

Ken,  V.  to  fee. 
Knare,  a  knotty  arm  of  a  tree.    Dryi. 

L. 
Leach,  phyfician. 
Lemma?i,  miftrefs,  concubine. 
Lever,  rather. 
Lewdly,  bafely,  fooliflily. 
Liefe/l,  deareli. 

M. 
Malengines,  perfons  villainoufly  employed,  toad' 

eaters. 
Meint,  mingled. 
Merrimake,  paltime. 
Mery,  pleafant. 
Moe,  more. 

Mote,  V.  might,  mot.     Sax. 
Murk,  dark. 

N. 
Nathemore,  not  the  more. 
Nathlejfe,  neverthelefs,  mitheles.  Sax. 
Native,  natural. 
Ne,  nor. 
Nolens  'volens,  willing,  or  unwilling. 

P. 
Perdie,  an  aflervation,  quajl  verily. 
rierfant,  piercing. 
Portaunce,  beliaviour,  manner. 
Frankt,  adorned. 
Propine,  recompenfe. 

^ua:d,  quelled,  conquered. 
^uight,  to  quit,  leave. 

R. 
Read,  to  warn,  to  prophefy. 
Recks,  heeds,  cares  for. 
Requere,  require.     Often  ufed  by  Spenfef. 
Reui,  to  repent. 
Ruth,  ruthlefs,  pity,  pitylefs. 

S. 
Saleivs,  falutes. 
5^//,  faddle. 

Sembliiunce,  ?ppca ranee. 
Senejijally  lualtcr  ol  --ereniczMCS,  fi;w.in(. 
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Sheen,  bright,  fliininjr,  fine. 

Sbent,  A\igr?i.ctA,  fcencle  fcendid.     Sax. 

£kyen,  adj.   Sky. 

Sooth.foothly,  truth,  truly. 

'^''''^*'- 1  emotion,  fit,  hnjnrian.  Sax. 

Straine,  tenor. 
Hues,  purl'aes,  follows. 

T. 
Teen,  ?rief,  forrow. 
Theiues,  habits,  manners. 
Il'ilk,  this,  that. 
Traines,  devices,  traps. 
Travfmewd,  changed,  transformed. 
Trearhor,  traitor,  deceiver. 
Troublous,  troublefome. 

U. 
Uneatk,  not  eafv,  difficult. 

V. 

Vild,  vile. 

W 
IVarelefs.  uni'ufpedling. 
Wajal,  feftlve. 
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Ween,  'we£nd,  or  nvend,  think,  deemed. 

Wend,  move,  go. 

Weet,  much  the  fame  as  iveen. 

Weetlefs,  thoughtlefs. 

milo?n  formerly,  hivilum.     Sax. 

a  Whitt,  a  jot,  any  thing,  hwit  aliqnid. 

Whilenre,  erewhile,  hivUxan.     Sax. 

Wight,  perfon,  nviht.     Sax. 

Wilding,  the  crab-tree. 

PVonne.  to  dwell. 

Wreathfull,  revengeful. 

Y. 
Tblendsf  mixes. 
Tblent,  blinded. 
Torent,  burnt. 
Tclept,  called,  named- 
Tfere,  together. 
Tfroe,  formerly. 
Tode,  went. 

Touthhede,  quafi  yoiithhood. 
Xovthly,  lively,  youthful. 
j^pight,  placed,  fixed, 
Tivis,  truly,  verily. 


The  letter  3* in  all  the  old  Enjlifh  poets  is  frequently  prefixed  to  verbs  and  verbal  adjetflives,  but 
without  any  particular  fignification.  The  ufe  of  it  is  purely  Saxon,  though  after  the  Conqueft  the  ^f 
gave  place  to  the  Norman  y.     It  is  always  to  be  pronounced  as  the  pronoun  ye- 

Spenfer  has  alfo  frequently  followed  the  Saxon  formation,  in  adding  the  letter  AT' 'to  his  verbs,  as 
tellen,  luorken,  &.c.     When  affixed  to  a  fubitantive,  it  forms  the  plural  number,  as  eyen,  eyes,  &c. 


MARY  QUEEN  OF  SCOTS. 

AN  ELEGY. 


Q^uod  tibi  vitje  fors  detraxit, 
Fama  adjiciet  pofthuma  laudi ; 
Noftris  lonsjum  tu  dolor  et  honor. 


1  HE  balmy  zephyrs  o'er  the  woodland  dray. 

And  gently  ftir  the  bofom  of  the  lake  : 
The  fawns  that  panting  in  the  covert  lay, 

Nowthroughthe  gloomy  park  their  revels  take. 

Pale  rife  the  rugged  hills  that  Ikirt  the  north. 
The  wood  glows  yellow'd  by  the  evening  rays. 

Silent  and  beauteous  flows  the  filver  Forth, 

And  Annan  murmuring  through   the  willows 
ftrays. 

But,  ah  I   what  means  this  fiicnce  in  the  grove, 
Where  oft  the  wild  notes  footh'd  the  love-fick 
boy  ? 

Why  ceafe  in  Mary's  bower  the  fongs  of  love  ? 
The  fongs  of  love,  of  innocence,  of  joy  1 

When  bright  the  lake  TefletHrs  the  fettlng  ray, 
The  fportive  virgins  tread  the  flowery  green  ; 

Here  by  the  moon  full  oft  in  cheerful  May, 
The  merry  bride-maids  at  the  darrc.  are  f?en. 


But  who  thcfe  nymphs'that  through  tlie  copfe  appear 
In  robes  of  white  adorn'd  with  violet  blue  ? 

Fondly  with  purple  flowers  thev  deck  yon  bier. 
And  wave  in  folemn  pomp  the  boughs  of  yew. 

Supreme  in  grief,  her  eye  confus'd  with  woe, 
Appears  the  lady  of  the  aerial  train, 

Tall  as  the  fvlvan  goddefs  of  the  bow. 
And  fair  as  flie  who  wept  Adonis  (lain. 

Such  wns  the  pomp  when  Gilead's  virgin  band. 
Wandering    by     Judah's    flowery^   mountain'' 
wept. 

And  with  fair  Iphis  by  the  hallow'd  ftrand 
Of  Siloe's  brook  a  mournful  Sabbath  kept. 

By  the  refplendent  crofs  with  thiftles  twin'd, 
'Tis  Mary's  guardian  genius  loft  in  woe, 

"  Ah,  fay   what  deepeft  wrongs  have  thus  com- 

"  bin'd  [fnow  I 

"  To  heave  with  refllefs   fighs  thy  breaft  of 
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"  Oh  ftay,  yft  dryads,  nor  unfinidi'd  fly 

"  Your  folemn  rites  !  here  comes  no  foot  pro- 
"  fane  1 

"  The  mufe's  fon,  and  hallow'd  is  his  eye, 

"  Implores  your  ftay,  implores  to  join  the  firain. 

'*  See  from  her  ch<rek  the  glowing  life  falufli  flies  ! 

"   Alas,  what  t'aulterinc;  founds  of  woe  he  thelel 
"  Ye  nymjjhs  who  fondly  watch  her  languid  eyes, 

"  Oh  fay  what  mufic  will  her  foul  appeafe  '. 

"  Refound  the  folemn  dirje,"  the  nymphs  reply, 
"   And  let  the  turtles  moan  in  Mary's  bower  ; 

"  Let  grief  indulge  her  grand  fiiblimity, 

"  And  melancholy  wake  her  melting  power. 

"  For  art  has  triumph'd — Art,  that  never  ftood 
"  On  hoii'jur's  fiile.  or  generous- tranfport  knew, 

"  Has  dy'd  its  bapgard  haUils  in  Mary's  blood, 
"  And  o'er  her  fame  has  breaih'd  its  blighting 
"  dew. 

''  But    come    ye   nymphs,     ye    woodland    fpirits 
"  come, 
"  And  with  funereal  flowers  yonr  trefl'es  braid, 
"  While    in   this  hallowed    bovver  we    raife   the 
"  tomb, 
"  And  confecrate  the  fong  to  Mary's  fliade. 

"  O  fii-g  what  fmiles  her  youthful  morning  wore, 
"   Hcr's  everv  charm,  and  evrry  lovelielt  grace, 

"  Whi-n   nature's  happieft    touch  could   add    no 
"  more. 
"  Heaven  lent  an  angel's  beauty  to  her  face. 

"  O  !   w  hether  Isy  the  mofs-grown  bufliy  d  11, 
"   Where  from  the  oak  depends  the  mifletoe, 

"   VVhere  creeping  ivy  fliades  the  druids'  cell, 
"  Whcr.*   from  the  rock  tlie   gurgling  waters 
"  ilow. 

"  Or  whether  fportive  o'er  the  cowflip  beds. 

"  Ycu  throui'.h  the  fiiry  dales  of  ff-viot  elide, 
"  Or  brull)  the  pnuirofe  banks,  while  Cynthia 
"  Iheds 

"  Her  filv'ry  light  o'er  Elk's  tranfcendent  tide  : 

"  Hither,  ye  gentle  guardians  of  the  fair, 

"   By  virtue's  tears,  by  weeping  beauty,  come; 

"  Unbind  the  feitive  robes,  unbind  the  hair, 
*'  And  wave  the  Cyprus  bou^h  at  M  .ry's  tomb. 

"   And  come,  ye  fleet  magicians  of  the  air, 
"  The  mournf\il  lady  of  the  chorus  cried  j 

"  Your  airy  tints  of  bJeful  hue  prepare, 

"  And  through  this  grove  bid  Mary's  fortunes 
"  glide: 

"  And  let  the  fongs,  with  folemn  harpings  join'd, 
"   And  wiiling  notrs,  unfold  the  tale  of  woe  1'' 

She  fpok°.    and    waking  through    the  breathing 
wind. 
From  lyres  unfeen  the  folemiV  harpings  flow. 

The  fong  began — "  How  bright  her  early  morn  I 
*'   What  lafting  jnys  her  fmiling  fate  portends  ! 

"  To  v/icld  the  awful  Britiili  fccjjtres  born  ! 
"  And  Gaul's  young  heir  her  bridal-bed  af- 
"  cends. 

■*-*  See.  round  her  bed,  light  floating  on  the  air, 
"  The  little  lores  their  purple  wings  difplay; 


"   When  fndden,  Oirieking  at  the  difmal  glare 
"  Of  funeral  torches,  far  they  fpeed  away, 

"  Far  with  the  loves  each  blifsful  omen  fpeeds, 
"  Her   eighteenth    April   hears  her   widow'd 
"   moan, 
''  The  bridal-bed  the  fable  herfe  fucceeds, 

"  And    ftniggling   fadtions   Ihake    her   natitc 
''  throne. 

''  No  more  a  goddcfs  in  the  fwimming  dance, 
"  May'ft  thou,  O  queen  !  thy  lovely  form  dlf- 
"  play; 
"  No  more  thy  beauty  reign  the  charm  ot  France, 
"  Nor  in  V^erl'aiUes'  proud  bowers  outfliine  the 
"  day. 

"  Forthe  cold  north  the  trembling  fails  are  fpread; 

"  Ah,   what  drear  horrors  gliding  through  thf 
"  breaft  ! 
"  Wh'Ie  from  thy  weeping  eyes  fair  Gallia  fle«!, 

"  Thy  future  woes  in  boding  fighs  confell*  1 

"  A  nation  ftern  and  flubborn  to  command, 
"  And   now   convuls'd    with  faction's  fierccft 

"  rage. 
*'   Commits  its  fceptre  to  thy  gentle  hand, 
'■  And  afks  a  bridle  from  thy  tender  age." 

As  weeping  thus  they  fung,  the  omens  rofe, 
Her  native  fliore  receives  tlie  mournful  C]uecn ; 

November  w  ind  o'er  the  Ijare  landlcapc  blows. 
In  hazy  gloom  the  fca-wave  Ikirts  the  fcene. 

The  houfe  of  Holy-Rood,  in  fulien  ftate, 

Bleak  in  the  iliade  of  rude  pd'd  rocks  appears  ; 

Co!d  on  the  mountain's  fide,  the  type  of  fate. 
Its  iTiatteied  walls  a  Ruuiilh  chapel  rears. 

No    nodding    grove   here    waves   the    fhekevinj; 
bou-h  ; 

O'er  the  dark  vale,  prophetic  of  her  reign, 
Bene.ith  the  carving  mountain's  craggy  brow 

rhe  Jreary  echoes  to  the  gales  complain: 

Beneath  the  gloomy  clouds  of  rolling  fmoke. 

The  high  ]>\V<.\  city  rears  her  Gothic  towers; 
The  ftern  brow'd  cuttle,  from  his  lofty  rock. 
Looks  fcornful  down,  and  hx'd  defiance  lours  j-. 

*  The  itnhapfy  Mary,  hi  her  infancy,  ivasfcnt 
to  France  to  the  care  of  hi  r  mother^ s  family,  the 
horfe  of  Giiife.  The  Fre/ich  Court  luas  ot  that 
time  the  gtiye/f  nnd  wn/t  jialiant  cf  Europe-  Here 
the  pri7icefs  of  Scotland  zvas  educated  nvith  all 
the  diJliiiBiion  due  to  her  high  rank  ;  and  as  foon 
as  years  ivonld  alloiv,  /he  ivas  man  ied  to  the 
Dauphin,  afteriuards  Francis  :  and  on  the  death 
of  this  monarch,  luhich  clofed  ajhort  reign,  the 
politics  of  the  houfe  ofGnife  required  the  return 
of  the  young  queen  to  Scotland.  She  left  France 
ivith  tears  and  the  utnioli  rcluB.inre  ;  nnd  on  her 
landing  in  her  nrittfe  kingdom,  the  d.ffert  nt  ap- 
pearance of  the  country  aivakrned  dli  her  regret, 
and  a^'eBel  her  nvith  a  mflanrhuly  -winch  fcemed 
to  forebode  her  future  ndsfortunes. 

t  Thi/e  circumflances.  dfcripti've  of  the  en- 
-virons  of  Holy-kood-Houfc,  are  local;  yet,  hoii/- 
e-ver  dreary  the  unimproncd  November  i/ioM  tnAy 
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Domeftic  blifs,  tkat  dear,  that  fovereign  joy, 
Far  from  her  heart  was  i'een  to  Ipeed  away ; 

Strait  dark  brow'd  fadlions  entering  in,  deftruy 
The  feeds  of  peace,  and  mark  her  fur  their  prey. 

No  more  by  moon-flnne  to  the  nuptial  bower 
Her  Francis  comes,  by  love's  foft  fetters  led  ; 

par  other  fpoufe  now  wakes  her  midnight  hour  *, 
Enrag'd,  and  reeking  from  the  harlot's  bed. 

"  Ah  !  draw  the  veil  !"  (hrlU  trembles  through 
the  air  : 

The  veil  was  drawn — but  darker  fcenes  arofe, 
Another  f  nuptial  couch  the  fates  prepare, 

The  baleful  teeming  i'ource  of  deeper  woes. 

The  bridal  torch  her  evil  angel  wav'd, 

Far  from  the  couch  ofiended  prudence  fled  ; 

Of  deepelt  crimes  deceitful  fadilion  rav'd, 

And  rous'd  her  trembling  from  the  fatal  bed. 

The  hinds  are  feen  in  arms,  and  glittering  fpears, 
Inftead    of    crooks,    the    Grampian   fliepherds 
wield  ; 

Fanatic  rage  the  ploughman's  vifage  wears, 
And  red  with  daughter  lies  the  harveft  field. 

From  Borthwick  field,  deferted  and  forlorn, 
The  beauteous  queen  all  tears  is  feen  to  fly  ; 

Now  X  through  the  ftreets  a  weeping   captive 
borne. 
Her  woe  the  triumph  of  the  vulgar  eye. 

.Again  the  vifion  fliifts  the  woeful  fcene  ; 

Again  forlorn  from  rebel  arms  fl-.e  flies, 
And,  unfufpecting,  on  a  lifter  queen, 

The  lovely,  injur'd  fugitive  relies. 

When  wii'dom,  bafHed,  owns  th'  attempt  in  vain, 
Heaven  oft  delights  to  fet  the  virtuous  free  ; 

Some     friend     appears     and    breaks    uffliftion's 
chain  : 
But  ah,  no  generous  friend  appears  for  thee 

A  prifon's  ghaflly  walls  and  grated  cells 
Deform'd  the  airy  fcenery  as  it  paft  ; 

The  haunt  where  liftlefs  melancholy  dwells, 
Where  every  genial  feehng  finks  aghaft. 

No  female  eye  her  fickly  bed  to  tend  ! 

"  Ah  ceale  to  tell  it  in  the  female  ear  I 
"  A  woman's  flern  comraand  !  a  protler'd  friend  ! 

"  Oh  generous  paffion,  peace,  forbear,  forbear  1 

appear,  the  connijfeur  in  gardening  luiil perceive 
that  plantation,  and  the  efforts  of  art,  could  cnjlly 
cowvert  the  frofptB  itito  an  agreeable  and  mojl  ro- 
incmtic  fiimmer  lanclfcape. 

*  Lord  Dar?iley,  the  handfnmcjl  man  of  his 
age,  hut  a  luortUfJs  debauchee  of  no  abilities. 

\  Her  marriage  with  the  Earl  of  liothivell,  an 
imprinciplcd  politician  of  great  addrefs. 

\  When  fhe  luas  brought  prifcner  through  the 
flreets  of  Edinburgh,  fie  fnffercd  almcji  c<x;ery  in- 
4ignity\vbich  an  outrageous  mob  could  offer.  Her 
ferfon  was  bedaubed  with  mire,  and  her  ear  in- 
fnltcd  with  every  term  of  vulgar  abufc.  E-vcu 
'£uchananfeems  to  drop  a  tear  when  he  relates 
thtfe  circmnjlanccs. 
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«  And  could,  oh  Tudor  1  could  thy  heart  retaltt 
"  No  foftening  thought  of  what  thy  woes  had 
"  been  ;  [vaia 

'  When  thou,  the  heir  of  England's  crown,  in 
"  Didft  fue  the  mercy  of  a  tyrant  queen  ? 

•*  And  could  no  pang  from  tender  memory  wake, 
'•  And  feel  thofe  woes  that  once  had  been  thine 
''  own ; 

'  No  pleading  tear  to  drop  for  Mary's  fnke, 
"  For  iVIary'b  fake,  the  heir  of  England's  throne  : 

'  Alas !  no  pleading  touch  thy  memory  knew, 

"  Dry'd   were  the  tears  which  for  thy  felf  had 
"  flow'd  ; 
'  Dark  politics  alone  engag'd  thy  view  ; 

"   With  female  jealoufy  thy  bolom  glow'd. 
"  And  fay,  did  wifdom  own  thy  ftern  command  ? 

"  Did  honour  wave  his  banner  o'er  the  deed  ? 
"  Ah  : — Mary's  fnte  thy  name  (ball  ever  brand, 

"  And  ever  o'er  her  woes  fliall  pity  bleed. 

"  The  babe  that  prattled  on  his  nurfe's  knee, 
''   When  firft  thy  woeful  captive  hours  began, 

"  Ere  heaven,  oh  haplefs  Mary,  fet  thee  free, 
"  That  babe    to  battle    niarch'd   in  arms — a 
"  man." 

An  awful  paufe  enfues— with  fpeaking  eyes. 
And  hands   half-rais'd,    the    guardian   wood- 
nymphs  wait  j 

While  flow  and  fad  the  airy  fcenes  arife, 

Stain'd  with  the  laft  deep  woes  of  Mary's  fate. 

With  dreary  black  hung  round  the  hall  appears, 
The  thirfty  law-duft  ftrews  the  marble  floor, 

Blue  gleams  the  as,  the  block  its  (boulders  rears. 
And  pikes  and  halberds  guard  the  iron  door. 

The  clouded  moon  her  dreary  glimpfes  flied. 
And  Mary's  maids,  a  mournful  train,  pafs  by  ; 

Languid  they  walk,  and  penfive  hang  the  head, 
And  filent  tears  pace  down  from  every  eye. 

Serene  and  nobly  mild  appears  the  queen  ; 

She  fmiles  on  Heaven,    and  bows  the  injur'd 
head  : 
The  ax  is  lifted—from  the  deathful  fcene  ^ 

The  guardians  turn'd,  and  all  the  pi(flure  fled— 

It  fled  :  the  vrood-nymphs  o'er  the  diftant  lawn, 
As  wrapt  in  vifion,  dart  their  earned  eyes  ; 

So  when  the  huntfman  hears  the  rattling  fawn, 
He  Hands  impatient  of  the  liarting  prize. 

The  fovereign  dame  her  awful  eye-balls  roU'd, 
As  Cuma's  maid  when  by  the  god  infpiv'd  ; 

"  The  depth  of  ages  to  my  fight  unfold," 

She  cries,  and  Mary's  meed  my  breatl  has  fir'd. 

"  On  Tudor's  throne  her  Ions  Ihall  ever  reign, 
"  A-^c  after  age  Ihall  fee  their  flag  unfurl'd, 

"  With  fovereign. pride  wherever  roars  the  main, 
"  Stream  to  the  wind,  and  awe  the  trembling 
•'  world. 

"  Nor  Britain's  fceptre  fliall  they  vrield  alone, 
"  Age  after  age  through  iength'ning  time  fhall' 
"  fee 

"  Her  branching  race  on  Europe's  every  throne, 
'•  And  cither  India  bend  to  tlxem  the  knee. 
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"  But  Tudor,  as  a  fruitlefs  gourd,  fljall  die  ; 

"  I  fee  her  death-fcene  on  the  lowly  floor  : 
'«  Dreary  llie  fits,  cold  grief  has  glaz'd  her  eye, 

"  And   anguifli  gnaws  her  till  flie  breathes  no 
"  mere." 

But  hark  !---Ioud  howling  through  the  midnight 
gloom, 

Fadtion  is  rous'd,  and  fends  the  baleful  yell  '. 
Oh  fave,  ye  generous  few,  your  Mary's  tomb  1 

Oh  fave  her  alhes  from  the  baleful  fpell '. 

"  And,  lo  :  where  time  with  brighten'd  face  fe- 
"  rene 

"  Points  to  yon  far,  but  glorious  opening  (ky  ; 
♦♦  See  truth  walk  forth,  majeftic  awful  queen  1 

"  And  party's  blackening  mills  before  her  fly. 

"  Falfehood  uiimafiv'd  withdraws  her  ugly  train, 
"  And  Mary's  virtues  all  illuftrious  fliine— - 

"  Yes,  thou  haft  friends,  the  godlike  and  humane 
"  Of  lateft  ages,  iiijur'd  queen,  are  thine." 

The  milky  fplendours  of  the  dawning  ray, 

Now  through  the  grove  a  trembling  radiance 
(lied; 

With  fprightly  note  the  woodlark  hail'd  the  day, 
And  with  the  moonfhine  all  the  vifion  fled. 

KNOWLEDGE:  AN  ODE. 

S.  ANN.  iET.  AUCT.   l8. 

Ducit  in  errorem  variorum  arnbage  viarum. 

Ovid. 

High  on  a  hill's  green  bofom  laid. 
At  eafe  my  carelefs  fancy  ftray'd. 

And  o'er  the  landfcape  ran  ; 
Reviv'd,  what  fcenes  the  feafons  Ihow ; 
And  vveigh'd,  what  (hare  of  joy  or  woe 

Is  doom'd  to  toiling  man. 

The  nibbling  flocks  around  me  bleat ; 
The  oxen  low  beneath  my  feet, 
Along  the  clover'd  dale  ; 

The  author  of  this  little  poem  to  the  memory 
of  an  ■hnhappy  princefs ,  is  univilling  to  enter  into 
the  contro'verfy  refpeiiing  her  guih  or  her  iniio- 
tence.  Siiffice  it  only  to  obferve,  that  the  folloiv- 
irig  falls  may  be  proved  to  demonflrnthn: — The 
letters  luhich  have  always  been  e/leemed  the  prin- 
cipal proofs  of  ^icen  Mriry's  guilt,  are  forged. 
Buchanan,  on  wuhofe  authority  Francis,  and  other 
hiflorians,  have  cijnde?nned  her,  has  falfifitd fcve- 
ral  circwnjlanres  of  her  hijiory,  and  has  cited 
againfl  her  public  records  ivhich  never  exiflid.  as 
has  been  lately  proved  to  dejnonflrr.tirjn.  And,  to 
aid  no  more,  the  treatment pje  received  from  her 
illu/lrious  covjin  was  diffared  by  a  policy  truly 
JMachiavelian,—a  policy  ivhich  trampled  on  the 
obligations  of  honour,  of  humanity  and  morality. 
Trom  'whence  it  may  be  inferred,  that,  to  cxprefs 
the  indignation  at  the  cruel  treatment  of  Mary, 
'which  hif.ory  muji  everinfpire,  and  to  drop  a  tear 
over  her  fufferings,  is  not  unworthy  of  a  writer 
who  would  appear  in  the  caufe  of  virtue. 
Vol.  XI. 


The  golden  flieaves  the  reapers  Lind, 

The  ploughman  whiftles  near  behind. 

And  breaks  the  new  mown  vale. 

<«  Hail  knowledge  !  gift  of  heaven  !"  I  cried, 
"  E'en  all  the  gifts  of  heaven  belide, 

"  Compar'd  to  thee  how.  low  ! 
"  The  bleflings  of  the  earth,  and  all 
"  The  btalts  of  fold  and  forclt  fliare, 

*'  But  godlike  beings  know. 

"  How  mean  the  fliort-liv'd  joys  of  fenfe; 
"  But  how  fublime  the  excellence 

"  Of  iwifdom's  facrcd  lore  I 
*'  In  death's  deep  (hades  what  nations  lie, 
"  Yet  ftill  can  wildom's  piercing  eye 

"  Their  mighty  deeds  explore. 

"  She  fees  the  little  Spartan  band, 
"  With  great  Leonldas,  withftand 

"  The  A^fian  world  in  arms  ; 
"  She  hears  the  heav'nly  founds  that  hunj 
"  On  Homer's  and  on  Plato's  tongue, 

"  And  glows  at  Tully's  charms. 

*'  The  wonders  of  the  fpacious  (ky, 
»'  She  penetrates  with  Newton's  eye, 

"   And  marks  the  planets'  roll  : 
'<  The  human  mind  with  Locke  (he  fcans; 
"  With  Cambray,  virtue's  fame  (lie  fans, 

*'  And  lifts  to  heaven  the  foul. 

"  How  matter  takes  ten  thoufand  forms 
"  Of  metals,  plants,  of  men  and  worms  ; 

"  She  joys  to  trace  with  Boyle. 
"  This  life  (he  deems  an  infant  (late, 
"  A  Erieam,  that  bodes  a  life  complete, 

"  Beyond  the  mortal  toil. 

"  What  numerous  ills  in  life  befal! 

"  Yet  wifdom  learns  to  fcorn  them  all, 

"  An'f  arms  the  breaft  with  (leel : 
"  E'en  death's  paleface  no  horror  wears; 
"  But  ah  I  what  horrid  pangs  and  fears 

"  Unknowing  wretches  feel! 

"  That  breaft  excels  proud  Ophir's  mines, 
<•  And  fairer  than  the  morning  (hines, 

"  VVhere  wifdom's  treafures  glow  : 
"   But  ah  1  how  void  yon  peaiant's  mind, 
\  "  His  thoughts  how  darkcn'd  and  confin'd^ 

''  Nor  cares  he  more  to  know. 


"  The  laft  two  tenants  of  the  ground, 
"  Of  ancient  times  his  hillory  bound  ; 

"  Alas  1  it  fcarce  goes  higher  : 
"  In  vain  to  him  is  Maro's  (train, 
"   And  Shaklpeare's  magic  powers  in  vain  J 

"  In  vain  is  Milton's  (irt. 

«'  Nor  fun  by  day,  nor  ftars  by  night, 
''  Can  give  his  foul  the  grand  delight 

"  To  trace  Almighty  power  : 
"  His  team  thinks  juft  as  much  as  he 
«'  Of  nature's  vaft  variety, 

"  In  animal  and  flower." 

As  thus  1  funp;,  a  folemn  found 
Accoflsmine  car;  I  look'd  around, 
And  lo  !  an  ancient  fage, 
Tt 
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Hard  by  an  ivy'd  oak  flood  near, 
I'hat  fenc'd  the  cave,  where  many  a  year 
Had  been  his  hermitage.  ^ 

His  mantle  gray  fiow'd  loofe  behind. 
His  fnowy  beard  wav'd  to  the  vind. 

And  added  folemn  grace ; 
His  broad  bald  front  gave  dignity. 
Attention  marked  his  lively  eye, 

And  peace  fmil'd  in  his  face. 

He  beckon'd  with  his  wrinkled  hand ; 
]Vly  ear  was  all  at  his  command, 

And  thus  the  fage  began : 
•'   Godlike  it  is  to  know,  I  own ; 
"  But  oh  I  how  little  can  be  known, 

"  By  poor  ihort-lighted  man. 

*'  Go,  mark  the  fchools  where  letter'd  pride, 
*'  And  fl:ar-cro\in'd  fcience  boaftful  guide, 

"  Difplay  their  faireft  light ; 
«'  There,  led  by  fonie  pale  meteor's  ray, 
"  That  leaves  them  oft,  the  fages  ftray, 

"  And  grope  in  endlefs  night. 

"  Of  wifdoni  proud,  yon  fage  exclaims, 
"  Virtue  and  vice  are  merely  names, 

"  And  changing  every  hour ; 
«'  Afhley,  how  loud  in  virtue's  praife! 
*'  Yet  Alhley  with  a  kifs  betrays, 

"  And  ftrips  her  of  her  dower. 

*'  Hark,  Bollingbroke  his  God  arraigns; 

*'  Hobbes  fmiles  on  vice  ;  Defcartes  maintains 

"  A  godlefs  pafiTive  canfe. 
•'  See  Bayle  oft  flily  fhifting  round, 
"   Would  fondly  fix  on  fceptic  ground, 

*'  And  change,  O  truth,  thy  laws  ! 

*'  And  what  the  joy  this  love  bellows, 
*'  Alas,  no  joy,  no  hope  it  knows 

"  j^bove  what  beftials  claim  : 
*'  To  quench  our  nobleft  native  fire, 
"  That  bids  to  nobler  worlds  afpirc, 

"  Is  ail  its  hope,  its  aim. 

*'  Not  Afrfc's  wilds,  nor  Babel's  wafle, 
"  Where  ignorance  her  tents  hath  plac'd, 

"  More  dii'mal  fcene  difplay  ; 
""  A  fcene  where  virtue  fickening  dies, 
"  Where  vice  to  dark  cxtindlion  flies, 

"  And  fpurns  the  future  day. 

"  Wifdom,  you  boaft  to  you  is  given  ; 
"  At  night  then  mark  the  fires  of  heaven, 

"  And  let  thy  rdind  explore; 
««  Swift  as  the  lightning  let  it  fly, 
"  From  flar  to  ft ar,  from  Iky  to  fky, 

"  Still,  ftill,  are  millions  more. 

"  Th'  immenfe  ideas  flrike  the  fowl 
"  With  plcafing  horror,  and  coniroul 

"  Thy  wifdom's  empty  boaft, 
"  W'hat  are  they  ? — Thou  canit  never  fay  : 
"  Then  filent  adoration  pay, 

"  And  be  in  wonder  loft. 

"  Say,  how  the  felf-fame  roots  produce 

*'  The  wholefome  food  and  poiionous  juice; 

"  And  adders  balfams  yield  ; 
"  How  fierce  the  lurking  tyger  glares, 
"  How  mild  the  heifer  with  thcc  (hares 

"  The  labours  of  the  field  i 


"  Why  growling  to  his  den  retires 
*'  The  fuUen  pard,  while  joy  infpires 

"  Yon  hap]iy  fportive  lambs? 
"  Now  fcatter'd  o'er  the  hill  they  ftray, 
"  Now  weary  of  their  gambling  play, 

"  All  fingle  out  their  dams. 

"  Inftin<5t  direfts — but  what  is  that  ? 
"  Fond  man,  thou  never  canft  fay  what : 

"  Oh  fliort  thy  fearches  fall ! 
"  By  ftumbling  chance,  and  flow  degrees, 
"  The  iifeful  arts  of  men  increafe, 

"  But  this  at  once  is  all. 

"  A  trunk  firft  floats  along  the  deep, 
"  Long  ages  ftill  improve  the  fhip, 

"  'Till  flie  commands  the  fhore, 
"  But  never  bird  improv'd  her  neft, 
"  Each  all  at  once  of  powers  pofl"eft, 

"  Which  ne'er  can  rife  to  more. 

"  Tliat  down  the  fteep  the  waters  flow, 
«  That  weight  defcends,  we  fee,  we  know, 

"  But  why,  can  ne'er  explain; 
"  Then  humbly  weighing  nature's  laws, 
"  To  God's  high  will  afcribe  the  caufe, 

"  And  own  thy  wifdom  vain. 

"  For  ftill  the  more  thou  know 'ft,  the  more 
"  Shalt  thou  the  vanity  deplore 

"  Of  all  thy  foul  can  find. 
"  This  life  a  fickly  woeful  dream, 
"  A  burial  of  the  foul  will  feem, 

"  A  palfy  of  the  mind. 

Though  knowledge  fcorns  the  peafant's  fear. 

Alas,  it  points  the  fccret  fpear 

"  Of  many  a  namelefs  woe. 

Thy  delicacy  dips  the  dart 

In  rankling  gall,  and  gives  a  fmart 

"  Beyond  what  he  can  know. 

How  happy  then  the  fimple  mind 
Of  yon  unknown  and  labouring  hindj 
"   Where  all  is  fmiling  peace  i 
No  thoughts  of  more  exalted  joy 
His  prelent  blifs  one  hour  deftroy, 
"  Nor  rob  one  moment's  eafe. 

The  ftings  neglected  merit  feels, 
'I'he  pangs  the  virtuous  man  conceals, 
"  When  crufh'd  by  wayward  fate. 

■  Thefe  are  not  found  beneath  his  roof, 
Againft  them  all  fecurely  proof, 

«'  Heaven  guards  his  humble  ftate. 

Knowledge  or  wealth  to  few  are  given, 

■  But  mark  hov.r  juft  the  ways  of  Heaven; 
"  True  joy  to  all  is  free, 

Nor  wealth  nor  knowledge  grant  the  boon. 

■  'Tis  thine,  O  confcience,  thine  alone, 
"  It  all  belongs  to  thee  ! 

Bleft  in  thy  fmiles  the  fliepherd  lives; 

Gay  is  his  morn ;  his  evening  gives 

"  Content  and  fweet  repofe 
:  Without  them — ever,  ever  cloy'd 
'  To  fage  or  chief,  one  weary  void 

"  Is  all  that  life  beftows. 

Then  would'ft  thou  mortal  rife  divinr^ 
'  Let  innocence  of  foul  be  thine, 
<»  With  adive  goodncfs  join'd; 
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«'  My  heart  fliall  then  confcfs  thee  blcft, 
"  And  ever  lively,  joyful  tafte 
"  The  pleafuresof  the  mind." 

So  fpake  the  fapc  :  my  heart  reply'd, 
"  How  poor,  how  blind  is  human  pride, 

"  All  joy  how  falfc  and  vain: 
**  But  that  from  confcious  worth  which  flows, 
*'  Which  gives  the  death-bed  fwcet  repofc, 

•'  And  hopes  an  after  reign." 

HENGIST  AND  MEY, 

A  BALLAD. 
Mac  no'vlmus  ej^e  nihil. 
In  ancient  days  when  Arthur  reign'd, 

Sir  Elmer  had  no  peer  ; 
And  no  younj^  knip;ht  m  all  the  land, 

The  ladies  lov'd  fo  dear. 
His  filler  Mey,  the  faireft  maid 

Of  all  the  virgin  train, 
Won  every  heart  at  Arthur's  court; 

But  all  their  love  was  vain. 
In  vain  they  lov'd,  in  vain  they  vow'd, 

Her  heart  they  could  not  move ; 
Yet  at  the  evening  hour  of  prayer, 

Her  mind  was  loft  in  love. 
The  abbefs  faw — the  abbefs  knew. 

And  urg'd  het  to  explain  ; 
"  O  name  the  gentle  youth  to  me, 

"  And  his  confent  I'll  gain." 

Long  urg'd,  long  tir'd,  fair  Mey  reply'd, 

"  His  name — how  can  I  fay  ? 
"  An  angel  from  the  fields  above, , 

"  Has  rapt  my  heart  away. 
*•  But  once,  alas  !  and  never  more, 

"  His  lovely  form  I  fpy'd; 
"  One  evening  by  the  founding  fliore, 

"  All  by  the  greenwood  fide. 

"  His  eyes  to  mine  the  love  confeft, 

"  That  glow'd  with  mildeft  grace ; 

"  His  courtly  mien  and  purple  veft, 
"  Befpoke  his  princely  race. 

"  But  when  he  heard  my  brother's  horn, 

"  Fall  to  his  Ihips  he  fled  ; 
"  Yet  while  I  fleep,  his  graceful  form 

"  Still  hovers  round  my  bed. 
"  Sometimes  all  clad  in  armour  bright, 

"   He  fhakes  a  warlike  lance  ; 
"  And  now  in  courtly  garments  dight, 

"  He  leads  t'ne  fprightly  dance. 

"  His  hair,  as  black  as  raven's  wing; 

'    His  fkln — as  Chriftmas  fnow  ; 
**  His  cheeks  outvie  the  blufli  of  morn, 

"  His  lips  like  rofe-buds  glow. 

"  His  limbs,  his  arms,  his  ftature,  fhap'd 

"  By  nature's  finefb  hand; 
"  His  fparkling  eyes  declar'j  him  born 

"  To  love,  and  to  command." 
The  live-long  year  fair  Mey  bemoan'J 

Her  hopelefs  pining  love  : 
But  when  the  balmy  Tpring  return'd, 

And  fummer  cloth'd  the  grove  ; 

All  round  by  pleafant  Hum^jr  fide, 
The  Saxon  banners  fiew, 


And  to  Sir  Elmer's  caftlc  gates, 
The  fpearmen  came  in  view. 

Fair  blufii'd  the  morn,  when  Mey  look'd  o'er 

The  caftle  wjlls  fo  fheen  ; 
And  lo  !  the  warlike  Saxon  youtii 

Were  fporting  on  the  green. 

There  Hengift,  OfT.i's  eldcfl  fon, 
Lean'd  on  his  burnidrd  lance, 

And  all  the  armed  youth  around, 
Obey'd  his  manly  glance. 

His  locks,  as  black  as  raven's  wing, 

Adown  his  ihoulders  flow'd  ; 
His  cheeks  outvy'd  the  blulh  of  morn, 

His  lips  like  rofe-buds  glow'd. 

And  foon  the  lovely  form  of  Mey 

Has  caught  his  piercing  eyes; 
He  gives  the  fign,  the  bauds  retire. 

While  big  with  love  he  fighs. 

"  Oh  thou,  for  whom  I  dar'd  the  feas; 

"  And  came  with  peace  or  war ! 
"  Oh,  by  that  crofs  that  veils  thy  breaft, 

"  Relieve  thy  lover's  care  ! 

"  For  thee  I'll  quit  my  father's  throne  ; 

"  With  thee  the  wilds  explore  ; 
"  Or  with  thee  fhare  the  Britifh  crown  ; 

"  With  thee  the  crofs  adore." 

Beneath  the  timorous  virgin  hlufli, 

With  love's  foft  warmth  fhe  glows  ; 

So,  blufhing  through  the  dews  of  morn, 
Appears  the  opening  rofe. 

'Twas  now  the  hour  of  morning  pray'r. 

When  men  their  fins  bewail. 
And  Elmer  heard  King  Arthur's  horn. 

Shrill  founding  through  the  dale. 

The  pearly  tears  from  Mey's  bright  eyes. 

Like  April  dew-drops  fell, 
When  with  a  parting  dear  embrace. 

Her  brother  bade  farewell. 
The  crofs  with  fparkling  diamonds  bright. 

That  veil'd  the  fnowy  breaft, 
With  prayers  to  Heaven  her  lily  hands 

Have  fix'd  on  Elmer's  veft. 

Now,  with  five  hundred  bowmen  true, 
He's  march'd  acrofs  the  jilain; 

rill  with  his  gallant  yeomandrie, 
He  join'd  King  Arthur's  train. 

Full  forty  thoufand  Saxon  fpears, 
Came  glittering  down  the  hill. 

And  with  their  fhoi.ts  and  clang  of  arms, 
The  diftant  valleys  fill. 

Old  Off.i,  dref^'d  in  Odin'«  garb, 

AlTum'd  the  hoary  god  ; 
And  Hengift,  like  the  warlike  Thor, 

Before  the  horfemcn  ro>lc. 

With  dreadful  rage  the  combat  burns. 

The  captains  fhout  amain  ; 
And  Elmer's  tall  viiilorious  loear 

Far  glances  o'er  the  plain. 

To  ftop  its  conrfc  young  Hengift  flew, 

Lik:  lightning  o'er  the  field ; 
And  foon  his  eyes  the  well-known  crofs 

On  Ehner'i  veft  beheld. 
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The  flighted  lover  fwell'd  his  breaft, 

His  eyes  (hot  living  fire ; 
And  all  his  martial  heat  before. 

To  this  was  mild  defirc. 
On  his  imagin'd  rival's  front, 

With  whirlwind  fpeed  lie  prefl-, 
And  glancing  to  the  fun,  his  fword 

Refounds  on  Elmer's  creft. 

The  foe  gave  way,  the  princely  youth 

With  heedlefs  rage  purfu'd, 
Till  trembling  in  his  cloven  helm, 

Sir  Elmer'*  javelin  flood. 

He  bow'd  his  head — flow  dropt  his  fpear ; 

The  reins  flipt  through  his  hand. 
And  ftain'd  with  blood — liis  ftately  corfe 

Lay  breathlefs  on  the  ftrand. 
"  O  bear  me  off,"  Sir  Ehner  cried  ; 

"  Before  my  painful  fight 
"  The  combat  fwims — yctHcngifl'sveft 

"  I  claim  as  vicftor's  right." 

Brave  Hengift's  fall  the  Saxons  favv. 

And  all  in  terror  fled  ; 
The  bowmen  to  his  caftle  gates 

The  brave  Sir  Elmer  led. 
«  O  wafli  my  wounds,  my  After  dear ; 

"  O  pull  this  Saxon  dart, 
"  That  whizzing  from  young  Hengifl;'s  arm 

"  Has  almoft  pierc'd  my  heart. 

"  Yet  in  my  hall  his  vefl:  fhall  bang ; 

"  And  Britons  yet  unborn, 
"  Shall  with  the  the  trophies  of  to-day 

«  Their  folemn  feafts  adorn." 

All  trembling  Mey  beheld  the  veft  ; 

"  Oh,  Merlin  !"  loud  fhe  cried; 
"  Thy  words  are  true — my  flaughter'd  love 

"  Shall  have  a  breathlefs  bride ! 
"  Oh  Elmer,  Elmer,  boaft  no  more 

"  That  low  my  Hengift  lies  I 
«'  O  Hengift,  cruel  was  thine  arm  ! 

"  My  brother  bleeds  and  dies!" 

She  fpate  —the  rofes  left  her  cheeks, 

And  life's  warm  fpirit  fled  : 
So  nipt  by  winter's  withering  blafts, 

The  fnow-drop  bows  the  head. 
Yet  parting  life  one  ftruggle  gave. 

She  lifts  her  languid  eyes ; 
"  Return  my  Hengift,  oh  return 

"  My  flaughter'd  love,"  Ihe  cries. 
•t  Oh — ftill  he  lives — he  fmiles  again, 

"  With  all  his  grace  he  moves ; 
•'  I  come — I  come  where  bow  nor  fpear 

"  Shall  more  difturb  our  loves." 
She  fpakc — flie  dy'd.    The  Saxon  dart 

Was  drawn  from  Elmer's  fide. 
And  thrice  he  call'd  his  fifter  Mey,^ 

And  thrice  he  groan'd,  and  dy'd. 

Where  in  the  dale  a  mofs-grown  crofs 

O'erftiades  an  aged  thorn. 
Sir  Elmer's  and  young  Hengift's  corfe 

Were  by  the  fpearmen  borne. 
And  there,  all  clad  in  robes  of  white. 

With  many  a  figh  and  tear. 
The  village  maids  to  Hengift's  grave 

Did  Mey's  fair  body  bear. 


And  there,  at  dawn  and  fall  of  day, 

All  from  the  neighbouring  groves. 

The  turtles  wail,  in  widow'd  notes. 
And  fing  their  haplefs  loves. 

THE  SORCERESS ; 

OR,  WOLFWOLD  AND  ULLA. 
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"  Oh,  low  he  lies  ;  his  cold  pale  cheek 

"  Lies  lifelefs  on  the  clay  ; 
"  Yet  ftruggling  hope — O  day-fpring  break, 

"  And  lead  me  on  my  way, 

"  On  Denmark's  cruel  bands,  O  Heaven! 

"  Thy  red~wing'd  vengeance  pour  ; 
"  Before  my  Wolfwold's  fpear  be  driven— 

"  O  rife  bright  morning  hour  I" 

Thus  Ulla  wail'd  the  faireft  maid 

Of  all  the  Saxon  race ; 
Thus  Ulla  wail'd,  in  nightly  fhade. 

While  tears  bedew'd  her  face. 

When  fudden  o'er  the  fir-crown'd  hill 

The  lull  orb'd  moon  arofe; 
And  o'er  the  winding  dale  fo  ftill 

Her  filver  radiance  flows. 

No  more  could  Ulla's  fearful  breaft 

Her  anxious  care  delay; 
But,  defp  with  hope  and  fear  impreft. 

She  holds  the  moonfhine  way. 

She  left  the  bower,  and  all  alone 

She  trac'd  the  dale  fo  ftill ; 
And  fought  the  cave  with  rue  o'ergrown. 

Beneath  the  fir-crown'd  hill. 

Black  knares  of  blafted  oak,  embound 

With  hemlock,  fenc'd  the  cell : 
The  dreary  mouth,  half  under  groundj 

Yawn'd  like  the  gate  of  hell. 

Soon  as  the  gloomy  den  ftie  fpy'd, 

Cold  horror  fhook  her  knee ; 
And  hear,  O  prophetefs,  fhe  cry'd, 

A  princefs  fue  to  thee. 

Aghaft  fhe  flood  !  athwart  the  air 

The  difmal  fcrcech-owl  flew ; 
The  fillet  round  lier  auburn  hair 

Alunderburft  in  two. 

Her  robe  of  fofteft  yellow  glow'd 

Beneath  the  moon's  pale  beam ; 
And  o'er  the  ground,  with  yew-boughs  ftrew'd^ 

Effus'd  a  golden  gleam. 

The  golden  gleam  the  forcerefs  fpy'd, 

As  in  her  deepeft  cell. 
At  midnight's  magic  hour  fhe  try'd 

A  tomb  o'erpowering  fj^ell. 
When  from  the  cavern's  dreary  womb 

Her  groaning  voice  arofe, 
"  O  come,  my  daughter,  fearlefs  come, 

"  And  fearlefs  tell  thy  woes." 

As  fhakes  the  bough  of  trembling  leaf. 

When  whirlwinds  fudden  rife; 
As  ftands  aghaft  the  warrior  chief, 

When  his  bale  army  flies ; 
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So  fliook,  fo  flood,  the  beauteous  maid. 

When  from  the  dreary  den 
A  wrinkled  hag  came  forth,  array'd 

In  matted  rags  obfcene. 
Around  her  brows,  with  hemlock  bound, 

Loofe  hung  her  afti  gray  hair; 
As  from  two  dreary  caves  profound 

Her  blue  flam'd  eye-balls  glare. 

Her  fkin,  of  earthy  red,  appear'd 

Clung  round  her  flioulder  bones. 
Like  withcr'd  bark,  by  lightning  fear'd, 

When  loud  the  tempeft  groans. 
A  robe  of  fqualid  green  and  blue 

Her  ghoftly  length  array'd, 
A  gaping  rent  full  to  the  view 

Her  furrow'd  ribs  betray 'd. 
"  And  tell,  my  daughter,  fearleCs  tell 

"  What  forrow  brought  thee  here  ? 
"  So  may  my  power  thy  cares  expel, 

"  And  give  thee  fwectefl  cheer. 

"  O  miftrefs  of  the  powerful  fpell, 

"  King  Edric's  daughter  fee, 
"  Northumbria  to  my  father  fell, 

"  And  forrow  fell  to  me. 
"  My  virgin  heart  Lord  Wolfwold  won  ; 

"  My  father  on  him  fmil'd 
"  Soon  as  he  gain'd  Northumbria's  throne, 

"  His  pride  the  youth  exil'd. 
"  Stern  Denmark's  ravens  o'er  the  feas 

"  Their  gloomy  black  wings  fpread, 
"  And  o'er  Northumbria's  hills  and  leas 

"  Their  dreadful  fquadrons  fped. 

"  Return  brave  Wolfwold,  Edric  cry'd, 
"  O  generous  warrior  hear, 

*'  My  daughter's  hand,  thy  willing  bride, 
"  Awaits  thy  conquering  fpear. 

"  The  banifli'd  youth  in  Scotland's  court 
"  Had  paft  the  weary  year; 

**  And  foon  he  heard  the  glad  report, 
'=  And  foon  he  grafp'd  his  fpear. 

"  He  left  the  Scottilh  dames  to  weep, 
"  And  wing'd  with  true  love  fpeed ; 

"  Nor  day  nor  night  he  ilopt  to  flcep, 
"  And  foon  he  crofs'd  the  Tweed. 

"  With  joyful  voice,  and  raptur'd  eyes, 
"  He  prefs'd  my  willing  hand  ; 

♦'  I  go,  my  fair,  my  love,  he  cries, 
"  To  guard  thy  father's  land. 

"  By  Eden's  fhore,  in  deathful  fray, 
"  The  daring  foe  we  meet; 

<=  Ere  three  fhort  days  I  truft  to  lay 
"  My  trophies  at  thy  feet. 

"  Alas,  alas,  that  time  is  o'er, 

"  And  three  long  days  befidc, 

"  Yet  not  a  word  from  Edon's  fhore 
"  Has  cheer'd  his  fearful  bride. 

*»  O  miflrefs  of  the  powerful  fpell, 
"  His  doubtful  fate  decide  ;"— 

*'  And  ceafe,  my  child,  for  all  is  well," 
The  grizly  witch  reply'd. 

Approach  my  cave,  and  where  I  place 
*'  The  magic  circle,  ftaiid 


"  And  fear  not  ouorht  of  ghaftly  face 
"  That  glidesbeneath  my  wand." 

The  grizly  witch's  powerful  charms 
Then  reach'd  the  labouring  moon, 

And  cloudlefs  at  the  dire  alarms 
She  (bed  her  brightefl  noon. 

The  pale  beam  flruggled  through  the  fhadc, 
'I'hat  black'd  the  cavern's  womb. 

And  in  the  dcepeft  nook  betray'd 
An  altar  and  a  tomb. 

Around  the  tomb,  in  myftic  lore. 
Were  forms  of  various  mien. 
And  efts,  and  foul-wing'd  ferpents,  bore 
The  altar's  bafc  oblcene. 

Eyelefs  a  huge  and  ftarv'd  toad  fat 

In  corner  murk  aloof. 
And  many  a  fnake  and  famifli'd  bat 

Clung  to  the  crevic'd  roof. 

A  fox  and  vultures  fkelctons 

A  yawning  rift  betray'd; 
And  grappling  flill  each  others  bones, 

The  llrife  of  death  difplay'd. 

"  And  now,  my  child,  the  forcerefs  faid, 

"  Lord  Wolfwold's  father's  grave 
"  To  me  fhall  render  up  the  dead, 

"  And  fend  him  to  my  cave. 
"  His  flceleton  fhall  hear  my  fpell, 

"  And  to  the  figur'd  walls 
"  His  hand  of  bone  fhall  point  and  tell 

"  What  fate  his  fon  befals." 

O  cold  down  Ulla's  fnow-likc  face 
The  trembling  fweat-drops  fell : 

And,  borne  by  fprights  of  glidmg  j    cc. 
The  corfe  approach'd  the  cell. 

And  thrice  the  witch  her  magic  wand 

Wav'd  o'er  the  fkeleton  ; 
And  flowly,  at  the  dread  command, 

Up  rofe  the  arm  of  bone. 
A  cloven  fhield,  and  broken  fpear, 

I'he  finger  wander'd  o'er, 
Then  reiled  on  a  fable  bier, 

Diftain'd  with  drops  of  gore. 
In  ghaflly  writhes,  her  mouth  fo  wide 

And  black,  the  forcerefs  throws; 
"  And  be  thofe  figns,  my  child,"  ftie  cries, 

"  Fulfill'd  on  Wolfwold's  foes. 

"  A  happier  fpell  I  now  fhall  try ; 

"  Attend,  my  child,  attend, 
"  And  mark  what  flames  from  altar  high 

"  And  lowly  floor  afcend. 
"  If  of  the  rofo's  fofteA  red 

"  The  blaze  Ihincs  forth  to  view, 
"  Then  Woh'wold  lives — but  hell  forbid 

"  The  glimmering  flame  of  blue  !" 

The  witch  then  rais'd  her  haggard  arm. 
And  wav'd  her  wand  on  high  ; 

And,  while  flie  fpoke  the  mutter'd  charm, 
Dark  lightning  hll'd  her  eye. 

Fair  Ulla's  knee  fwift  fmote  the  ground; 

Her  hands  aloft  were  fpread  ; 
And  every  joint,  as  marble  bound. 

Felt  honor's  darkefl  dread. 
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Her  lips,  ere  while  fo  like  the  rofe. 

Were  now  as  vl'let  pale, 
And,  tumbling  in  convulfive  throes, 

Expreft  o'erwhelming  ail. 

Her  eyes,  ere  while  fo  flarry  bright. 

Where  living  luftre  {hone. 
Were  now  transform' d  to  fightlefs  white, 

Like  eyes  of  lifelefs  ftone. 

And  foon  the  dreadful  fpell  was  o'er, 

And  glimmering  to  the  view. 
The  quivering  flame  rofe  through  the  floor, 

A  flame  of  ghaftly  blue. 

Behind  the  altar's  livid  fire, 

Low  from  the  inmofl  cave. 
Young  Wolfwold  rofe  in  pale  attire, 

The  veftments  of  the  grave. 

His  eye  to  UUa's  eye  he  rcar'd. 

His  cheek  was  wan  as  clay, 
And  half  cut  through  his  hand  appear'd 

That  beckon'd  her  away. 

Fair  Ulla  faw  the  woeful  {hade, 

Her  heart  ftruck  at  her  fide. 
And  burft — low  bow'd  her  liftlcfs  head. 

And  down  flie  funk,  and  dy'd. 

ALMADA  HILL, 

AN  EPISTLE  FROM  LISBON. 
ADVERTISEMENT. 

Though  no  fubjefts  are  more  proper  for  poetry 
than  thofe  which  are  founded  upon  hiftorical  re- 
trofpe(S,  the  author  of  fuch  a  poem  lies  under  very 
particular  difadvantages:  everyone  can  undeifland 
and  relifli  a  work  merely  fiditious,  defcriptive,  or 
fentimental ;  but  a  previous  acquaintance,  and  even 
intimacy,  with  the  hiftory  and  charadters  upon 
which  the  other  poem  is  founded,  is  abfolutcly  ne- 
ceffary  to  do  juftice  to  its  author.  VVithout  fuch 
previous  knowledge,  the  ideas  which  he  would 
convey  pais  unobferved,  as  in  an  unknown  tongue; 
and  the  happiefi;  allufion,  if  he  is  fortunate  enougli 
to  attain  any  thing  worthy  of  that  name,  is  unfult 
and  unfeen.  Under  thefe  difadvantages,  the  fol- 
lowing epiftle  is  prefented  to  tlie  public,  whofe 
indulgence  and  candour  the  author  has  already 
amply  experienced. 

In  the  twelfth  century,  Lifbon,  and  great  part 
of  Portugal  and  Spain,  were  in  poflelTion  o{  the 
Moors.  Alphonfo  the  firft  king  of  Portugal, 
having  gained  feveral  victories  over  that  people, 
was  laying  fiege  to  Lifbon,  when  Robert,  Duke 
cf  Gloucefter,  on  his  way  to  the  Holy  Land,  ap- 
peared upon  the  coall  of  that  kingdom.  As  the 
caufe  was  the  fame,  Robert  was  eafily  perfuadcd 
to  make  his  firft  crufade  in  Portugal.  He  de- 
rianded  that  the  flormino;  of  the  caflle  of  Lilbon, 
fiiuated  on  a  confiderable  hill,  and  whofe  ruins 
fhow  it  to  have  been  of  great  ftrength,  {hould  be 
allotted  to  him,  while  Alphonfc^  was  to  aflail  the 
walls  and  the  city.  Both  leaders  were  fuccefsful ; 
and  Alphonfo,  among  the  rewards  which  he  be- 
llowed upon  the  Englifh,  granted  to  thofe  who 
were  wounded,  or  unable  to  proceed  to  Paleftine, 
the  ra{lle  of  Almada,  and  the  adjoining  lands. 

The  river  Tagus,  below  and  oppofite  to  Lifbon, 
i"!  edged  by  fteep  grotefque  rocks,  particularly  on 
ihe  fouth  fide.    Thofe  on  the  fouth  arc  generally 


higher  and  much  more  magnificent  and  picfturefqtie 
than  the  Cliffs  of  Dover.  Upon  one  of  the  highefi 
of  thefe,  and  diredly  oppofite  to  Lifbon,  remain 
the  {lately  ruins  of  the  caille  of  Almada. 

In  December  1779,  ^^  ^^^  author  was  wander- 
ing among  thefe  ruins,  he  was  flruck  with  the 
idea,  and  formed  the  plan  of  the  following  poem  ; 
an  idea  which,  it  may  be  allowed,  was  natural  to 
the  tranflator  of  the  Lufiad ;  and  the  plun  may,  in 
fome  degree,  be  called  a  fupplemcnt  to  that  \\  ork. 

The  following  poem,  except  the  corrections  and 
a  few  lines,  was  written  iu  Portugal.  The  de- 
fcriptive parts  are  ftriftly  local.  The  fineft  pro- 
fpcdt  of  Lifbon  and  the  Tagus  (wliich  is  there 
about  four  miles  broad),  isfiom  Almada,  whith 
alfo  commands  the  adjacent  country,  from  the 
rock  of  Cintra  to  the  caille  and  city  of  Palmela, 
an  extent  of  above  fifty  miles.  This  magnificent 
view  is  completed  by  the  extenfive  opening  at  the 
mouth  of  the  Tagus.  about  ten  miles  below,  which 
difcovers  the  Atlantic  Ocean. 
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While  you,  myfriend, from  low'ringwint'ry  plains. 
Now  pale  with  fnows,  now  black  with  drizzling 

rains. 
From  leaflefs  woodlands,  and  difhonour'd  bowers 
Mantled  by  gloomy  mi{ls,  or  lalh'd  by  fhovvers 
Of  hollow  moan,  while  not  a  {Iruggling  beam 
Steals  from  the  fun  to  play  on  Ifis'  ftream; 
While  from  thefe  fcenes  by  England's  winter  fpread 
Swift  to  the  cheerful  hearth  your  Heps  are  led, 
Pieas'd  from  the  thieat'ning  tcmpeft  to  retire 
And  join  the  circle  round  the  foc'al  fire  ; 
fn  other  climes  through  fun  balk'd  fcenes  I  ftray. 
As  the  fair  landfcape  leads  my  thoughtful  way. 
As  upland  path,  oft  winding,  bids  me  rove 
Where  orange  bowers  invite,  or  olive  grove. 
No  fullen  phantoms  brooding  o'er  my  breail, 
The  genial  influence  of  the  clime  I  talle  : 
Yet  flill  regardful  of  my  native  fhore. 
In  every  fcene,  my  roaming  eyes  explore, 
Vi'hate'er  its  afpedl,  ftill  by  mem'ry  brought. 
My  fading  country  ruflies  on  my  thought. 

While  now  perhaps  the  claflic  page  you  turn, 
And  warm'd  with  honell  indignation  burn, 
Till  hopelefi,  ficklied  by  the  climate's  gloom. 
Your  generous  fears  call  forth  Britannia's  doom, 
W'hat  hoflile  fpears  her  facred  lawns  invade, 
By  friends  dcferted,  by  her  chief  betray'd. 
Low  fall'n  and  vanquifli'd  ' — I,  with  mind  ferene 
As  Lilboa's  Iky,  yet  penfive  as  the  fcene 
Around,  and  penfive  feenis  the  fcene  to  me, 
From  other  ills  my  country's  fate  forefee. 

Not  from  the  hands  that  wield  Iberia's  fpear. 
Not  from  the  hands  that  Gaul's  proud  thunders 

bear. 
Nor  tliofe  that  turn  on  Albion's  breaft  the  fword 
Feat  down  of  late  by  Albion  when  it  gor'd 
I  heir  own,  who  impious  doom  their  parents's  fall 
Beneath  the  world't  great  foe  th'  infidious  Gaul; 
Yes,  not  from  thefe  the  immedicable  wound 
Of  Albion — Other  is  the  bane  profound 
Deflin'd  alone  to  touch  her  mortal  part ; 
Herfelf  is  fick  and  poifoned  at  the  heart. 

O'er  Tago's  banks  ^^  hcre'er  I  roll  mine  ej-es 
The  gallant  deeds  of  ancient  days  arife  ; 
The  fcenes  the  Lufian  MmIcs  fond  difplay'4 
.  Before  me  oft,  as  oft  at  eve  I  Itiay'd 


POEMS, 


66i 


By  Ifis'  hallowed  ftream.     Oft  now  the  flrand 
Where  Gama  march'd  his  dcath-dcvotcJ  *  hand, 
While  Lifboa  aw'd  with  horror  faw  Iiim  fjiread 
The  daring  fails  that  firfl:  to  India  led  ; 
And  oft  Almada'scaftkd  llecp  infjiires 
The  pcnfive  nuife's  vifionary  fires ; 
Almada  Hill  to  Englifh  tneinory  dear. 
While  fhades  of  Ergliih  heroes  wander  here  I 

To  ancient  Englilh  valour  facreii  ftill 
Remains,  and  ever  Ihall,  Almada  Hill ; 
The  hill  and  lawns  to  Englifh  valour  given 
What  time  the  Arab  Moors  from  Spain  were  driven, 
Before  the  banners  of  the  crofs  fubdued, 
When  Lifboa's  towers  were  bath'd  in   Moorifh 

blood 
By  Gloflcr's  lance — Romantic  days  that  yield 
Of  gallant  deeds  a  wide  liucuriant  field 
Dear  to  the  mufe  that  loves  the  fairy  plains, 
Where  ancient  honour  wild  and  ardent  reigns. 

Where  high  o'erTago's  flood  Almada  lowrs, 
Amid  the  folenin  pomp  of  mouldering  towers, 
Supinely  feated,  wide  and  far  around 
My  eye  delighted  wanders. — Here  the  bound 
Of  fair  Europa  o'er  the  ocean  rears 
Its  weftern  edge  ;  where  dimly  difappears 
The  Atlantic  wave,  the  How  dcfcending  day 
Mild  beaming  pours  ferene  the  gentle  ray 
Of  Lufitania's  winter,  filvering  o'er 
The  tower-like  fummits  of  the  mountain  fhore; 
Dappling  the  lofty  cliffs  that  coldly  throw 
Their  fable  horrors  o'er  the  vales  below. 
Far  round  the  flately-fhoulder'd  river  bends 
its  giant  arms,  and  fea-like  wide  extends 
Its  midland  bays,  with  fertile  iflands  crown'd, 
And  lawns  for  Englilh  valour  flill  renown'd; 
Given  to  Cornwailia's  gallant  fons  of  yore, 
Cornwallia's  name  the  fmiling  paftures  bore  ; 
And  flill  their  lord  his  Englifh  lineage  boafls 
Erom  Rolland  famous  in  the  Croifade  bolls. 
Where  fea-ward  narrower  rolls  the  fliining  tide 
Through  hills  by  hills  cmbofom'd  on  each  fide, 
Monailic  walls  in  every  glen  arife 
In  coldell  white  fair  glillening  to  the  Ikies 
Amid  the  brown-brow'd  rocks;  and,  far  as  Ught, 
Proud  domes  and  villages  array'd  in  white  f 


*  The  expedition  of  Vafco  dc  Gama,  the  difco-verer 
of  the  E,e>f  Indies,  ivas  extremely  unpopular ,  as  it  ivas 
eftcemed  impraHicahle.  His  emhariation  is  f.rong'y 
marled  b^  Oforiiis  the  hijioria;!.  Gama,  before  he  tveiit 
an  board,  f pent  the  ni^^it  along  iiith  the  creivs  of  his 
fipiadron  in  the  chapel  (f  our  Lady  at  Bclcm,  on  thefpot 
■zidjere  the  noble  Gothic  church  noivfands  adjoining  the 
convent  of  St.  ferome. 

In  the  chapel  they  bound  themfAves  to  obedience  tn  Ca- 
ma,  and  devoted thcmfel'ues  to  death.  "  On  the  mxt  day 
"  ivhen  the  adiicntiirerj  marched  to  the  fhips,  the  fore 
*'  of  Belem  prcfented  one  of  the  mnjl  folemn  and  ajjeiiing 
"  fcenes  perhaps  recorded  in  hijiory.  The  beach  ivas 
"  corjeredivith  the  inhabitants  of  1/foon.  A  numerous 
"  procejfion  cf  prief.s  in  their  robes  fung  anthems,  and 
•'  offered  up  intiocations  to  Leaven.  Every  one  beheld 
"  the  adventurers  as  bi  ave  innocent  men  going  to  a  dread- 
"  fill  execution,  as  rufing  upon  certain  death^^  Intro- 
ducl.  to  the  I.ufiad. 

•}■  The  houfis  in  Portugal  are  generally  zvhitenid  on 
the  outfide,  ifhite  b:i:ig  eficsnied  as  rcpulfrjt  of  the  rays 
(if  the  fun. 


Climb  o'er  the  deeps,  and  through  the  duflcy  green 
Of  olive  groves,  and  orange  bowers  between, 
Speckled  with  glowing  red,  unnumber'd  gleam— 
And  l.ifboa  towering  o'er  the  lordly  llr«am 
Her  marble  palaces  and  temples  fpreads 
Wildly  magnific  o'er  the  loaded  heads 
Of  bending  hills,  along  whofe  high-pil'd  bafc 
The  port  capacious,  in  a  moon'd  embrace, 
Throws  her  maft-forell,  waving  on  the  gale 
The  vanes  of  every  (liore  that  hoifts  the  fail. 

Here  while  the  fun  from  Europe's  breafl  retires, 
Ix't  fancy,  roaming  as  the  Icene  infpires, 
Purfue  the  prcfent  and  the  pad  rellore, 
And  nature's  purpoie  in  her  Heps  explore. 

Nor  you,  my  friend,  admiring  Rome,  difdain 
Th'  Iberian  fields  and  Lufuanian  Spain. 
While  Italy,  obfcur'd  in  tawdry  blaze, 
A  motley,  modern  character  difplays. 
And  languid  trims  her  long  exhauiled  ftore ; 
Iberia's  lields  with  rich  and  genuine  ore 
Of  ancient  manners  woo  the  traveller's  eye; 
And  fcenes  untrac'd  in  every  landfcape  lie. 
Here  every  various  dale  with  leffons  fraught 
Calls  to  the  vv-andercr's  vifionary  thought 
M'hat  mighty  deeds  the  lofty  hills  of  Spain 
Of  old  have  witnefs'd — From  the  evening  main 
Her  mountain  tops  the  Tyrian  pilots  faw 
111  lightnings  wrapt,  and  thrill'dwith  facredawe 
Through  CJreece  the  tales  of  Gorgons,   Hydras 

fpread. 
And  Geryon  dreadful  with  the  triple  head  ; 
The  flream  of  "  Lethe,  and  the  dread  abodes 
Of  forms  gigantic,  and  infernal  gods. 
But  foon,  by  fearlefs  lull  of  gold  impell'd, 
They  min'd  the  mountain,  and  explor'd  the  field  ; 
Till  Rome  and  Carthage,  fierce  for  empire,  llrove. 
As  for  their  prey  two  famifli'd  birda  of  Jove. 
The  rapid  Durius  then  and  Boeti's  flood 
Were  dy'd  with  Roman  and  with  Punic  blood. 
While  oft  the  length'ning   plains  and  mountain 

fides 
Seem'd  moving  on,  flow  rolling  tides  on  tides, 
When  from  Pyrcne's  fummits  Airic  pour'd 
Her  armies,  and  o'er  Rome  dellruiftion  lowr'd. 

Here  while  the  youth  revolves  fome  hero's  fame, 
If  patriot  zeal  his  Britifh  breafl  inflame. 
Here  let  him  trace  the  fields  to  freedom  dear 
Where  low  in  dull  lay  Rome's  invading  fpear  ; 
Where  Viriatus  f  proudly  trampled  o'er 
Fafccs  and  Roman  eagles  lleept  in  gore  ; 
Or  where  he  fell,\\ith  honefl  laurels  crown'd, 
The  awful  vi<5lini  of  a  treacherous  wound; 
A  wound  ftiU  bath'd  in  honour's  generous  tear. 
While  freedom's  wounds  the  brave  and  good  revere; 

*  The  river  rf  Lima,  in  the  north  of  Portugal,  faiJ 
to  be  the  Lethe  of  the  ancients,  is  thus  mentioned  by  Cella- 
riusin  his  Geographia  Antiqua;  "  FabuUfs  Oblivi- 
"  cnisfuvii:f  Limaas,  ultra  Lufitanium  in  ftptentrione. 
It  runs  through  a  mof  romantic  and  becu'-ful  difriS  ; 
from  ichich  circumfance  it  probably  received  the  name  cf 
the  River  of  Oblivion,  thefrfl  Jlrangers  who  vfited  it, 
forgetting  their  native  country,  and  being  iLtUing  to  con- 
tinue on  its  banks.  The  fame  reafon  nf  forgcljulnef  it 
afribed  to  the  Lotos  by  Homer,  Odyf.  \\.  There  it 
another  Lethe  of  theamitnts  in  Africa. 

t    This  zreat  man  is  called  by  florus  the  Romulus  'f 
Spain,     What  is  hcrcfaid  of  him  is  agrcedU  l9  hfoty. 
T  I  iiij 
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Still  pouring  frefh  th'  inexpiable  (lain 

O'er  Rome's  patrician  honour  falieand  vain! 

Or  fhould  the  pride  of  bold  revolt  infpire, 
And  touch  his  bofom  with  unhallowed  lire ; 
If  merit  fpurn'd  demand  ftern  facrifice, 
O'erEv'ra's  *  fields  let  dread  Sertorius  rife, 
Dy'd  in  his  country's  blood,  in  all  the  pride 
Of  wrongs  revcng'd,  illuftrious  let  him  ride 
iinfnrin'd,  o'er  Spain,  in  vidlory's  dazzling  rays, 
Till  Rome  look  pale  beneath  the  mounting  blaze. 
But  let  the  Britilh  wanderer  through  the  dales 
Of  Ev'ra  llray,  while  midnight  tempefl  wails: 
There  as  the  hoary  villagers  relate 
Sertorius,  Sylla,  Marius,  weep  their  fate, 
Their  fpe6lres  gliding  on  the  lightning  blue, 
Oft  doom'd  their  ancient  flations  to  renew  ; 
'  Sertorius  bleeding  on  Perpenna's  knife, 
And  Marius  finking  in  ambition's  ftrife; 
Asforeft  boars  entangled  in  a  chain, 
Dragg'd  on,  as  flings  each  leader's  lage  or  pain ; 
And  each  the  furious  leader  in  his  tUrn, 
Till  now  they  lie,  a  ghaftly  wrecli  forlorn. 

And  fay, ye  trarnplers  on  your  country's  mounds, 
Say  who  fhall  fix  the  fwelling  torrent's  bounds  ? 
Or  who  fhall  fail  the  pilot  of  the  flood  ? 
Alas,  full  oft  fome  worthlefs  trunk  of  wood 
]s  whirl'd  into  the  port,  blind  fortune's  boafl, 
While  nobleft  vclTeis,  founder'd,  flrew  the  coafl ! 

If  wars  of  fairer  fame  and  old  applaufe, 
That  bear  the  title  of  our  country's  caufe 
To  humanize  barbarians,  and  to  raife 
Our  country's  prowefs,  their  afferted  praife  ; 
If  thef;  delight,  Hifpania's  dales  dilplay 
The  various  arts  and  toils  of  Roman  fw?.y. 
Here  jealous  Cato  f  laid  the  cities  wafte, 
A^nd  Julius  f  here  in  fairer  pride  rtrplac'd, 
Till  ages  faw  the  labours  of  the  plu-jgh 
By  every  river,  and  the  barren  bough 
Of  laurel  fhaded  by  the  olive's  bloom, 
And  grateful  Spain  the  flrength  of  lordly  Rome ; 
Hers  mighty  bards  |,  and  hers  the  facred  earth 
That  gave  the  world  a  friend  in  Trajan's  birth. 

When  Rome's  wide  empire,  a  luxurious  prey, 
Debas'd  in  ftlfs  refinement  nervelefs  lay, 
The  northern  hordes  on  Europe's  various  climes, 
Planted  their  ruling  virtues  and  their  crimes. 
Clolfcer'd  by  Tyber's  llream  the  flothful  flaid. 
To  Seine  and  Loire  the  gay  and  friv'lous  ibay'd 
A  fordid  group  the  Belgian  marfhes  pleas'd, 
And  Saxony's  wild  foreft  freedom  feiz'd, 
There  held  her  juries,  pois'd  the  legal  fcales  ;— 
And  Spain's  romantic  hills  and  lonely  dales 
The  penfive  lover  fought;  and  Spain  became 
The  land  of  gallantry  and  amorous  flame. 
Hail,  favour'd  clime  !  v>?hofe  lone  reireats  infpire 
The  foftefl  dreams  of  languishing  dcfire, 
Affi-dlions  trembling  with  a  glow  all  holy, 
Wildly  fublime,  and  fweetly  melancholy ; 
Till  rapt  devotion  to  the  fair,  refine 
And  bend  each  paffion  low  at  honour's  flirine. 
So  felt  the  iron  Goth  when  here  he  brought 
His  worfhip  of  the  fair  with  valour  fraught : 

*  Eiora,  nozv  £vora,  ivas  ibe  prinapal  njidence  nf 
Serf  or' us. 

f  According  to  hi/lory,  t/jis  diff'crent policy  is Jlrik'ing- 
ly  r.harailerijTif  of  ihofe  cclehraUd  namti, 

I  Lucan,  Martial,  Seneca, 


Soon  as  Iberia's  mountains  fix'd  his  home, 

He  rofe  a  charafter  unknown  to  Rome  ; 

His  manners  wildly  colour'd  as  the  flowers 

And  flaunting  plumage  of  Brazilian  bowers : 

New  to  the  world  as  thefe,  yet  poliih'd  more 

Than  e'er  the  pupil  of  the  Attic  lore 

Might  proudly  boafl.  On  man's  bold  arm  robuft 

The  tender  fair  reclines  with  fondeft  truft : 

With  nature's  finefl  touch  exulting  glows 

The  manly  breaft  which  that  fond  aid  bellows  : 

That  firfl  of  generous  joys  on  man  beflovv'd, 

In  Gothic  Spain  in  all  its  fervour  glow'd. 

Then  hlghburn'd  honour;  and  the  dread  alarms 

Of  danger  then  alTum'd  the  dearefl:  charms. 

What  for  the  fair  was  dar'd  or  fuffer'd,  bore 

A  faint-like  merit,  and  was  eft  vied  more ; 

Till  led  by  love-fick  fancy's  dazzled  flight. 

From  court    to  court  forth    roam'd   adventure's^ 

_  knight ; 
And  tilts  and  tournaments,  in  mimic  wars. 
Supplied  the  triumphs  and  the  honour'd  fears 
Of  arduous  battles  for  theii"  country  fought, 
Till  the  keen  relifh  of  the  marvellous  wrought 
All  wild  and  fever'd  and  each  peaceful  fhade, 
W  ith  batter'd  armour  deck'd,  its  knight  difplay'd. 
In  foothing  tranfport,  liftening  to  the  Arain 
Of  dwarfs  and  giants,  and  of  nionfters  flain  j 
Of  fpells  all  horror,  and  enchanters  dire, 
An.i  the  fweet  bantiuet  of  the  amorous  fire,  [thrall. 
When  knights  and  ladies   chafte,   reliev'd   from 
Holdove's  high  ho'iiday  in  bower  and  hall. 

'Twas  tlius,  all  plealing  to  the  languid  thought, 
With  magic  power  the  tales  of  magic  wrought ; 
I'ill  by  the  mules  arm'd,  in  all  the  ire 
Of  vvit,  refiftlefs  as  eleiSric  fire, 
Foi'.h  rode  La  Maiich.a's  knight;  and  fudden  fled 
Goblins  and  beauteous  nymphs,  and  pagans  dread, 
As  the  delirious  dreara  of  ficknefs  flies, 
When  health  returning  fmiies  from  vernal  fliies. 

But  turn  we  novii  from  chivalry  difeas'd. 
To  ciiivalry  when  honour's  wreath  fhe  feiz'd 
From    wifdom's    hand.— From    Taurus'    rugged 

fteep. 
And  Caucafus,  far  round  with  headlong  fweep, 
As  wolves  wild  hovi'ling  from  their  famifh'd  den, 
Rufh'd  the  devouring  bands  of  Sarazen  ; 
Their  favage  genius,  giant-like  and  blind. 
Trampling  with  fulien  joy  on  human  kind, 
AiTyria  lay  its  own  uncover'd  grave, 
And  Gallia  trembled  to  the  Atlantic  wave : 
In  awful  wafle  the  faireft  cities  moan'd, 
And  human  liberty  expiring  groan'd 
When  chivalry  arofe: — Her  ardent  eye 
Sublime,  that  fondly  mingled  with  the  fky, 
Where   patience   watch'd,   and    fledfafl   purpofe 

frewn'd, 
Mix'd  with  devotion's  fire,  fhe  darted  round, 
Stern  and  indignant ;  on  her  glittering  fhield 
The  crofs  file  bore,  and,  proudly  to  the  field. 
High  plum'd  fhe  rufh'd ;  by  honour's   dazzling 

fir'd, 
Confcious  of  Heaven's  own  caufe,  and  all  infpir'd 
By  holy  vows,  as  on  the  frowning  tower 
The  lightning  voUies,  on  the  crefled  power 
Of  Sarazen  Atc  wlng'ti  her  jav'lin's  way, 
And  the  wide-wafting  giant  proftrate  lay. 

Let  fupercilious  wifdom's  fmiling  pride 
The  paffion  wild  of  thefe  bold  day?  deride; 
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But  let  thc-humtlerfagc  with  reverence  own,    "j 
Thatfomethingfacred  glows,  of  name  unknown,  J- 
Glows  in  the  deeds  that  Heaven  deliglits  to  crown ;_) 
Something  that  boafls  an  impuUe  uncontroul'd 
By  fchool-taught  prudence,  and  its  maxims  cold. 
Fir'd  at  the  thought,  methinks  on  facred  ground 
I  tread ;  where'er  I  caft  mine  eyes  around,, 
Palmela's  hill,  *  and  Cintra's  fummits  tell 
How  the  grim  Sarazen's  dread  legions  fell ; 
Turbans  and  cymeters  in  carnage  roH'd, 
And  their  moon'd  enflgns  torn  trom  every  hold  : — 
Yes,  let  the  youth  whofe  generous  fearch  explores 
The  various  IclTons  of  Jberia's  fliores. 
Let  him  as  wandering  at  the  mufe's  hour 
Of  eve  or  morn  where  low  the  Moorifli  tow'r, 
Fall'n  from  its  rocky  height  and  tyrant  fway, 
Lies  fcatter'd  o'er  the  dale  in  fragments  gray, 
Let  him  with  joy  behold  the  hills  around 
With  olive  forells,  and  with  vineyards  crown'd, 
All  grateful  pouring  on  the  hands  that  rear 
Their  fruit,  the  fruitage  of  the  bounteous  year. 

Then  let  his  mind  to  fair  Ionia  turn, 

Alas !  how  wafle  Ionia's  landfcapes  mourn  ; 
And  thine,  O  beauteous  Greece,  amid  the  tow'rs 
Where  dreadful  flill  theTurkifh  banner  low'rs; 
Beneath  whofe  gloom,  unconfcious  of  the  flain 
That  dims  his  foul,  the  peafant  hugs  his  chain. 
And  whence  thefe  woes, debafing  human  kind.' 
Eunuchs  in  heart,  in  polifli'd  (loth  reclin'd. 
Thy  fons,  degenerate  Greece,  ignobly  bled, 
And  fair  Byzantium  bow'd  th'  impeiial  head; 
While  Tago's  iron  race,  in  dangers  deel'd, 
All  ardour,  dar'd  the  horrors  of  the  rleid. 
The  tow'rs  of  Venice  trembled  o'er  her  flood, 
And  Paris'  gates  aghaft  and  open  Hood  ; 
Low  lay  her  peers  on  Fontarabia's  f  plains: 
And   Lifooa   groan'd   beneath   ftern    Mah'met's 

chains : 
Vain  was  the  hope  the  North  might  reft   un- 

fpoil'd; 
When  ftern  Iberia's  fpirit  fierce  recoil'd. 
As  from  the  toils  the  wounded  lion  bounds, 
And  tears  the  hunters  and  the  fated  hounds; 
So  fmarting  with  his  wounds  th'  Iberian  tore, 
And  to  his  fun-fcorch'd  regions  drove  the  Moor: 
The  vengeful  Mo.ors,  as  mailiffs  on  their  prey, 
Return'd  ;  as  heavy  clouds  their  deep  array 
Blacken'd  o'er  Tago's  banks. — As  Sagres  \  l)ravcs 
And  ftems  the  furious  rage  of  Afric's  waves, 
So  brav'd,  fo  flood  the  Lufitanian  bands. 
The  fouthern  bulwark  of  Europa's  lands. 
Such  were  the  foes  by  chivalry  repell'd, 
And  fuch  the  h.onours  that  adorn'd  her  fhield. 


*  Palmela's  hill  and  Cintra's  fummits — ijre  both 
fccn  from  Alniada,  and  ivere  principal  furts  of  the 
JMoors.  They  -wer^flormtd  iy  Alphonfo  the  Firjl,  about 
the  iime  of  the  conqucfl  of  Lfhoii. 

f  The  irruption  of  the  Mahowmedjns  into  Europe 
£arje  rife  to  that  f pedes  of  poetry  called  Romavce.  The 
Orlando  Furiofa  is  founded  upon  the  in-vafwi:  nf  France, 

When  Charlemaigne  with  all  his  peerage  fell 
By  Fontarabia 

MlI-TON. 

\  The  promontory  of  Sagrez,  ivhere  Henry  Duke  of 
Vifro  I  eftded  and  efablipcd  his  naval  fhoo/,  is  en  the 
fouthern p>art  rf  Portugal  oppoftte  to  Africa. 


} 


And  aik  what  Chriftian  Europe  owes  the  high 

And  ardent  foul  of  gallant  chivalry, 

Afk,  and  let  Turkifh  Europe's  groans  reply!      _ 

As  through  the  picftur'd  abbey  window  gleams 
The  evening  fun,  with  bold  though  fading  btami, 
.>()  through  the  reverend  fliade  of  ancient  <lays, 
(Jleani  thefe  bold  deeds  with  dim  yet  golden  rays. 
But  let  not  glowing  fancy  as  it  warms 
O'er  thefe,  high  honour's  youthful  pride  in  arms, 
I'crget  the  ilern  ambition,  and  the  worth 
Of  minds  mature,  by  patriot  kings  call'd  forth; 
That  worth  which  rous'd  the  nation  to  explore, 
Old  ocean's  wildefl,  waves  and  farthcft  fhore. 

By  human  eye  untcnipted,  uncxplor'd. 
An  awfi;l  folitude,  old  ocean  roar'd: 
As  to  the  fearful  dove's  impatient  eye. 
Appears  the  height  untry'd  of  upper  fky; 
So  feem'd  the  laft  dim  wave,  in  boundlefs  fpace 
hivolv'd  and  lofl,  v.  hen  Tago's  gallant  race, 
As  eagles  fixing  on  the  fun  their  eyes 
Through  gulfsunknov/n  explor'd  the  morningflcies; 
And  taught  the  wondering  world  the  grand  defign 
Of  parent  Heaven,  that  fhore  to  fhore  fhould  join 
In  bands  of  mutual  aid,  from  flcy  to  fky. 
And  ocean's  wildefl  waves  the  chain  fupply. 

And  here,  my  friend,  how  many  a  trophy  woes; 
The  Briton's  earned  eye,  and  Britifhmufe'! 
Here  bids  the  youthful  trav'Uer's  care  forego, 
The  arts  of  elegance  and  polifli'd  fhow  ; 
Bids  other  arts  his  nobler  thoughts  engage 
And  wake  to  higheft  aim  his  patriot  rage  ; 
Thofe  arts  which  rais'd  that  race  of  men,  wli* 

fhonc 
The  heroes  of  their  age  on  Lifboa's  throne. 
What  mighty  deeds  in  filial  order  flow'd, 
While  each  ilill  brighter  than  its  parent  glow'd. 
Till  Henry's  nai*al  fchool  its  heroes  pour'd 
From  pole  to  pole,  wiftrever  ocean  roar"d! 
Columbus,  Gama,  and  A'lagellan's  name. 
Its  dcathlefs  boafl ;  and  all  of  later  fame 
Its  offspring — kindling  o'er  the  view  the  mufc 
The  naval  pride  of  thofe  bright  days  reviewsi 
Sees  Gama's  fails,  that  firfl  to  India  bore. 
In  awful  hope  evanifh  from  the  fliore  ; 
Sees  fjom  the  filken  regions  of  the  mom 
What  fleets  of  gay  triumphant  vanes  return ! 
What  herotrs,  plum'dwith  conqueft,  proudly  bring 
The  eaftirn  fceptres  to  the  Lulian  king  I 
When  fudden,  rifing  on  the  evening  gale, 
Methinks  I  hear  the  oceans  murmurs  wail. 
And  every  breeze  repeat  the  woeful  tale. 
How     bow'd,    how    fell    proud    Lilboa's   naval 
throne—  [on ! 

Ah  Heaven,  how  cold  the  bodding  thoughts  ruDl 
Methinks  I  hear  the  (hades  that  hover  round 
Of  Englifli  heroes  heave  the  figh  profound, 
Prophetic  of  the  kindred  fate  that  lowers. 
O'er  Albion's  fleets  and  I^ondon's  proudeft  towers. 

Broad  was  the  firm-bas'd  ftrudlure  and  fublime. 
That  Gama  fondly  rear'd  on  India's  clime  : 
On  ju(tice  and  benevolence  he  plac'd 
Its  ponderous  weight,  and  warlike  trophies  grac'd 
Its  mounting  turrets;  and  o'er  Afia  wide 
Great  Albuquerk  *  renown'd  its  generous  pride. 

•  Albuquerk,  Sampayo,  Nunin,  Cnf.rt,  are  dif- 
tinguijhed  charailers  in  the  l^ufiad,  and  in  tht  li'Jory 
of  Fortuguefc  AJia. 
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The  injur'd  native  fought  its  friendly  fhade, 
And  India's  princes  bieft  its  powerful  aid  :  . 
Till  from  corrupted  paffion's  bafeft  hour 
Rofe  the  dread  demon  of  tyrannic  power. 
Sampayo's  heart,  where  dauntlefs  valour  reign'd, 
And  counfel  deep,  Ihe  feiz'd  and  foul  profan'd. 
Then  the  ftraight  road  where  facred  juftice  leads, 
Where  for  its  plighted  compaiS  honour  bleeds, 
Was  left,  and  holy  patriot  zeal  gave  place 
To  luft  of  gold  and  feif-devotion  bafe  : 
Deceitful  art  the  chief's  fole  guide  became. 
And  breach  of  faith  was  wifdom  ;  flaughter,  fame. 
Yet  though  from  far  his  hawk  eye  mark'd  its  prey. 
Soon  through  the  rocks  that   croft   his  crooked 

way, 
As  a  toil'd  bull,  fiercely  he  ftumbled  on. 
Till  low  he  lay  difhoncur'd  and  o'erthrown. 

Others,  without  his  valour  or  his  art. 
With  all  his  interefted  rage  of  heart, 
Tollow'd,  as  blighting  mills  on  Gama's  toil. 
And  undermin'd  and  rend  the  mighty  pile ; 
Convulfions  dread  its  deep  foundations  tore, 
Its  bending  head  the  fcath  of  lightning  bore  ; 
Its  falling  turrets  defolation  fpread  ; 
And  from  its  faithlefs  fhade  in  horror  fled 
The  native  tribes — yet  not  at  once  fubdu'd  ; 
Its  priltine  ftrength  long  ftorms  on  ftorms  with- 

flood; 
A  Nunio's  juflice,  and  a  Caflro's  fvvord. 
Oft  rais'd  its  turrets,  and  its  dread  reftor'd. 
Yet,  like  the  funfhine  of  a  winter  day 
On  Norway's  coall,  foon  died  the  tranfient  ray. 
A  tyrant  race  who  own'd  no  country*,  came. 
Deep  to  entrench  themfelves,  their  only  aim  ; 
With  luft  of  rapine  fever'd  and  athirft. 
With  tl;ie  unhallow'd  rage  of  game  accurft  ; 
Againft  each  fpring  of  adion,  on  the  breaft 
Forwifeft  ends,  by  nature's  hand  impreft, 
Stern  war  they  wag'd;  and  blindly  ween'd,  alone 
Oil  brutal  dread,  to  fix  their  cruel  throne. 
The  wife  and  good,  with  indignation  fir'd, 
Silent  from  their  unhallow'd  board  retir'd  ; 
The  bafe  and  cunning  ftaid,  and,  flaves  avow'd, 
Submifs  to  every  infult  fmiling  bow'd. 
Yet  while  they  frail'd  and  bow'd  the  abjecl  head, 
In  chains  unfelt  their  tyrant  lords  they  led; 
Their  avarice,  watching  as  a'bird  of  prey, 
O'er  every  weakncfs,  o'er  each  vice  held  fway ; 
Till  fccret  art  afTum'dthe  thwarting  face, 
And  diiilate  bold  ;  and  ruin  and  difgrace 
Clos'd  the  unworthy  fcene.     Now  trampled  low 
Beneath  the  injur'd  native,  and  the  foe 
From  Belgia  lur'd  by  India's  coftly  prey. 
Thy  glorious  ftrufture,  Gama,  proftrate  lay, 
And  lies  in  defolated  awful  gloom. 
Dread  and  inftrudtive  as  a  ruin'd  tomb. 

Nor  lefs  on  Tago's  than  on  India's  coaft 
Was  ancient  Lufian  virtue  ftain'd  and  loft : 
On  Tago's  banks,  heroic  ardour's  foes, 
A  foft,  luxurious,  tinfel'd  race,  arofe ; 

*  Before  the  total  declenfioii  of  the  Portiiguef  in  Afia ; 
and  ivhik  they  luere  fubjcii  lo  Spain,  the  principal  peo- 
ple, fay.f  the  hijhrian  Faria,  ivho  ivere  mofh  a  mixed 
race  born  in  India, lajl  all offcSiion  for  the  mother  country, 
nor  had  any  rei^ardfor  any  of  the  pro-uinces  ivhere  they 
•were  only  the  fans  of  Jlrangers  ;  and  prsjcnt  cmohwrunt 
iftame  thiirfok  ohjeiL 


Of  lofty  boaftful  look  and  pompous  fhow, 
Triumphant  tyrants  o'er  the  weak  and  low : 
Yet  wildly  ftarting  from  the  gaming  board 
At  every  diftant  brandifti  of  the  fword ; 
Already  conquer'd  by  uncertain  dread. 
Imploring  peace  with  feeble  hands  outfpread ;— • 
Such  peace  as  trembling  fuppliants  ftill  obtain. 
Such  peace  they  found  beneath  the  yoke  of  Spain  ; 
And  the  v/ide  empires  of  the  eaft  no  more 
Pour'd  their  redundant  horns  on  Lifboa's  fhore. 

Alas,  my  friend,  how  vain  the  faireft  boaft 
Of  human  pride  !  how  foon  is  empire  loft  ! 
The  pile  by  ages  rcar'd  to  awe  the  world. 
By  one  degeneratt;  race  to  ruin  hurl'd  ! 
And  fliall  the  Briton  view  that  downward  race 
With  eye  unmov'd,  and  no  fad  likenefs  trace  ! 
Ah  Heaven  !  in  every  fcene,  by  memory  brought. 
My  fading  country  rufhes  on  my  though;:. 

From  Lifboa  now  the  frequent  vefpet  bell 
Vibrates  o'er  Tago's  ftream  with  folemn  knell. 
Turn'd  by  the  call  my  penfive  eye  furveys 
That  mighty  fcene  of  hift'ry's  fliame  and  praife. 
Methinks  1  hear  the  yells  of  horror  rife 
From  flaughter'd  thoufands  fhrieking  *  to  the  fkies. 
As  fadllous  rage  or  blinded  zeal  of  yore        [gore. 
Roll'd  their  dire  chariot  wheels  though  ftreams  of 
Now  throbs  of  other  glow  my  foul  employ ; 
I  hear  the  triumph  of  a  nation's  joy  f , 
From  bondage  refcu'd  and  the  foreign  fword. 
And  independence  and  the  throne  reftor'd  ! 

Hark,  what  low  found  from  Cintra  rock  !  the 

air 

Trembles  with  horror  ;  fainting  lightnings  glare : 

Shrill  crows  the  cock,  the  dogs  give  difmal  yell ; 

And  with  the  whirlwind's  roar  full  comes  the 

fwell ; 
Convulfive  ftaggers  rock  th'  eternal  ground. 
And  heave  the  I'agus  from  his  bed  profound  ; 
A  dark  red  cloud  the  towers  of  Lilboa  veils  ; 
Ah  Heaven,  what  dreadful  groan  !  the  rifmg  gales 
Bright  light ;  and  Lifboa  fmoaking  in  the  dull 
Lies  fall'n. — The  wide-fpread  ruins,  ftill  auguft, 
Still  fliow  the  footfteps  where  the  dreadful  God 
Of  earthquake,  cloth'd  in  howling  darknefs,  trod  ; 

*  Befides  the  total  flaughter  of  the  Moors  at  the 
taking  of  Lifhon,  other  inajjacres  have  bathed  the  fircets 
of  that  city  in  blood.  King  Fernando,  fur  named  ths 
Carelefs,  ivas  driven  from  Lifoon  by  a  bloody  infurrec- 
into,  headed  by  one  V elafque-z  a  taylur.  Some  time 
after,  on   the    death  of  Fernando,   Adeyra,  the  i^ieen''s 

favourite,  ivas  flabhed  in  her  prefence,  the  Bijbup  of 
Lilban  ivas  throivnfrom  the  lo-cer  of  his  oivn  cathedral, 
and  the  majjfacre  of  all  the  i^een's  adherents  became 
ireneral ;  and  many  ivere  murd.'red  under  that  pretence, 
by  thofe  ivho  had  an  enmity  againfl  them.  In  I505,  be- 
tiveen  tivo  and  three  thoifand  feivs  ivere  maffacrcd  in 
Lifbon  in  the  fpace  of  three  djys,  and  many  Chriflians 
ivere  alfo  murdered  by   their  private  enemies  under   a 

ftmitar  pretence  that  they  lujrc  of  the  Hebreiu  race. 
Thufands  flocked  in  from  the  country  to  afjifl  in  their  lie- 

flruBion,    and  the  creivs   of  fame  French   and  Butch 

foips  then  in  the  river,  fays  Oforius,  loere  particularly 
aSiive  in  murdering  and  plundering^ 

j-  IVhen  the  Spanif  yoke  ivas  thrown  off,  and  the 
Duke  of  Braganza  afcended  the  throne  under  the  title  if 
John  IV.  "This  is  one  of  the  mofl  remarkable  events  in 
hiflory^  ajid  dees  tije  Portugnf  nation  infr.ite  honour. 
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Where  mid  foul  weeJsfhe  heaps  of  marble  tell 
From  what  proud  iieight  the  fpacious  temples  fell; 
And  penury  and  llotli  of  fqualid  mien 
Beneath  the  rooflefs  palace  walls  *  are  fcen 
In  favage  hovels,  where  tlie  tap'ftried  floor 
Was  trod  hy  nobles  and  by  kings  before  ; 
How  like,  alas,  her  Indian  empire's  Hate ! 
How  like  the  city's  and  the  nation's  fate  ! 
Yet  time  points  forward  to  a  brighter  day  ; 
Points  to  the  domes  that  ftretch  their  fair  array 
Through  the  brown  ruins,  lifting  to  the  fky 
A  loftier  brow  and  mien  of  promife  high  ; 
Points  to  the  river-fliore  where  wide  and  grand 
The  corrts  of  commerce  and  her  walks  expand, 
As  an  imperial  palace  f  uo  retain 
The  univcrfal  queen,  and  fix  her  reign  ; 
Where  pleas'd  flic  hears  the  groaning  oar  refound; 
By  magazines  and  arfenals  mounded  round. 
Whofe  yet  unfinilb'd  grandeur  proudly  boafls 
The  faireil  hope  of  either  India's  coafts, 
And  bids  the  mufe's  eye  in  vdion  roam 
Through  mighty  fcenes  in  ages  long  to  come. 

Forgive,   fair  Thames,  the  fong  of  truth  that 
pays 
To  Tago's  emprefs-flream  fuperior  praife  ; 
O'er  every  vauntful  river  be  it  thine 
To  boaft  the  guardian  fliicld  of  laws  divine; 
But  yield  to  'I'agus  all  thefovereign  flate 
By  nature's  gift  befl:ow'd  and  partial  fate, 
The  fca-like  port  and  central  fvvay  to  pour 
Her  fleets,  by  happiell  courie,  on  every  fhore. 

When  from  the  fleep  of  ages  dark  and  dead, 
Thy  genius,  commerce,  rear'd  her  infant  head, 
Her  cradle  bland  on  Tago'y  lap  {he  chofe, 
And  foon  to  wandering  childhood  fprightly  rofe  , 
And  when  to  green  and  youthful  vigour  grown 
On  Tago's  breail  fhe  fix'd  her  central  throne  ; 
Far  from  the  hurricane's  refiftlefs  fweep 
That  tears  with  thundering  rage  the  Carib  deep  ; 
Far  from  the  foul-wlng'd  winter  that  deforms 
And  roils  the  northern  main  with  ilorms  onllorms; 
Beneath  falubrious  ikies,  to  fummer  gales 
fjhe  gives  the  ventrous  and  returning  fails: 
The  fmiling  ifles,  nam'd  Fortunate  of  old, 
Firft  on  her  ocean's  bofom  fair  unfold; 
Thy  world,  Columbus,  fpreads  its  various  breaft, 
Proud  to  be  firft  by  Liiboa's  waves  careft ; 
And  Afric  wooes  aild  leads  her  eafy  way 
To  the  fair  regions  of  the  rifing  day. 
If  Turkey's  drugs  invite  or  filken  pride, 
Thy  ftraits,  Alcides,  give  the  ready  tide  ; 
And  turn  the  prow,  and  foon  each  fhore  expands 
From  Gallia's  coaft  to  Europe's  northern  lands. 


*  This  dffcripi'wn  is  liternlly  jiij}.  IVhcjle  families, 
cf  all  ages,  are  every  ivhere  feen  among  the  ruins,  the 
only  corji:ring  of  their  habitat'wns  being  ragged  fragments 
<f  fail  cloth  ;  and  their  common  bed  dirty  fraiv.  The 
magnif.cerit  and  extenfroe  ruins  of  the  palace  of  Bragan- 
sa  contain  feveral  hundreds  of  thefe  idle  people,  tnuch 
mere  ivretched  in  their  appearance  than  the  gypf'es  of 
England. 

f  The  Praga  de  commercio,  or  forum  of  Commerce, 
is  one  cf  the  largaf  and  mojl  magnificent  fquares  in 
I.urop".  Three  fides  confjl  of  the  Exchange  and  the 
public  ofliccs  ;  the  fourth  is  formed  b^  the  TaguSfirhich 
is  here  edged  by  en  extenfiv:  and  noble  zibj'f^  built  of 
icsrfe  mariL\ 


When  Heaven  decreed  low  to  duA  to  bring 
That  lofty  oak  *,  AiTyria's  boaftful  king. 
Deep,  faid  the  angel  voice,  the  roots  fecurc 
With  bands  ofbrafs,  and  let  the  life  endure, 
i'or  yet  his  head  ihall  rife — And  deep  remain 
The  living  roots  of  Liflioa's  ancient  reign  ; 
Deep  in  the  callel'd  ifles  on  Afia's  ftrand, 
And  firm  in  fair  Brazilia's  wealthy  land. 
And  lay,  while  agts  roll  their  kngth'ning  train, 
Shall  nature's  gifts  to  I'agus  ftil!  prove  vain, 
An  idle  waftc  ! — A  dawn  of  brightell  ray 
Has  boldly  promis'd  the  returning  day 
Cf  L.ifboa's  honours,  fairer  than  her  prime 
I, oft  by  a  rude  unletter'd  age's  crime — 
Now  heaven-taught  fcience  and  her  liberal  band 
Of  arts,  and  diiftates  by  experience  plarjn'd, 
Beneath  the  fmiles  of  a  benignant  que:n 
Boall  the  fair  opening  of  a  reign  -f-  fercne. 

Of  omen  high. vnd  Cumoen  s  glioll  no  more 

Wails  the  negletftcd  mufe  on  Tago's  fliore; 
No  more  his  tears  the  barbarous  age  {  uphraid 
His  griefs  and  wrongs  all  footh'd,  iiis  happy  Ihadc 
liehcld  th'  Ulyfles  §  of  his  age  return 
i  o  Tago's  banks ;  and  earneft  to  adorn 
I'he  hero's  brows,  he  wav':'s  the  jr.lyfian  crown, 
What  time  the  letter'd  chiefs  of  old  renown, 
And  patriot  heroes,  in  the  K-lyiian  bowers 
Shall  hail  Braganza     of  the  fair  ft  flowers 
i)i  Helicon,  entwin'd  with  laurel  leaves 
from  Maxen  field,  the  deathleis  v/reath  he  wavej ; 


*   See  Daniel,  C    iv. 

•)■  Alludes  to  the  ejlablifement  of  the  Royal  Academy 
if  Lifhon  in  f'-dy  1 7  So,  under  the  prefidency  of  the 
moft  illtfirious  Prince  Don  John  of  Braganza,  Dule  of 
Lafocns,  '^c.  '^c.  ^3c.  The  ai:thor  -was  prcfent  at 
the  ceremony  of  its  commencement,  and  had  the  honour  i» 
be  admitted  a  7ntmber. 

\  Camoens  the  firf  poet  of  Portugal,  publifhei  bit 
Lifitid  dt  a  time  of  the  deepejl  declenfion  of  public  virtue^ 
ivhcn  the  Portugnrfj  empire  in  India  ivas  falling  into 
rapid deca\,  ivhen  literature  "was  totally  neglctdcd,  and 
all  ivas  luxury  and  imbecility  at  home.  At  the  end  of 
Boois  V.  and  VII.  of  bis  Luftad,  he  fever  ely  upbraidr 
the  nobility  for  their  barbarous  ignorance.  He  died  ne^ 
gleBed  in  a  ivorkhoufe,  a  fetu  months  before  his  country 
fell  under  the  yohe  of  Philip  II.  of  Spain,  tu b of e policy 
in  Purturral  tvas  of  the  fame  kind  luitb  that  ivbicb  be 
exercifcd  in  the  Netherlands,  endeavouring  to  fecure  fub- 
m'Jfion  bvfe-Jcrity,  iviththe  •view  of  reducing  them  beneath 
the  poffibiiity  of  a  fucecfsful  revolt. 

§  This  title  is  given  by  the  Portugufe  hiflorians  t» 
Don  John,  one  of  the  younger  fans  of  'John  I.  of  Portu.» 
Tal,  ivho  haJ  vifited  every  court  of  Europe.  The  fame 
title  is  no  lefs  due  to  the  prefent  illufrious  defcendant  of  bis 
family,  the  Duke  of  Lafoens.  His  Grace,  ivho  has 
within  thefe feiv  years  returned  to  his  native  country,  ivat 
about  tiventy-tiuo  years  abfent  from  it.  During  th:  tale 
ivar,  he  ivas  a  volunteer  in  the  army  of  the  Emprfs 
'^  iieen ,  in  ivhich  he  frved  as  lieutenant-general,  and 
particularly  difltnguijhed  himfelf  at  the  battle  of  Maxen, 
ivhere  the  Pruffians  ivere  defeated.  After  the  peace, 
he  not  only  vifited  every  court  of  Europe,  mo/1  of  ■whofe 
languages  he  fpeaks  fluently,  but  a !fo  travelled  to  Turkey 
and  E^ypt,  and  even  to  Lapland.  His  Grace  is  no  I  ft 
dijiingiiijked by  his  tafefor  the  Belles  I/Cttrcs,  tbjnf»r 
his  txtenfive  knoivlcd^e  of  hiHory  andfimce. 
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Anxious  alone,  nor  be  his  vows  in  vain  ! 
That  long  his  toil  unfinifh'd  may  remain  ! 

The  view  how  grateful  to  the  liberal  mind, 
"Whofe  glow  of  heart  embraces  human  kind, 
To  fee  a  nation  rife  !   But  ah.  my  friend, 
How  dire  the  pangs  to  mark  our  own  d-fcend ! 
With  ample  powers  from  ruin  ftiU  to  fave, 
Yet  as  a  veffel  on  the  furious  wave,  [toll, 

Through  fimken   rocks  and  rav'nous  whirlpools 
Each  power  to  fave  in  counter-adlion  loft, 
'where,  while   combining  florms  the  decks  o'er- 

whtlm, 
Timidity  flow  faulsers  at  the  helm. 
The  crew,  in  mutiny,  from  every  maft 
Tearing  its  flrength,  and  yielding  to  the  blaft; 
By  factions  ftern  and  gloomy  luft  of  change, 
And  fclfifli  rage  infpir'd  and  dark  revenge— 
Nor  ween,  my  friend,  that  favouring  fate  fore- 
bodes 
That  Albion's  ffate,  the  toil  of  demigods. 
From  ancient  manners  pure,  througli  ages  long, 
/tn<l  from  unmimber'd  friendly  afpe(5ls  fprung ; 
Wlien  poifon'd  at  the  heart  its  foul  expires, 
Sha!!  e'er  again  refume  its  generous  fires: 
No  future  day  may  fuch  fair  frame  reftore; 
When  Albion  falls,  fhe  falls  to  rife  no  more. 


STANZAS. 


ADDRESSED    TO    A 


VOUNG    LADY    STUWOUS 
BOTANT. 


Say,  gentle  lady  of  the  bower, 

For  thou,  though  young,  art  wife. 

And  known  to  thee  is  every  flower 
Beneath  our  milder  fkies  ; 

Say,  which  the  plant  of  modefl  dye. 

And  lovely  mien  combin'd, 
That  fitteft  to  the  penfive  eye 

Difplays  the  virtuous  mind. 

I  fought  the  groves  where  innocence 
Methought  might  long  refide  ; 

But  April's  bloffom's  banifh'd  thence. 
Gave  fumnier,  Flora's  pride. 

T  fought  the  garden's  boafled  haunt. 

But  on  the  gay  partere 
Carnations  glow,  and  tulips  flaunt. 

No  humble  flow 'ret  there. 

The  flower  you  feek,  the  nymph  replies. 
Has  bow'd  the  languid  head ; 

For  on  its  bloom  the  blazing  fkies 
Their  fultry  rage  have  flied. 

*Ti9  now  the  downward  vi^ithering  day, 

Of  winter's  dull  prefige. 
That  fceks  not  where  the  dog-flars  ray, 

Has  filed  his  ficrceft  rage. 

Yet  fearch  yon  fhade    obfcure  forlorn 
Where  rude  the  bramble  grows; 

There,  Ihaded  by  the  himibie  thorn, 
The  lingering  primrofe  blows. 


SACRED  TO  THE  HEIRS  OF  • 


CARTLE, 


Oh  thou  whofe  hopes  thefe  fair  domains  infpire. 
The  awful  lelTou  here  beflow'd  attend, 


With  penfive  eve  here  let.thy  fleps  retire. 

What  time  rapt  fancy's  fhadowy  forms  defccnd. 

I-fark  !  from  yon  hall  as  headlong  wafte  purveys. 
What  Bacclianalian  revels  loud  refound. 

With  feflive  fires  the  midnight  windows  blaze. 
And  fever'd  tumult  reels  his  giddy  round. 

'Tis  paft — the  manfion  owns  another  lord, 
The  oufted  heir  fo  riotous  ere  while, 

Now  fits  a  fuppliant  at  his  wonted  board, 
Infulted  by  the  bafe-born  menial's  fmile. 

By  the  bafe  menials  taunted  from  the  door. 

With  anguifh'd  heart  refiftlefs  of  his  woe, 
Forlorn  he  llrays  tliofe  lavi/ns,  his  own  no  more, 

Unknowing  where,  on  trembling  knees  and  flow. 
'Till  here  beneath  an  aged  elm's  bleak  fhade, 

Fainting  he  finks — Ah  !  let  thy  mind  defcry. 
On  the  cold  turf  how  low  his  humbled  head, 

On  yon  fair  dome  how  fix'd  his  ghaftly  eye. 

By  his  mad  revels,  by  his  lafl  heart-figh. 

Oh  thou  of  ihefe  proud  towers  the  promis'd  heir. 

By  every  manly  virtue's  holy  tie. 

By  honour's  faireil  bloom,  Oh  fortune's  child, 
bev/are  ! 

FRAGMENT. 

Teli  me  gentle  echo,  tell. 

Where  and  how  my  lover  fell  ? 

On  the  cold  grafs  did  he  lie, 

Crown'd  with  laurels  did  he  die  ? 

Echo  twice  gave  fwift  reply,  [die. 

Crown'd  with  laurels,  crown'd  with  laurels,  he  did 

His  fnow-white  breaft  was  flain'd  with  gore, 
A  cruel  fvvord  his  bofom  tore. 
Say  with  his  parting  vital  flame, 
Did  he  figh  Ophelia's  name. 
Was  he  conltant  ftill  the  fame  ? 
Echo  figh'd  Ophelia's  name. 

When  in  honour's  bed  he  lay. 
And  breath'd  his  gallant  foul  away, 
Ye  gentler  Ipirits  of  the  air. 
Why  was  not  Ophelia  there  ? 
Echo  anfwer'd  her  defpair, 
Why  was  not  Ophelia  there  ? 

While  the  full  moon's  paly  ray 
Sleeping  on  the  hill  fide  lay. 
Thus  to  echo,  through  the  gladc, 
Tlie  lovely  maniac  talk'd  and  flray'd  ; 
Straight  on  fancy's  wild  wings  borne. 
By  the  glimpfe  of  opening  morn. 
She  faw — or  thought  fhe  faw,  hei  love 
Lie  bleeding  »  *  *  *  • 

FRAGMENT. 

Come  gentle  peace  on  every  breathing  gale, 
O  come  and  guard  the  Cumbers  of  the  vale, 
Awake  gay  mirtli  and  glee,  with  playful  wile. 
Wake  with   the  morn,  and  o'er  the  landfcapc 
fmile. 

STANZAS 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF    THE  PRINCESS  DOWAGER  »» 
WALES. 

Aspeks'd  by  malice  and  unmanly  rage, 
Difgraccful  llamp  to  this  flagitious  age, 
5 


POEMS. 


In  confcioas  Innocence  fecur'd  from  blame, 
She  figh'd — but  only  figh'd  o'er  Britain's  fliame  ; 
She  faw  her  children  throng  their  early  tomb, 
Difeafe,  flow-wafting,  fade  her  Glofters'  bloom; 
She  faw — but  death  appear'd  a  friendly  gueft, 
His  arrow  pointing  to  the  realms  of  rcil ! 
Calmly  (he  views  him,  dauntlefs  and  refign'd, 
Yet  drops  one  tear  for  thole  fhe  leaves  behind. 

Warm  from  the  heart  thefe  honeft  numbers  flow, 
Which  honour,  truth,  and  gratitude,  bellow. 

EPITAPH  ON  MR.  MORTIMER. 

O'er  Angelo's  proud  tomb  no  tear  vi^as  (hed  ; 
Pleas'd  was  each  mufe,  for  full  his  honours  fpread; 
To  bear  his  genius  t«  its  utmoft  fliore, 
The  length  of  human  days  could  give  no  more. 

Oh  Mortimer,  o'er  thy  untimely  urn 
The  art*  and  all  the  gentle  mufes  mourn  ; 
And  fliades  of  Englilh  heroes  gliding  by. 
Heave  o'er  thy  fhriae  the  languid  hopelefs  figh! 
Thine  all  the  breathing  rage  of  bold  defign. 
And  all  the  poetry  of  painting  thine  ; 
Oh,  long  had  tliy  meridian  fun  to  blaze  ! 
And  onv.'drd  hov'ring  in  its  magic  rays. 
What  vifions  rofe  ! — Fair  England's  patriots  old, 
Monarchs  of  proudeft  fame,  and  barons  bold, 
In  the  fir'd  moments  of  their  braveit  llrife, 
Burfting  beneath  thy  hand  again  to  life  ! 
So  fhone  thy  noon — when  one  dim  void  profound, 
Rufh'd  on,  and  fhapelefs  darknefs  clos'd  around. 
Alas !  while  ghofts  of  heroes  round  thy  tomb, 
Robb'd  of  their  hope,  bewail  the  artift's  doom  ; 
Thy  friend,  Oh  Mortimer,  in  grief  fincere, 
Fours  o'er  the  man  fad  memory's  filent  tear ; 
And  in  the  fond  remembrance  of  thy  heart, 
Forgets  the  honours  of  thy  woud'rous  art. 


MEMORY  OF  COM.  GEO.  JOHNSTONE. 

Through  life's  tcmpeftuousfea  to  thee  'twas  given 
Thy  courfe  to  fteer,  yet  ftill  prefer v'd  by  Heaven; 
As  childhood  clos'd,  thy  ceafelefs  toils  began, 
And  toils  and  dangers  ripen'd  thee  to  man  : 
Thy  country's  cauJfe  thy  ardent  youth  infpir'd. 
Thy  ripen'd  years  thy  country's  dangers  iir'd  ; 
All  life  to  trace  the  councils  of  the  foe. 
All  zealous  life  to  ward  the  lifted  blow  *. 

When  dubious  peace,  in  gilded  clor.ds  array'd, 
Fair  o'er  Britannia  threw  her  painted  (hade, 
Thy  a<Sive  mind  illiberal  eafe  difdain'd  ; 
Forth  burft  the  fenator  unaw'd,  unftain'd  ! 
By  private  aim  unwrapt  as  generous  youth. 
Thy  ear  ftill  liftening  to  the  voice  of  truth, 

*  The  Comixodore  ivas  remarkably  happy  in  procur- 
ing intelligenie.  Hefcnt  thefirjl  notice  of  the  Rpanljh  de- 
claration oj  ivar  in  1 :6l  to  Ad.uiral  Rodney,  the:i  com- 
manding in  the  Weji  Indies ;  in  coufequence  cf -which  the 
Havannah  "was  taken.  He  fent  alfo  the  firji  account  of 
the  failing  and  d flirtation  for  the  Wefl  Indies  of  the  Grand 
Spanifh  Fleet  in  I760  to  Admiral  Rodney ,  then  alfo  com- 
mander 6n  that  flation.  Both  mejfages  tvere  carried  from 
Li/bon  by  the  fame  perfon,  Capt.  UWLaurin.  In  lon- 
fequence  of  this  intelligence,  many  of  the  Spanifh  tranf- 
forts  -juere  taken,  and  the  operations  of  the  combined  force 
vf  France  and  Spain  in  the  H'eji  Indies  retarded  for  that 
fcafon. 
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That  facrcd  power  thy  burfUng  warmth  controul'd, 
And  bade  thee  at  her  fide  be  only  bold. 
Nor  toils  of  ftate  alone  thy  cares  cmploy'd  ; 
The  mufcs  in  thy  fuiifliine  glow'd  and  joy'd. 

When  filial  ftrife  un(hcathM  the  ruthlcfs  brand 
And  difcord  rioted  on  Salem's  ftrand, 
1  by  hands  to  Salem's  ftrand  the  olive  bore  • 

Alas,  denied  ! and  liberal  peace  no  more 

Sniil'd  on  the  creft  of  hope;  thy  country's  weal 
Again  to  adlion  wak'd  rhy  patriot  zeal ; 
Old  Tagus  faw  the  Britifti  red  crofs  ftream 
O'er  Gallia's  lilies  and  the  tawny  gleam 
Of  proud  Iberia's  caftles:    Belgia  mourn'd 
Her  broken  faith,  and  Afric's  ftiorcs  return'df 
Her  Lilboan  groans  for  Britifti  friendfliipfpurn'd. 

Again  life's  tempeft  beaten  ocean  roar'd. 
And  round  thy  head  the  mifts  of  fadion  pour'd  ; 
Dark  lowr'd  the  ftorm ;  but  heaven's  iwn  light 

rofe  mild, 
And  rcfcued  honour  on  thy  death-bed  fmil'df. 
Soft  fliedding  peaceful  joy ;  the  hlifsful  fign, 
That  Heaven's  forgiveneis  and  its  balm  were' thine. 
All  hail,  footh'd  fliade !  The  mule  that  own'd 

thy  care  r^^^ 

Hads  thee,  and  bleffes  Heaven  that  heard  her  pray- 
For  ever  green  the  laurel  o'er  thy  tomb 
Shall  flourifti,  ever  white  its  flowery  bloom  ; 
And  gratitude.  Oh  Johnftone,  round  thy  ftirine. 
And  iriendftiip,  heave  the  flgh,  and  thy  fair  wreath 

entwine. 

STANZAS  ON  MR.  GARRICK. 
Fair  was  the  graceful  form  Prometheus  made. 
Its  frort  the  image  of  the  god  difplay'd- 
All  heaven  approv'd  it  e'er  Minerva  ftole 
The  fire  of  Jove,  and  kindled  up  the  fouL 

So  Shakfpeare's  page,  the  flower  of  poefy. 
Ere  Garrick  rofe  had  charms  for  every  eye ; 
'  Twas  nature's  genuine  image  wild  and  grand, 
'I'he  ftrong-mark'd  pidlure  of  a  mafter's  hand. 

But  when  his  Garrick,  nature's  Pallas,  came, 
The  bard's  bold  painting  burft  into  a  flame  : 
Each  part  new  force  and  vital  warmth  receiv'd. 
As  touch'd  by  heaven — and  all  the  pijfture  liv'tL 

Onpaffing  through  thf  Parlam:nt-Clofe  of  Edinburgh 
at  Midnight. 
So  now  the  doors  are  (hut,  the  bufy  hand 
Of  induftry  fufpendsher  toil  awhile, 
And  iolemu  filence  reigns  :   the  men  of  law 
Throng  not  the  paflagc  to  the  augcft  court; 
Nor  clients,  walking  o'er  the  pavcTiient,  curfc 
Their  caufe'slong  delay;  the  lab-)urcr 
i.ics  wrapt  in  flcep,  his  brawny  nerves  unbrac'd, 
Gath'ring  new  vigour  for  to-morrow's  toil. 
Now  o'er  their  cups  immoderate,  the  rout 

*  He  ivas  one  of  the  commiffoners  fent  to  America  in. 
1778. 

f  Alluding  to  the  French  and  Dutch  prizes  he  fent  m- 
to  the  Tagus  in  1 7  79  and  I780,  and  to  his  capture  of 
four  Dutch  Indiamen  in  Saldanha  Bay  in  1781. 

t  Alluding  to  the  fentence  againf  him  in  the  caufe  of 
Captain  Sutton,  being  reverfed  by  the  Heufe  of  Ltrds  ; 
the  account  of  -lubich  be  rc:ei-jcd  abput  tiLcnty-four  hours 
before  his  death. 
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Of  Bacchanalians,  with  impetuous  laugh, 
Applaud  the  witlefs,  but  invenom'd  jefl. 
At  yon  dim  taper,  poring  on  his  bonds, 
Or  ledger,  crooked  av'rice  keenly  fits ; 
Or  fleeplefs  on  his  tawdry  bed,  fums  up 
His  rents  and  int'refbs.  O  thrice  dire  difeafe! 
Oh  doleful  madnefs  !  Wherefore  all  this  care, 
This  finful  care,  that  from  the  mind  excludes 
All  thought  of  duty  toward  God  or  man  ! 
An  heir  dehauch'd,  who  wifhes  nothing  more 
Than  the  old  dotard  dead,  will  throw  it  all 
On  whores  and  dogs  away  ;  then,  curfing  life, 
That  nothing  gives  but  fcoundrel  poverty, 
By  his  own  hand  a  mangled  carcafe  lalls. 
Now  fmoking  with  unhallnw'd  fires,  the  fons 
Of  curs'd  Gomorrha  llroll  along  the  ftreets, 
Scenting  the  proftitutes  :  perhaps  the  fon 
Of  fome  well-meaning  countryman,  entic'd 
By  lewd  companions,  midniglit  orgies  holds, 
Kennels  with  fome  abominable  wretch. 
Contracting  foul  difeafe,  one  day  to  fmart 
His  pious  parents  fouls  with  bitter  grief, 
And  o'er  their  rev'rend  hoary  cheeks  to  pour 

The  fad  parental  tear. 

Behold  how  grand  the  lady  of  the  night, 
The  filver  moon,  with  majefty  divine, 
Emerges  from  behind  yon  fable  cloud  ; 
Around  her  all  the  fpacious  heavens  glow 
With  living  fires.     In  the  pale  air  fublime, 
St.  Giles's  column  rears  its  ancient  head; 
"Whofe  builders  many  a  century  ago 
Were  moulder'd  into  duft.    Now,  O  my  foul, 

Be  fill'd  with  facred  awe 1  tread  above 

Our  brave  forgotten  anceftors.    Here  *  lie 
Thofe  who  in  ancient  days  the  kingdom  rul'd. 
The  counfellors  and  favourites  of  kings, 
High  lords  and  courtly  dames,  the  valiant  chiefs, 
Whofe  manly  harnefs'd  breafts,  and  mighty  arms, 
Stood  as  the  brazen  bulwarks  of  the  laud, 
Mingling  their  dull  with  thofe  of  loweft  rank. 

And  bafell  deeds,  and  now  unknown  as  they. 

Hark !  'twas  the   clock   ftruck  One — the  iblemn 

found 
Yet  vibrates  in  my  ear  :  Such  is  the  life. 
The  tranfient  life  of  man  :   a  while  he  breathes, 
Then  in  a  little  with  his  mother  earth  [race 

Lies  mix'd,  and  known  no  more ;  even  his  own 
Forget  his  name.  And  if  his  name  remains. 
What  is  it  but  an  empty,  airy  found? 
Caefar,  and  Amnion's  fon,  high-founding  air, 
Founders  of  Hates,  their  country's  faviours,  lie 
In  dark  oblivion  ;  others  only  live 
In  fables  wild  and  vague  :   yea,  this  fame  age, 
That  faw  the  wave  of  Marlb'ro's  fv>ord  decide 
The  fate  of  Europe,  and  her  trembling  kings, 
Relate  his  adtions  pad  as  an  old  tale. 
Without  concern  :  and  foon  the  days  fhall  come. 
When  I'ruffian  peafants  fliall  ftrange  ftories  tell 
Of  Fred'ric  and  his  brothers;  fuch  as  oft 
The  Britifli  labourer,  by  winter's  fire. 
Tells  to  his  wond'ring  children,  of  the  feats 
Oi  A'thur  and  his  knights :  a  few  years  more 
Shall  fee  great  Fred'ric  and  his  glorious  bands, 
And  ail  the  millions  of  his  raging  foes, 
All  filent  dufl:,  and  lodging  with  the  hofts 


*  This  ii'as  oiKc  a  Imrial-f'Lice, 


(Down  in  the  dreary  mahfions  of  the  dead), 
That  fought  at  Canns  or  Thermopyl.t, 
And  thofe  of  later  name,  that  flood  beneath 
The  banners  of  Godfredo  or  Gullave. 

Say,  ye  immortal  fons  of  heav'n,  who  rule 
This  netherworld,  who,  from  old  Nimrod's  days 
Down  to  the  prcfent,  have  beheld  the  fate 
Of  emperors  and  kings;  fay,  which  the  life 
That  tlie  immortal  fhade  will  like  to  own  ? 
Does  Caifar  boafl;  of  his  eternal  name. 
How,  wading  through  the  blood  of  millions,  he 
Enllav'd  his  country  .'  No,  he  droops  his  head, 
And  imprecates  oblivion  to  o'erfliade 
The  horrid  tale.    Not  fo  poor  Socrates  : 
A^'ith  everlaftingfmiles  he  humbly  owns 
The  l:fe  that  was  a  bleffing  to  mankind. 
The  heroes,  whofe  unconquerable  fouls 
Would  from  their  country's  int'refl;  never  flinch, 
Look  dovvn  with  fweet  complacence  on  th'  realms 
Their  valour  C».v''d.    O  Wallace,  wond'rous  chief  ! 
Who  durft  alone  thy  country's  rights  aflert, 
Betray'd  and  fworn  away  by  all  but  thee  ; 
And  thou,  great  Bruce,  who  many  a  doleful  day, 
For  thy  enflav'd  and  groaning  country's  fake, 
Stray'd  o'er  the  folitary  hills  of  Lorn  ; 
With  what  ecfi.atic  raptures  do  you  fee 
A  nation  to  this  day  blefs'd  by  your  arms! 
Such  fhall  thy  happinefs,  O  Fred'ric  !  be. 
Thou  glorious  pattern  of  a  perfeft  king; 
And  fuch  the  recompenfing  heaven  of  thofe. 
The  happy  few,  in  blefs'd  obfcurity 
Who  pafs  their  days;  whom  Gabriel  pointing  out. 
When  in  his  filent  rounds,  unto  his  mates 
W^ill  fay,  "  There  is  the  man,  who  at  all  times 
•'  A&s  as  becometh  an  immortal  fpirit." 
Such  is  the  life  that's  worthy  of  a  man, 
And  fuch  the  life  that  God  himfelf  applauds. 

ON  THE  NEGLECT  OF  POETRY. 

A   FRAGMENT.       IN    THE   MANNER  OF   SPENSER. 
(^From  the  IntroJtiSiion  to  the  Englijh  Lujlad*,') 

Hence,  vagrant  minftrel,  from  my  thriving  farm. 
Far  hence,  nor  ween  to  flied  thy  poifon  here  : 
My  hinds  dtfpife  thy  lyre's  ignoble  charm  ; 
^;eek  in  the  floggard's  bowers  thy  ill-earn'd  cheer: 
I'hcre,  while  thy  idle  chaunting  foothes  thine  ear, 
The  noxious  thiftle  choaks their  fickly  corn; 
Their  apple  boughs,  ungrafF'd,four  wildings  bear, 
And  o'er  the  ill-fenced  dales  with  fleeces  torn,J 
Unguarded  from  the  fox,  their  lambkins  ftray  for* 
lorn. 

Such  ruin  wthiers  the  negleiSed  foil. 
When  to  the  fong  the  ill-fl:arr'd  fwain  attends. 
And  well  thy  meed  repays  thy  wor:hlefs  toil ; 
Upon  thy  houfelefs  head  pale  want  defcends 

*  A  ivori  Tt'l'ii-h  clahnsfioctical  merit,  ivhile  its  repu- 
tation is  >inep.M':fced,  is  beheld,  by  the  great  majority, 
ivilh  u  cold  am!  a  jejlotis  eye.  The  pref^nt  age,  indeed,  is 
happily  aufpicious  to  fciencc  and  the  arts  ;  but  poetry  is 
neither  the  general  telle,  nor  the  fiijhioiialuc  favourite  of 
thefe  times.  Offer,  in  the  difpiritcd  hour,  have  theft 
I'ieivs  obtruded  upon  the  tranflator.  While  he  has  left 
his  author  upon  the  table,  and  ivandered  in  the  feldsy 
thefe  -vie-ivs  have  clothed  themfclves  almojl  imperceptibly 
i  ill  the flansa  and  allegory  of  Spenfer, 
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In  bitter  fliower :  and  taunting  fcorn  {lill  rends. 
And  wakes  thee  trembling  from  thy  golden  dream: 
In  vetchy  bed,  or  loathly  dungeon  ends 

Thy  idled  life What  fitter  may  befeem, 

Who  poifons  thus  the  fount,  fhould  drink  the  poi- 
fon'd  flream. 

And  is  it  thus,  the  heart-flung  minftrel  cry'd, 
While  indignation  fhook  his  lilver'd  head  ; 
And  is  it  thus,  the  grofs-fed  lordling's  pride. 
And  hind's bafc  tongue  the  gentle  bard  upbraid! 
And  mufl  the  holy  long  be  thus  repaid 
By  fun-bafk'd  ignorance,  and  chorlifli  fcorn! 
While  liillcfs  drooping  in  the  languid  fhade 
Of  cold  ncglcift,  the  facred  bard  miill  mourn. 
Though  in  his  hallowed  breall  heaven's  purefl  ar- 
dours burn !     - 

Yet  how  fublime,  O  bard,  the  dread  beheft, 
The  awful  truft;  to  thee  by  Heaven  aflign'd! 
'Tis  thine  to  humanife  the  favage  breall. 
And  form  in  virtue's  mould  the  youthful  mind  ; 
Where  lurks  the  latent  fpark  of  generous  kind, 
'  ris  thine  to  bid  the  dormant  ember  blaze : 
Heroic  rage  with  gentlefl  worth  combin'd, 
Wide  through  the  land  thy  forming  power  dif- 
plays.  [rays. 

So  fpread  the  olive  boughs  beneath  Dan  Phcebus 

When  Heaven  decreed  to  footlie  the  feuds  that 

tore 
The  wolf-eyed  barons,  wbofe  unlettcr'd  rage 
Spurn'd  the  fair  mufe;  Heaven  badeon  Avon'sfhore 
A  Shakfpeare  rife,  and  footh  the  barbarous  age  : 

A  Shaklpcare  rofe  ;  the  barbarous  heats  afwage 

At  diftance  due  how  many  hards  attend  ! 
Enlarged  and  liberal  from  the  narrow  cage 
Of  blinded  zeal,  new  manners  wide  extend, 
And  o'er  the  generous  breall  the  dews  of  heaven 

defcend. 

And  fits  it  you,  ye  fons  of  hallowed  power, 
To  hear,  unmov'd,  the  tongue  of  fcorn  upbraid 
The  mufe,  neglecSled  in  her  wintery  bower; 
While  proudly  flourifhing  in  princely  fhade 

Her  younger  fifters  lift  the  laurcU'd  head 

And  fhall  the  pencil's  boldeft  mimic  rage. 
Or  fofteft  charms,  foredoom'd  in  time  to  fade. 
Shall  thefe  be  vaunted  o'er  th'  immortal  page. 
Where  paflion's  living  fires  bum  unimpair'd  byage! 

And  fhall  the  warbled  ftrain,  or  fweetefl  lyre, 
Thrilling  the  palace  roof  at  night's  deep  hour; 
And  fhall  the  nightingales  in  woodland  choir 
The  voice  of  heaven  in  fvveeter  raptures  pour  ! 
Ah  no  !  their  fong  is  tranficnt  as  the  flower 
Of  April  morn  :   In  vain  the  fhepherd  boy 
Sits  liftening  in  the  filent  autumn  bower  ; 
The  year  no  more  reftores  the  (hort  lived  joy  ; 
And  never  more  his  harp  fhall  Orpheus'  hands  cm- 
ploy. 

Eternal  filcnce  In  her  cold  deaf  ear 
Has  clofed  his  ilrain  f  and  deep  eternal  night 
Has  o'er  Apelles'  tints,  fo  bright  while  ere. 
Drawn  her  blank  curtains — never  to  the  fight 

More  to  be  given But  cloath'd  in  heaven's  own 

light. 
Homer's  bold  painting  fhall  immortal  fiiinc; 
Wide  o'er  the  wojld  fhall  ever  found  the  mio-ht. 
The  raptured  mulic  of  each  deathlels  line  :  [divine. 
Fpr  death  iior  time  may  touch  their  living  Ibui 
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And  what  the  flraln,  though  Perez  fwell  the 
note, 
High  though  its  rapture,  to  the  mufe  of  fire  • 
Ah  !  what  the  tranficnt  founds,  devoid  of  thought, 
To  Slr.ikfpcare's  flame  of  ever-burning  ire, 
Or  Milton's  flood  of  mind,  till  time  expire 
luiedoom'd  to  flow;  as  heaven's  dread  energy 
l.'ncunfcioui  of  the  bounds  of  place 

TRANSLATION  OF  TASSO'S  SONNET. 

"  Vafco,  le  cui  felici,  &c." 

Vasco,  whofe  bold  and  happy  bowfprit  bore 
Againrt  the  rifingmorn  ;  and,  homeward  fraught. 
Whole  fails  came  wellward  with  the  day,   and 

brought 
The  wealth  of  India  to  thy  native  fliore ; 

Ne'er  did  the  Greek  fuch  length  of  feas  explore, 
The  Greek,  who  forrovv  to  the  Cyclop  wrought ; 
And  he  who,  vifftor,  with  the  harpies  fought, 
Never  fuch  pomp  of  naval  honours  wore. 

Great  as  thou  art,  and  peerlcfs  in  renown. 
Yet  thou  to  Camocnsow'ft  thy  nobluft  fame; 
Farther  than  thou  diddfail,  hisdeathlcfs  fong 
Shall  bear  the  dazzling  fplendour  of  thy  name ; 
And  under  many  a  flcy  thy  adlions  crown, 
While  time  and  fame  together  glide  along. 

AN  INSCRIPTION 

On  an  OhfLJh  at  Langfnrd,  tit  Wtltfc'ire,  the  feat  of  tli 
Earl  of  Radnor.,  commejnor  citing  ihc  unfortunate  fate 
of  Mr.  Siirvintony  -who  tuas formerly  in  f><4f4fion  of 

that  eflate. 

While  o'er  thefe  lawns  thine  eye  delighted  flrays. 

Allow  a  paufe  to  hear  the  tale  of  woe  ; 
Here  flood  the  parent  elm  in  elder  days. 

Here  o'er  its  lord  flow  wav'd  the  wither'd  bough. 
While  pak  and  cold  his  familh'd  cheek  full 

low, 
On  the  rude  turf  in  death's  lafl  fwooning  lay. 

Even  now,  methlnks,  his  anguifli'd  look  I  fee, 

As  by  the  menials  taunted  from  the  door ; 
Fainting,  he  wander'd — then  beneath  the  tree 
Sunk  down — fweet  heaven,  what  pangs  his  bo- 
fom  tore. 
When  o'er  yon  lordly  dome,  his  own  no  more 
He  roll'd  his  dying  eyes — Ah  !  what  compare 
To  this  the  lelTons  taught  of  fages  hoar  ? 
By  his  mad  revels,  by  the  gilded  fnare, 
By  all  the  hopes  of  joy,  Oh  .'fortune's  child  beware. 

TRANSL.4TI0N  OF  AN  EPITIIAL.VMIUM, 

IVritten  in  Hchrciv,  by  Ahraam  Depas,  on  the  mar- 
riage of  Jacob  Franco.,  Efq.  to  Mifs  Abigail  D'A" 
guitar,  daughter  of  the  late  Baron  D'Aguilar. 

The  voice  of  joy  this  happy  (/,r)i  demands; 

Refound  the  long,  and  in  our  (lod  confide: 
Beneath  his  canopy  tlie  bridegroom  flands, 

in  all  her  beauty  fhines  tlic  lovely  bride. 
O  may  their  joys  ilill  bloffom  ever  kcw, 
Fair  a?  a  garden  to  the  ravifh'd  view  ! 

Rejoice,  O  youth  !  and  if  ihy  ihoughrs  afpire  ; 
To  Heaven's  pure  blcfs,  the  facred  law  revere; 
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The  ftranger's  wants,  the  needy  foul's  defire 

Supply,  and  humbly  with  thy  neighbour  bear, 
So  fliall  thy  father's  grateful  heart  rejoice, 
And  thy  fair  deeds  infpire  thy  people's  voice. 

Sing  from  your  bowers  ye  daughters  of  the  fong, 
Behold  the  bride  with  (lar-light  glory  fhine  ! 

May  each  fucceeding  day  ftill  glide  along, 
Fair  as  the  firft,  begirt  with  grace  divine  : 

Far  from  her  tent  may  care  and  forrow  fly. 

While  flie  o'erjoy'dbcholdsher  numerous  progeny. 

Ye  happy  parents,  Ihout  with  cheerful  voice, 
See  o'er  your  fon  the  canopy  unfolds. 

And  thou,  O  hoary  reverend  fire  !  rejoice. 

May  thy  glad  eyes  thy  grandfon's  fon  behold : 

The  fong  of  joy,  ye  youthful  kindred  raife 

^nd  let  the  people  join  the  living  God  to  praife. 

ESKDALE  BRAES. 

By  the  banks  of  the  cryflal-ftream'd  Eik, 

Where  the  Wauchope  her  yellow  wave  joins  *, 

Where  the  lambkins  on  funny  braes  bafk. 

And  wild  woodbine  the  fhepherd's  bower  twines. 

Maria,  difconfolate  maid. 

Oft  figh'd  the  ftill  noontide  away, 
Or,  by  moonlight  all  defolate  ftray'd, 

While  woeful  Ihe  tun'd  her  love-lay. 

JHh. !  no  more  from  the  banks  of  the  Ewes, 

My  fliepherd  comes  cheerly  along, 
Broomholm  f ,  and  the  Deanlbanks  refufe 

To  echo  the  plaints  of  his  fong. 

No  more  from  the  echoes  of  Ewes, 
His  deg  fondly  barking  I  hear, 

*  The  fctne  is  laid  on  the  banis  ivhere  the  tnvo  rivers 
afthe  iVauchope  and  Eives  join  the  Efk  :  On  the  banLi  of 
the  former,  ivas  anciently  a  cajile  belonging  to  the  Knights 
lemphrs,  on  the  ruins  of  "which  -was  built  the  manfe  or 
parfonage  houfe,  called  the  Waas  (Walls ),  at  ivbich 
X/lichle^ s  father  refided,  and  ivhere  the  poet  teas  born. 

■j-  The  feat  of  John  Max-well,  Efq.  author  of  the  ce- 
lebrated "  Effay  on  Tune  :^'  Deanfbanks,fo  called  from 
the  Dean  of  the  Knights  TemplaTS' 


No  more  the  tir'd  lark  he  purfues. 
And  tells  me  his  mafter  draws  near. 

Ah !  woe  to  the  wars,  and  the  pride 

That  my  heroes.  Oh  Efk  !  could  difplny. 

When  with  laurels  they  planted  thy  fide. 
From  France  and  from  Spain  borne  away. 

Oh  !  why  did  their  honours  decoy 
My  poor  Ihepherd  lad  from  the  fhore. 

Ambition  bewitch'd  the  vain  boy, 
And  oceans  between  us  now  roar ! 

Ah !  methinks  his  pale  corfe  floating  by, 

I  behold  on  the  rude  billows  toft  ; 
Unburied  his  fcatter'd  bones  lie. 

Lie  bleaching  on  fome  defert  coaft  ! 

By  this,  ftream,  and  the  May-bloflbm'd  thorn. 
That  firft  heard  his  love-tale  and  his  vows. 

My  pale  ghoft  ftiall  wander  forlorn. 

And  the  willow  ftiall  weep  o'er  my  brows. 

With  the  ghofts  of  the  Waas  will  I  wail. 
In  Warblaw  *  woods  join  the  fad  throng. 

To  hallo'w-ee' ns  blaft  tell  my  tale, 

As  the  fpedires,  ungrav'd,  glide  along. 

Still  the  Ewes  rolls  her  paly  blue  ftream, 

Old  Efk,  ftill  his  cryftal  tide  pours. 
Still  golden  the  Wauchope  waves  gleam, 

And,ftillgreen,Oh !  Broomholm,are  thy  bowers? 

No— blafted  they  feem  to  my  view, 

The  rivers  in  red  floods  combine ! 
The  turtles  their  widow'd  notes  coo. 

And  mix  their  fad  ditties  with  mine. 

Difcover'd  in  forrow's  dim  fhade, 

All  nature  feems  with  me  to  mourn— 

Strait  the  village  bells  merrily  play'd. 
And  announc'd  her  dear  Jamie's  return. 

The  woodlands  all  May-blown  appear. 
The  filver  ftreams  murmur  new  charnns ; 

As  fmiling  her  Jamie  drew  near, 
And,  all  eager,  fprung  into  her  arms. 

*  The  fkiris  of  this  "very  piShtrefque  mountain  form 
a  bank  for  the  Efk  and  the  IVauchope,  and  are  covered 
•with  a  beautiful  and  romantic  zvood. 
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THE  LIFiL  OF  yjGO. 


Richard  Jago  was  born  0(flober  i.  1715  His  family  was  of  Cornifh  extradion  ;  but  hii  father, 
the  Rev.  Richard  Jago,  was  Re<Sor  of  Beaudcfert,  near  Henley  in  Arden,  in  Warwicklliire.  '  e 
married  Margaret,  the  daughter  of  William  Parker,  Gent,  of  Henley,  171X,  by  whom  he  h;.dfcvcral 
children.     The  poet  was  his  third  fan. 

He  received  a  good  claffical  education  under  the  Rev.  Mr.  Crumpton,  an  excellent  country  'chool- 
mafter  at  Solihull,  near  Birmingham  in  Warwickfhire  ;  where  he  formed  an  acquaintanc.  with  feveral 
gentlemen  who  were  his  fchool-fellows  ;  among  others  with  Shenftone.  A  fimilarity  of  ta^c  and  of 
puriuits  foon  brought  on  an  intimacy  between  thefe  two  poets,  wliich  continued  without  abuLvment 
till  the  death  of  Shenftone. 

"  From  the  acquaintance,"  fays  Mr.  Graves,  in  his  "  Recolledlion  of  fome  particulars  n  fhe  Life 
of  Shenftone,"  "  which  I  had  with  Mr.  Jago, and  fonie  others  who  were  bred  under  Mi.  C  umpton, 
he  feems  to  have  given  his  pupils  a  more  early  talle  for  the  Englilli  daffies,  than  was  commonly  done 
in  grammar  fchools  at  that  time." 

About  1732,  he  was  removed  from  the  fchool  of  Solihull,  and  entered  as  a  fervitor,  of  Univerfity 
College,  Oxford  ;  where  he  was  privately  vilited  by  his  fchool-fellow  Shenftone,  then  a  commoner 
of  Pembroke  College,  who  introduced  him  to  the  acquaintance  of  his  fellow  collegian?,  Antijony 
■W'hifller,  Efq.  of  Whitchurch,  Oxfordfhire,  author  of  the"  Shuttle-cock,"  and  feveral  original  poems  in 
"  Dodfley's  Colleiflion,''  Mr.  Robert  Binnel,  author  of  fome  learned  notes  in  Grainger's  "TibuHus," 
and  Mr.  Richard  Graves,  the  prcfent  red;or  of  Claverton  in  Sorjierfetfhire,  author  of  "  The  Spi- 
ritual Quijcote,"  "  Euphrofyne,"  "  Columella,"  "  Peter  of  Pontefrad,"  and  other  ingenious  perfor- 
mances. 

On  the  humiliating  fituation  in  which  he  was  placed  at  Univerfity  College,  his  friend  Mr.  Graves 
makes  the  following  liberal  and  indignant  reflc(!:l;ions,  in  his  "  Recollcdtion,  &c." 

"  Mr.  Shenftone  had  one  ingenious  and  much  valued  friend  in  Oxford,  Mr.  Jago,  his  fchool-fellow, 
whom  he  could  only  vifit  in  private,  as  he  wore  a  fervitor's  gown  ;  it  being  then  deemed  a  great  dif- 
paragcment  for  a  commoner  to  appear  in  public  with  one  m  that  fituation;  which,  by  the  way,  would 
make  one  wifli  with  Dr.  Johnfon,  that  there  were  no  young  people  admitted  in  thntfervile  Hate  in  a 
place  of  liberal  education. 

"  Servitors,  or  Sizers  as  they  are  called  in  Cambridge,  were  probably  appointed  when  colleges 
were  firfl  eflabliflied,  and  when  there  was  a  fcarcity  of  fit  peifons  to  fupply  the  learned  profcfiions, 
that  a  greater  number  might  have  the  advantage  of  hterary  inftri;i.'l;ion,  by  the  poorer  waiting  on  the 
more  affluent  ftudents. 

"  But  what  good  end  can  it  anfwer  in  thefe  times,  when  every  genteel  profefilon  is  ovcrPockcd,  to 
rob  our  agriculture  or  our  manufadurcs  of  fo  many  ufeful  hands,  by  encouraging  every  (ubllantial 
farmer  or  mechanical  tradefman,  to  breed  his  fon  to  the  chvrch  .' 

"  If  now  and  then  a  very  uncommon  genius  in  thofe  walks  of  life  difcovcrs  itfelf,  there  are  fc.doni 
wanting  gentlemen  in  the  neighbourhood,  who  are  pioud  of  calling  iorth,  and  d  iicc:ffary,  o»  lupport- 
ing,  by  a  fubfcription,  fuch  extraordinary  talents. 

"  Mr.  Jago,  however,  who  was  the  fon  of  a  clergyman  in  Warwickniirc,  w  ith  a  large  family,  and 
who  could  not  otherwife  have  given  his  fon  a  liberal  education,  may  be  thought  aninilance  m  favour 
of  this  inftitution. 

"  But  I  make  no  doubt,  that  a  refpccftable  clergyman,  as  Mr.  Jago's  father  was,  might,  by  a  very- 
flight  application  to  the  head,  or  fellows  of  almoft  any  college,  have  procured  fome  fcholarfliip  or 
exhibition,  for  a  youth  of  genius,  and  properly  qualified;  which,  with  a  very  fniall  .Tdi'iticna!  expmcc, 
might  have  fupported  him  in  the  univerfity,  without  placing  him  in  fo  humiliating  a  fituation,  which 
in  fome  future  period  of  his  life  (when,  perhaps,  his  parts  might  have  raifed  him  to  lome  eminence  in 
the  world),  might  put  it  in  the  power  of  any  purfc-proud  fellow  collegian,  to  boaft  .hat  he  had  \\;.:.ca 
on  him  in  the  college;  though,  perhaps,  all  the  obligation  he  had  lain  under  to  Aich  a  patron,  was 
the  receiving  fixpence  a  week,  not  as  an  act  of  gencroCty,  but  as  a  tribute  impoftd  upon  liira  by  the 
Handing  rules  of  the  fociety." 

He  took  his  degree  of  Maflcr  of  Arts,  July  9.  1 738,  having  taken  orders  the  year  before,  aaJ  fcXT- 
cd  the  curacy  of  Snitttrfieldj  near  Stratford  upon  Avon. 
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In  1744,  he  married  Dorothea  Sufanna  Fancourt,  a  daughter  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  Fanrourt,  of  Kikar 
cote  in  Leicefterfiiire. 

I'or  fcveral  years  after  his  marriage,  he  refidedat  Harbury  ;  to  wliich  living  he  was  inftituted  in 
1746.  At  a  fmalidiflance  lay  Chefterton,  given  him  about  the  fame  time  by  Lord  Willoughby  de 
Broke;  the  two  together  amounting  to  about  lool.  a-year. 

Before  his  removal  from  Harbury,  he  had  the  misfortune  to  lofe  his  amiable  companion,  who  died 
in  1751,  leaving  him  a  numerous  family  of  fmall  children,  and  from  fuch  a  lofs  the  moll:  inconfolable 
widower. 

In  1754,  Lord  Clare,  afterwards  Earl  Nugent,  who  had  a  great  regard  for  him,  by  his  interefb 
•with  Dr.  Madox,  Bifliop  of  Worcefler,  procured  him  the  Vicarage  of  Snitterfield,  where  he  had  for- 
merly been  curate,  worth  about  140I.  a-year;  whither  he  removed,  and  where  he  rended  the  re- 
mainder of  his  life. 

In  1759,  he  married  afecond  wife,  Margaret,  the  daughter  qf  James  Undervvood,  Efq.  of  Budgely 
in  Staffordfliire. 

While  he  was  engaged  in  the  duties  of  his  profellion  as  a  country  clergyman,  which  he  performed 
•with  exemplary  diligence,  he  found  leifure  to  indulge  his  early  propenfity  to  the  lludy  of  poetry ;  and 
carried  on  a  conflant  correfpondence  with  his  friend  Shenftone,  on  the  fubjed;  of  their  literary  fludies 
and  poetical  compofitions. 

It  appears  from  Shenflone's  "  Letters,"  publifhed  in  1769,  that  he  communicated  from  time  to. 
time  to  Mr.  Jago  and  Mr.  Graves,  the  detail  of  his  improvements  at  the  Leafowes,  an  account  of  the 
•vifits  he  received  from  people  of  rank,  and  the  ordinary  occurrences  of  his  life.  His  eleventh  "  Elegy" 
is  addreffed  to  Jago.  He  appears  alfo  to  have  lived  in  intimacy  with  Somervile,  Mr.  Hylton,  Lady 
Luxborough,  and  other  friends  of  Shenllone. 

In  1752,  his  Elegy  on  the  BladhirJs  was  publiflied  by  Dr.  Hawkefworth  in  the  "  Adventurer,"  and 
attributed  to  Weft.     It  was  afterwards  inferted  in  "  Dodfley's  Colletftion,"  with  his  name. 

When  it  firfl  appeared  with  his  name  in  Dodfley's  Coileftion,  a  manager  of  the  Bath  theatre  boafted 
in  the  circle  of  his  acquaintance,  that  he  was  the  author  of  it,  and  that  "Jugo  was  a  fictitious  name 
which  he  had  adopted  from  the  celebrate^!  tragedy  of  "  Othello." 

k  is  remarkable,  that  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  his  ""Life  of  Weft,"  Ihould  leave  this  affair  ftill  dubious; 
when  it  is  demonfirable,  froin  the  very  letters  of  Shenftone  to  which  he  refers,  that  Jago  was  the  real 
author. 

The  cafe  feems  to  have  been  thus  :  As  Shenftone  was  fond  of  communicating  any  poetical  produc- 
tions of  his  friends,  whic'r  he  thought  would  do  them  credit,  he  probably  gave  a  copy  of  Jago's  el;gy 
to  the  Lyttleton  family  at  Hagley,  where  Weft  frequently  vifited.  And  as  Weft  thought  it  wortliy 
to  appear  in  the"  Adventurer,"  he  might  fend  it  to  Dr.  Hawkefworth  without  mentioning  Jago's  name, 
which  was  then  very  little  known  in  the  world.  So  that  Dr.  Hawkefworth  might  well  imagine  that 
V/eft  himfelf  was  the  author  of  it,  as  Dr.  Johnfon  has  hinted. 

However  this  may  be,  there  is  a  living  evidence,  Mr.  Hylton,  the  editor  of  his  poems,  who  is  able 
:\nd  ready  to  fupport  indifputably,  Jago's  claim  to  this;  beautiful  elegy,  as  well  as  to  the  others  of  the 
Sivalloivs  and  Goldfinches. 

In  1767,  he  publiflied  his  Edge-Hill,  or  the  rural profpeil  dd'mcaied  andmorarvzed,^  poem,  in  four  books, 
4to,  which  completely  eftablifiied  his  poetical  reputation. 

In  1768,  he  publiftied  his  Labour  and  Genius,  or  the  Mill-Stteam  and  the  Ciiji-adc,  a  Fable,  ivritten  in 
the  year  1762,  and  inf.rilcd  to  the  late  William  Shcnjlone,  F.fq,  4tO.  It  conflfts  chiefly  of  encomiums  on  the 
genius  and  tafte  of  Shenftone. 

In  1771 ,  he  was  prefentcd  by  I^ord  Willoughby  de  Broke,  to  the  living  of  Kilmcotc,  before  men- 
tioned, with  near  500I.  a-year,  and  rcfigned  the  vicarage  of  Harbury. 

During  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  as  the  infirmities  of  age  came  upon  him,  he  feldom  went  far  from 
home.  He  amufed  himfelf  at  his  leifure,  in  improving  his  vicarage-houfe,  and  ornamenting  his 
grounds,  which  were  agreeably  fituated,  and  had  many  natural  beauties. 

After  a  ftiort  illnefs,  he  died  on  the  8th  of  May  1781,  in  the  66th  year  of  his  age  ;  and  was  buried 
according  to  his  dcfire,  in  a  vault  which  he  had  made  for  his  family  in  the  church  at  Snitterfield. 

He  had  children  only  by  his  firft  wife  ;  three  fons,  who  died  before  him,  and  four  daughters,  three 
of  whom  we      living  in  1784. 

His  poem  of  Edge-Hill,  Labour  and  Genius,  Elegies,  &c.  were  reprinted,  as  they  were  correflcd, 
imp/oved,  and  enlarged  by  hijn,  a  iliort  time  before  his  death,  with  Adam,  or  the  fatal  Dijohediencc,  an 
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ihdiorio,  tontfiled froni  the  Pdradijl-  Loji  of  Milton,  and  adapted  to  nuific ;  ifcd  foiiie  additional  pieces, 
never  before  printed,  in  one  volume  8vo.,  under  the  title  of  Poems,  Moral  and  Defcri'jt'fje,  if  the  late 
Richard  Jago,  M.  A.  with  11  preface,  containin;)  un  account  of  his  life  and  charadlcr,  by  his  friend  Mr- 
Hylton,  which  has  been  chicily  followed  in  this  ;iccciimt.  They  are  now,  reprinted  from  the  edition 
I7S4,  for  the  firfl  time  received  into  a  colledlionof  cluflical  Englidi  poetry.  Tlie  0,  a/or /u  is. omitted 
in  this  edition  ;  becaufe  it  is  ri-<trely  a  compilation  from  the  "  Paradilc  Loft,"  in  the  lanj^iiagc  of 
Milton,  adapted  to  reprefentation.  ^n  Oratorio,  on  a  fimilar  plan,  intituled,  "  Paradife  Loft,"  was 
jircfented  to  the  world,  by  the  amiable  and  ingenious  naturalift  and  poet  Mr.  Stillingflcet,  in  176c. 
The  charadler  of  Jago  appears  to  have  been  truly  ainiable  and  irfpeCtable.  To  liis  Itarn'injr,  tafle, 
and  good  fenfe,  Shcnftone,  Graves,  &c.  bear  ample  teftiniony.  His  moral  and  intelleflual  charaflcr 
has  been  fo  accurately  delineatrd  by  the  friendly  pencil  of  Mr.  Hylton,  as  to  render  the  afccr-ftrokei 
fef  a  cafual  hand  unneceffary. 

'.'  Mr.  Jago  in  his  perfon,"  fays  Mr.  Hylton,  who  knew  him  well,  "  was  about  the  middle  ftature. 
In  his  manner,  like  moft  people  of  fcnfibility,  he  appeared  referved  antongfl  flrangcrs;  amonTft  his 
friends  he  was  free  and  eafy,  and  his  converfatlon  fprightly  and  entertaininjr.  In  domeftic  life,  he  was 
the  affedtionate  hufband,  the  tender  parent,  the  kind  mafter,  the  hoCpitable  neighbour,  and  fincere 
friend,  and  both  by  his  doftrinc  and  example,  a  faithful  and  worthy  min.'Ticr  of  the  purifii  over  which 
he  prcfided. 

"  To  dojuftice  to  Air.  Jago's  charader  as  a  poet,  v^ould  require  the  pen  of  a  more  able  writer. 
It  may  fafely  be  alTerted,  however,  on  the  authority  of  the  public  approbation  which  they  have  al- 
ready met  with,  that  the  pieces  on  which  we  reft  his  poetical  fame,  viz.  his  poem  of  Ed^e-Hill,  his 
fable  of  Libonr  and  Genius,  and  his  Eh'gies  on  the  Blackbirds,  &c.  are  all  excellent  iiY  their  kind. 

"  The  poem  of  Ei'ge-Hill,  though  the  fubjed  is  local  and  chiefly  dcfcriptive,  yet  he  has  contrived 
to  make  hgenerally  interefting,  by  his  hiftorical  narrations  and  digreffivc  epifodes ;  and  by  his  phjlofo-  '  '.  '  \ 
phical  dii'fjulfitions  or  moral  refle6lIons  ;  particularly  the  philofophical  account  of  the  Origin  of  Mouri-\ .... 
tair.s,  which  is  equally  curious  and  poetical.     His  defcription  of  tlie  Earl  of  Lcicefter's  Entertainment      ,  ', 
of  Queen  Elizabeth,  at  Kcnelworth  Caftle,  which  is  truly  chara<fteriftic  of  that  pedantic  age;  as  the         '. 
moral  refle<5l;ions  on  the  ruins  and  departed  gran:ieur  of  that  fuperb  firucSure,  is  in  the  beft  manner  of 
Young,  in  his  "  Night  Thoughts."  The  ftory  of  the  youth  reftored  to  fight,  from  the  "  Tatler,"  is  told 
with  fo  many  natural  and  affeifting  circumftances,  as  makes  Mr.  Jago's /lo^/jVa/ much  fuperior  to  Sir 
Richard  Steele's /rryi- narration.     The  hiftorical  account  of  the  importaiit  battle  of  Kineton  or  Edve- 
Hill,  contains  fomc  curious  fadls  not  generally  known,  as  well  as  very  fuitablc  rcflcilions,  religious  and 
moral,  on  the  fatal  eff'e<51:s  of  civil  difcord. 

"  The  fable  of  Lihour  ami  Genius,  the  fubjedl  of  which  was  fuggcfled  by  Mr.  Shcnftone,  is  told 
with  fome  humour,  and  great  cfearncfs  and  precifion,  with  a  very  uicful  moral  forcibly  inculcated. 

"  In  the  beautiful  elegy  on  the  B'aduirds,  ai  \Vell  as  in  the  others  of  the  Swallo'ws  mid  Goldfnchisy 
Mr.  Jago's  original  genius  appears,  and  as  Thomfon  fays,  he  has 

—  touch'd  a  theme 

Unknown  to  fame,  the  pafiion  of  the  groves. 
"  Among  the  additional  pieces,  which  now  maki  their  firft  appearance,  the  Roundelay  for  the  Strata 
ford  Jubilee,  in  particular,  is  beautifully  expfcllive  and  chara'^lcriftic  of  Shakfpeare's  verfatilc  geniur 
and  multifarious  excellence." 

Thefe  obfervations  might  he  ftill  augmented,  by  a  more  minute  examitiation  and  dcvelopemcnt  of 
the  beauties  in  his  Edge-Hill  and  E'l-gies,  which,  if  he  had  written  nothing  elfc,  are  fufficient  to  entitle 
him  to  a  claffical  diftin<5tion  among  the  poets  of  our  country. 

As  a  defcriptivc  poet,  he  evinces  a  picfturefque  imagination,  a  correift  judgment,  and  a  delicate  taftc, 
refined  by  a  careful  perufal  of  the  ancient  clafiics.  His  Edge-IIiH  ranks  with  the  "  Cooper'j  Hill''  of 
Denham,  the  "  Grongar  Hill"  of  Dyer,  and'fimikir  conijiofitions  of  other  writers,  who  have  proved 
their  powers  in  loco-defcrlpti^e  pottry.  It  is  written  in  blank  verfe,  aud  exhibits  a  fpecimcn  of  great 
ftrength  and  harmony  in  that  nw-tre.  The  diction  Is  elegant  and  poetical.  He  dil'covcrs  no  want  of 
cafe  or  fancy  ;  and  ft^ows  a  goodnefs  of  difpofition  in  every  part  of  his  work. 

"  The  title  is  FJ-e-Hill,"  he  informs  us,  in  Ids  introdudion,  '•  a  place  taken  notice  of  by  all  the 
topographical  writers  who  have  hadoccalion  to  mention  it ;  for  its  extenfivc  and  agreeable  profpcd, 
ind  farther,  uohappily  diUir.guifhid  by  bfing  t\v:  kihi  of  th?  fixfl  battle  between  the  fwccs  oi  i&ing 
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Charles  and  thcfe  of  the  Parliament,  under  the  command  of  the  Earl  of  EiTex,  in  the  year  1642. 
Thefe  two  circumftances  of  natural  beauty  and  hiftorical  importance,  coinciding  with  the  affed;ion  of 
the  writer  for  his  native  country,  lying  at  the  foot  of  this  celebrated  mountain,  prefented  to  his  miftd 
a  theme  for  poetical  imagery  too  pkafmg  to  be  refilled  by  him.  His  bufinefs,  therefore,  was  firfl 
to  felecSl  a  ftock  of  materials  fit  for  hispurpofe,  and  then  to  arrange  them  in  the  bed  manner  he  could- 
Both  thefe  points  he  endeavoured  to  effcdl,  not  only  by  confulting  his  eye,  but  alfo  by  confidering 
the  charafter,  natural  hiftory,  and  other  circumftances  of  fuch  places  as  were  m.oft  likely  to  afford 
matter  for  ornament  or  inftrucSion  of  this  kind  ;  forming  from  the  whole,  by  an  imaginary  line,  a 
number  of  diflant  fcenes,  placed  in  the  moft  advantageous  light,  and  correfponding  with  the  different 
times  of  the  day,  each  exhibiting  an  entire  pidture,  and  containing  its  due  proportion  of  objedls  and 
dolouring. 

"  In  the  execution  of  this  defign,  he  endeavoured  to  make  it  as  exteufively  intcrefling  as  he  could, 
by  the  frequent  introduflion  of  general  fentiments,  and  moral  reflecSions;  and  to  enliven  the  defcrip- 
tive  part  by  digreflions  and  epifodes  belonging  to,  or  deducible  from  the  fubje<5l;  divefting  himfelf 
as  much  as  pofliblc  of  all  partiality  in  matters  of  a  public  concernment;  in  private  ones^  following 
with  more  freedom,  the  fentiments  and  dictates  of  his  own  mind." 

That  poetry  which  is  cir ployed  in  rural  defcription,  lies  under  many  difad vantages.  Though 
there  is  a  variety,  there  is  likcwife  an  uniformity  in  the  works  of  nature,  which  renders  it  difficult 
to  embellifh  fuch  fubjefts  tliat  have  not  been  exhibited  by  former  writers.  Hence  it  arifes,  that  he 
who  has  perufed  one  defcriptive  poem  of  this  kind,  is  often  ftruck  with  a  feeming  repetition  of  ideas; 
and  more  fenfibly  fo,  where  the  places  defcribed  have  no  previous  feat  in  his  own  imagination.  The 
poet  who  defcribes,  or  the  reader  who  perufes  defcripticfris  of  fcenes  familiar  to  him,  will  eafily  find 
the  dillin(5i  images  av/akcned  by  general  terms ;  but  he  who  is  to  imprefs  a  local  pidlure  in  his  fancy, 
merely  from  the  combination  of  words,  will  find  little  novelty  in  thefe  reiterated  defcriptionaof  coun- 
try profpefts.  The  poem  of  Edoe-Hill  is  local ;  and  though  it  is  embelliflied  with  ftrong  painting, 
apt  alhifions,.hifLorical  incidents,  and  moral  reflcdlions,  yet  its  defcriptions  are  not  always  adapted  ex- 
clufivcly  to  the  place  it  proftlfes  to  celebrate.  Like  the  defcriptions  of  I'homfon,  they  do  not  alwap 
apply  to  any  particular. fpot,  or  raife  any  ideas  of  locality,  but  more  frequently  pleafe,  by  exhibiting 
the  general  views  and  effe<5ts  of  nature.  The  different  times  of  theday,  il<rorai-7g.  Noon,  Afternoon,  and 
Ni^ht,  produce  an  agreeable  diverfity  of  defcription.  Pathetic  refiedions,  and  moral  inllruclions, 
are  often,  happily  introduced,  in  places  v;here  one  expedls  only  painting  and  amufement.  Through 
the  whole  poem,  the  defcriptions  of  places,  and  images  raifcd  by  the  poet,  are  ftill  tending  to  fome 
hint,  of  leading  to  fome  refledlion  upon  moral  life  or  political  inftitntion,  that  have  a  relation  to  the 
objedl.  But  the  moralizing  of  his  rural  paintings,  is  fometimes  attended  with  quaintnefs,  and  a  forced 
manner.  Nor  is  it  difficult  to  invefligate  the  caufc :  All  moral  truths  are  of  an  abflradled  nature  ;  and 
when  we  attempt  to  illuflrate  them  by  objects  of  the  fenfes,  the  tranfition  from  the  natural  fimplicity 
of  the  latter,  to  the  refinement  of  the  former,  is  Incompatible  with  that  eafe  which  we  expedt  to  find 
in  poetical  defcriptions,  and  interrupts  that  attention  v/iiich  we  aie  alv.^ays  inclined  to  afford.  The 
dip^reffious  and  epifodes  arife  naturally  from  the  fuhjc'5l,anJ  enliven  the  defcription;  hut  the  cpifode 
of  the  blind  'itrnth  in  the  third  book,  is  perhaps  too  long.  Where  epifodes  are  introduced,  in  works  of 
this  kind,  they  fhould  be  related  in  no  very  tedious  or  circumflantial  manner;  becaufe  we  are  not 
willing  to  be  long  detained  from  the  principal  fubjeifl:.  The  famous  ftory  of  the  Ljdy  Godna  of  Co- 
■ventry,  will  be  read  with  pleafure.  The  rules  he  lays  down  for  the  fituation  and  conftrucflion  of  a  ru- 
ral feat,  are  worthy  of  the  genius  and  taftc  of  Shenilone.  They  fliow  him  to  have  been  a  man  of  true 
tafte  and  good  obfeivatlon. 

Of  his  'E'.egks  on  the  Blackbirds,  GclJJinches,  and  Siuallo-ws,  the  extenfive  popularity  is  the  befl  eu- 
logium.  They  are  charaLS.eri2ed  by  an  amiable  humanity,  and  tender  fimplicity  of  thought  and  ex- 
preffion,  which  juftly  entitle  lilm  to  the  exelufive  difllndlion  of  the  "  poet  of  the  birds."  They  have 
received  the  highefl  applaufe  from  Dr.  Aikin,  in  his  Ingenious  and  entertaining  "  Effay  on  the  appli- 
cation of  Natural  Hiflory  to  poetry."  Gra:me,  Mr.  Pratt,  and  other  poets,  have  fucccfsfully  em- 
ployed fimilar  circumftances  of  fidtitious  difirefs  In  their  compofitlons ;  but  the  praife  of  inventioiv 
and  the  palm  of  merit,  in  this  fpecles  of  elegy,  belong  to  Jago.  Refpeding  his  fable  of  Labour  aui 
Cenius,  the  prefent  writer  is  happy  to  coincide  with  the  judgment  of  Mr.  Hylton. 

His  Eclogues  and  fmaller  pieces,  have  confiderable  merit;  tut  they  require  no  diftinft  examination, 
er  particular  criticilm.  j 
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HINTS  FOR  A  PREFACE 


ANY  AUTHOR,  AND  FOR  ANY  BOOK, 


1  HE  following  rtieets  were  fairly  tranfcribed,  the 
title  ^age  was  adjufted,  and  every  thing,  as  the 
writer  thought,  in  readinefs  for  the  prefs,  when, 
upon  carting  his  eyes  over  thein  for  the  laft  time, 
with  more  than  ufual  attention,  fomething  I'eem- 
ed  wanting,  which,  after  a  lliort  paufe,  he  per- 
ceived to  be  the  preface.  Now,  it  is  fit  the  read- 
er fliould  know,  as  an  apology  for  this  feeming 
inattention,  that  he  had  formerly  rejecfled  this 
article  under  a  notion  of  its  being  fuperfluous,  and 
uninterefting  to  the  reader ;  but  now  when  mat- 
ters were  come  to  a  crifis  and  it  was  aimolt  too 
late,  he  changed  his  mind,  and  thought  a  preface 
as  eflential  to  the  figure  of  a  book,  as  a  portico  is 
to  that  of  a  building. 

Not  that  the  author  would  infinuate  by  this 
comparifon,  that  his  paper  edifice  was  entitled  to 
anything  fuperb  and  pompous  of  this  fort ;  but 
only  that  it  wanted  fomething  plain  and  decent, 
between  the  beggarly  ftyle  of  (paries,  or  Ogilby, 
r.nd  the  magnificence  of  the  profufe  Dryden.  Far 
be  it  from  him,  by  calliBg  this  fmall  appendage 
to  his  vvork  by  the  name  of  a  portico,  or  an  anti- 
chamber,  or  a  veftibule,  or  the  like,  to  raile  the 
reader's  expe<flations,  or  to  encourage  any  ideas 
but  thofe  of  the  mod  finiple  kind,  as  introductory 
to  his  fubfequent  entertainment :  neither  would 
he,  like  fome  undertakers  in  literary  archite<fture, 
bedow  as  much  expence  on  the  entrance,  as,  pru- 
dently managed,  might  furnifh  the  lofty  town 
apartments,  or  paftoral  villa  of  a  modern  poet. 
On  the  contrary,  he  referves  all  his  finery  of  carv- 
ing and  gilding,  as  well  as  his  pidlures,  and  ca- 
binets for  their  proper  places  within. 

But  for  the  further  illuftration  of  his  meaning, 
he  choofes  to  have  recourfe  to  allufions  more 
tiearly  related  to  his  fubjeA,  fuch  as  the  prelude 


to  a  fong,  or  the  prologue  to  a  play,  there  beine 
evidently  a  great  affinity  between  rhimine  and 
fidling,  writing  verfes,  and  playing  the  foo!. 

Another  confideration  which  greatly  influeiiced 
the  author  in  this  point,  was,  the  refpeft  which 
he  bears  to  the  public.  For,  conceiving  himfelf 
now  in  the  very  a(?l  of  making  his  aopearance 
before  every  circle  of  the  polite,  and  learned 
world,  he  was  (truck  with  awe.  and  felt  as  if  he 
had  been  guilty  of  foQie  indecorum,  like  a  perfon 
a-bruptly  breaking  info  good  company  with  his 
hat  on,  or  without  making  a  bow.  For  though, 
by  his  fituation  in  life,  he  is  happily  relieved  frora 
any  perfonai  embarraffhient  of  this  kind,  yet  he 
confiders  his  book  as  his  proxy,  and  he  would  by 
no  means  have  his  proxy  guilty  of  fuch  an  impro- 
priety as  to  keep  his  hat  on  before  all  the  learned 
men  of  Europe,  or  to  omit  making  his  bow  upon 
being  admitted  to  an  audience,  or  prefenied  in 
the  drawing-room. 

Great  is  the  force  of  this  little  article  of  gefti- 
culation,  from  the  loweft  clafs  of  orators  in  the 
(treet,  to  thofe  in  the  higheft  departments  in  life ; 
infomuch  that  it  has  been  thought  a  pruf^ent, 
attentive,  and  fkilfiil  manager,  either  on  the  ifage, 
or  at  the  bar,  as  well  as  the  bowing  bean  in  his 
walk,  may  acquire  as  much  fuccefs,  amongd  po- 
lite and  well-bfpd  people,  and  particularly  the 
ladies,  who  are  the  belt  judges,  by  the  magic  of 
his  bow,  as  by  any  other  part  of  his  iGiioa,  or 
oratory. 

Yet,  notwithftanding  all  that  the  author  hai 
faid  concerning  this  external  mark  of  reverence, 
he  is  fenfible  that  there  is  a  fct  of  cynical  philo- 
fophers,  whs  are  fo  far  from  paying  it  due  re- 
gard,;  that  tbey  count  it  no  better  than  a  refined 
^ecies  of  idolatry,  and  an  abomination  utter  1/ 
U  a  iiij 
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unbecoming  fa  noble  and  eredt  a  creature  as  man. 
Upon  thefe  gentlemen  it  is  not  to  be  expeifbed 
that  the  belt  bow  which  the  author,  ot  his  book 
could  make,  would  have  any  efFecSt ;  and  there- 
,fore  he  fliall  decline  that  ceremony  with  them, 
to  take  them  by  the  hand  in  a  friendly  manner, 
hoping  that  they  will  make  forae  allowance  for 
his  having  been  taught  againft  his  own  confent  to 
•lance,  and  fcribble  from  his  infancy. 

He  is  aware,  likewife,  that  there  is  another  fed 
of  philofophers,  whom  his  ingenious  friend  Mr. 
<eTaves,  author  of  the  Spiritual  (^ixotte,  diftin- 
gnilhes  by  the  name  of  cenforious  Ghriftians, 
■"  who,"  as  he  expreffes  it,  ''  will  not  fuffer  a  man 
to  nod  in  his  elbow-chair,  or  to  talk  nonfenfe 
-without  contradidling  or  ridiculing  him." — But 
as  the  writer  of  this  admirable  work  has  fliown 
himfelf  fo  able,  and  uicceisful  a  cafuift  in  a  limi- 
lar  inftance  of  a  petulant,  and  over-officious  y.eal, 
he  hopes  thefe  gentlemen  will,  in  imitation  of 
Mr.  Wiidj^oofe,  for  the  future  refrain  from  a  prac- 
tice fo  injurious  to  their  neighbours  repofe,  and 
fo  contrary  to  all  the  laws  of  civility  and  good 
manners. 

It  is  true,  fome  of  thefe  literati  may  be  confi- 
dered  under  a  more  formidable  charaAer,  from 
their  cuftom  of  holding  a  monthly  meeting,  or 
office  for,  arraigning  the  conducft  of  all  whom  they 
fufpedl  of  maintaining  heretical  opinions  contrary 
to  their  jurifdidioti.  In  this  view,  thefe  good  fa- 
thers fcruple  not  to  put  an  author  upon  the  rack 
for  the  flighteft  offence,  and  not  content  with 
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their  claims  of  infpiration  and  infallibility,  will 
torture  his  own  words  to  prove  his  guilt.  In  the 
execution  of  this  office, they  judge  all  men  by  their 
own  ftandard,  and  like  the  tyrant  Procruftes,  re- 
gardlefs  of  the  acute  pain  they  inflicft  at  every 
ffroke,  will  lo])  off  a  foot,  or  any  other  portion  of 
an  author's  matter,  or  lengthen  it  out,  as  beft 
fuits  their  purpofe,  to  bring  him  to  their  meafure. 
But,  to  the  iiiexpreflible  comfort  of  himfelf,  and 
of  every  free-born  Englifh  writer,  the  author  re- 
fledls  that  tlie  competence  of  fuch  a  court  cannot 
be  admitted  in  a  Proteftant  country  ;  and  to  fpeak 
the  trnth,  from  experience,  its  power,  as  exercifed 
amongft  ns,  though  Hill  very  tremendous,  is  tem- 
pered with  a  gentlenefs  and  moderation  unknown 
to  thofe  of  Spain  and  Portugal. 

But  though  the  author  is  not  without  hopes,  by 
his  coniplriifance,  and  condefcenfion,  to  conciliate 
the  afleClions  of  all  thofe  various  fecfls  of  the 
learned  in  every  part  of  the  world,  yet  his  prin- 
cipal dependance  is  upon  the  gentle  and  humane, 
whole  minds  are  always  open  to  the  feelings  of 
others,  as  well  as  to  the  gratification  of  their 
own  refined  tafte  and  feirtiments;  and  to  thefe 
he  makes  his  appeal,  which  he  hopes  they  will  ac- 
cept as  a  tribute  due  to  their  fuperior  merit,  and 
a  teftimony  of  the  profound  refpeft,  with  which 
he  is  their 

Mod;  obedient. 

Humble  fervant. 

The  AUTHOR, . 
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EDGE- HILL:    A  POEM. 

IN  FOUR  BOOKS. 


'•  Salve,  magna  parens  friigum,  Saturnia  tellus, 

"  Magna  virum  !  tibi  res  antiques  lauH is,  et  r.rtes 

"  ingredior,  landlos  aafus  reckidcre  fontes.''  Virg. 


"  Our  fight-  is  the  moft  perfeft  and  mod  delightful  of  ail  our  fenfes.  It  fills  the  mind  with  the 
"  largeft  variety  of  ideas,  converCes  with  its  objedts  at  the  greateit  diftance,  and  continues  the 
*'  longeftin  action  without  being  tired,  or  fatiated  n-iih  its  proper  enjoyment.'' 

Speiiator,  Kt.  411,  On  the  Pleafures  of  Imagination. 


PREFACE. 


The  following  poem  takes  its  name  from  a  rid;;e 
of  hills,  which  is  the  boundary  between  the  coun- 
ties of  Oxford  and  Warwick,  and  remarkiible  fur 
its  beautiful  and  extenfive  profjjecl,  of  which  the 
latter  forms  a  confiderable  part.  This  circum- 
llance  afforded  the  writer  an  opportunity,  very 
agreeable  to  him,  of  paying  a  tribute  to  his  na- 
tive country,  by  exhibiting  its  beauties  to  the 
public  in  a  poetical  delineation;  divided,  by  an 
imaginary  line,  into  a  number  of  diltinci  fcenes, 


correfponding  vv'ith  the  different  times  of  the  day, 
each  forming  an  entire  picture,  and  containing 
its  due  proportion  of  objedts  and  colouring. 

In  the  e.^ecution  of  this  def;gn,  he  endeavoured 
to  make  it  as  extenfively  intersfting  as  he  could, 
by  the  frequent  introduction  of  general  reflec- 
tions, liiltorical,  philolopliical,  and  moral ;  and  to 
enliven  the  ilefcripticjn  by  digrefljons  and  epifodes, 
naturally  ariiing  from  the  fubjecl. 


BOOK  I. 

AIO  RNI KG. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  fubjecl  propofed.  Addrefs.  Afcent  to  the 
Hill.  General  View.  Comparilon.'  Philofo- 
phical  Account  of  the  Origin  and  formation  of 
Mountains,  &c.  Morning  View,  comprehend- 
ing the  South-\\'eft  Part  of  the  Scene,  inter- 
fperfed  with  Elements  and  Examples  of  nival 
Tafte  ;  Ihowing,  at  the  fame  'I  ime,  its  Con- 
nexion with,  and  Dependence  upon  Civil  Go- 
vernment; and  concluding  with  an  Hiftorical 
Epifode  of  the  Red-Horfe. 

Britannia's  rural  charms,  and  tranquil  fcenes, 
Far  from  the  circling  ocean,  where  her  fleets, 
I^ike  *  Eden's  nightly  guards,  majeftic  ride, 
I  fing  ;   O  may  the  theme  and  kindred  foil 
Propitious  prove,  and  to  th'  appointed  hill 
Invite  the  mufes  fiom  their  cloiftcr'd  fliadcs. 
With  me  to  rove,  and  harmonize  the  ftrain  ! 
Nor  fiiall  they,  for  a  time,  regret  the  lols 
Of  their  lov'd  Ifis,  and  fair  Cherwel's  ftream. 
While  to  the  north  of  their  own  beauteous  fields 
The  pidtur'd  fcene  they  view,  where  Avon  fiiapes 
His  winding  way,  enlarging  as  it  flows, 
•  Nor  haftes  to  join  Sabrina's  prouder  wave. 

*  Miltar,   Fqradifs  LoJ},  Book  iv. 


Like  a  tall  rampart,  here  the  mountr.in  rears 
Its  verdant  edge;   and,  if  the  tuneful  maids 
Their  jjrcfence  deign,  fliali  with  Parnaluis  vie. 
Level,  and  fmootii  the  track,  w  bich  thither  leads  I 
Of  thani|~aign  bold  and  fair  1   Jti  adverfe  fide 
Abrupt,   anil   Itccp  !    Thanks,    iMiller  f  !    to  thy 

p;;th.s 
That  eafc  our  winding  fteps  1   Thanks  to  the  fount 
The  trees,  theiiou'r-,  imparting  to  the  fenfe 
Fragrance  or  dulcet  found  of  murm'ring  nil. 
And  (tilling  ev'ry  tumult  in  the  breail  1 
And  oft  the  ftalel)  tow'rs,  th.U  overtop 
T  he  nfing  wood,  and  oft  tlie  broken  arch. 
Or  mould'ring  wall,  well  taught  to  counterfeit 
The  waite  of  time,  to  folemn  tl. ought  excite. 
And  crown  with  graceful  pomp  the  flragtiy  hill. 

f  So  virtue  paints  the  fteep  altent  to  lame: 
So  her  aeiial  refidence  diiplays. 

Still  let  thy  incndruip,  whith  prepar'd  the  way. 
Attend,  and  guide  me,  as  my  ravilli'd  light 
O'er  the  bleak  hill,  or  flieker'd  valley  roves. 
Teach  me  with  juft  obfervance  to  remark 
Their  various  charms,  their  Itoried  fauic  record. 
And  to  the  vifual  join  the  mental  fearch. 

The  iunmiit'sgaiii'd  1   ami,  fiom  its  airy  height 
The  la;c-irod  plain  looks  like  ;in  inland  lea, 
View'd  from  lorne  promontory's  Ir-^ary  head. 


ks. 
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With  diilant  fhores  environed  ;  not  with  face 
Glairy,  and  uniform,  but  when  its  waves 
Are  gently  ruffled  by  the  fouthern  gale. 
And  the  tall  malts  like  waving  forefts  rife. 

Such  is  the  fcene,  that  from  the  terrac'd  hill, 
Difplaysits  graces;  imerraisture  fweet 
Oi  lawns  and  groves,  of  open  and  retir'd. 
Vales,  farras,  towns,  villas,  caftles,  diitant  fpires, 
And  hills  on  hills,  v^ith  ambient  clouds  enrob'd, 
In  long  fjcceffion  court  the  lab'ring  fight. 
Loft  in  the  bright  confufion.     Thus  the  youth, 
Efcap'd  from  painful  drudgery  of  words, 
"Views  the  fair  fields  of  fcience  wide  difplay'd  ; 
Where  Phcebus  dwells,  and  all  the  tuneful  nine; 
Perplex'd  awhile  he  flands,  and  now  to  this, 
Now  tliat  bleft  feat  of  harmony  divine 
Explores  his  way,  with  giddy  rapture  tir'd  : 
Till  fome  fage  Mentor,  whole  experienc'd  feet 
Have  trod  the  mazy  path,  direcfls  his  fearch. 
And  leads  him  wond'ring  to  their  bright  abodes. 
Come  then,  my  friend  1  guide  thou  th'  advent'rous 

niuic, 
And  with  thy  counfel  regulate  her  flight. 
Yet,  ere  the  fweet  excurlion  Ihe  begins, 

0  !  liften,  while,  from  I'acred  records  drawn. 
My  daring  fong  unfolds  the  cauft,  whence  rofe 
This  various  face  of  things — of  high,  and  low — 
Of  rough  and  iViiooth.    For  with  its  parent  earth 
Coeval  not  prevail'd  what  now  a;;pears 
Of  hill  and  dale  j  nor  was  its  new-form'd  fiiape, 
Like  a  fmooth,  poHfli'd  orb,  a  lurface  plain. 
Wanting  the  fweet  variety  of  change. 
Concave,  convex,  the  deep,  ant;  the  fublime  : 
Nor,  from  old  ocean's  wat'ry  bed,  were  fcoop'd 
Its  neighb'rng  fliores  ;  nor  were  they  now  de- 

preis'd. 
Now  rais'd  by  fudden  fhocks  ;  but  falhion'd  all 
In  perlert  liarmnny,  by  *lawsdivine, 
On  pali've  matter,  at  its  birth  impreis'd. 

When  nov/  two  days,    as  mortals  count  their 

time, 
Th'  Almighty  had  employ'd  on  man's  abode; 

1  0  motion  rous'd  the  dead,  itiaiflive  mafs, 
The  darkillumui'd,  and  the  parts  terrene 
Impelling  each  to  esch  the  circle  form'd. 
Compact,  and  firm,  of  earth's  ftupendous  orb, 
Willi  buiindlefs  feas,  as  with  a  gaiment  cloth'd, 
On  the  third  morn  he  bade  the  vvaters  flow 
Down  to  their  place,  and  let  dry  land  appear; 
And  it  was  lo.     Strait  to  their  deilin'd  Ised, 
Frnm  every  part,  th'  obedient  waters  ran. 
Shaping    their  downward   couife;   and,  as  they 

found 
Refinance  varying  with  the  varying  foil. 
In  their  retreat  they  form'd  the  gentle  Hope, 

"  Amongfi  the  innny  J ancf id  conceits  of  ivt iters 
071  the /uhjciFt,  a  lecufied  divine,  itt  his  confuta- 
tion of  Dr.  b7irnctt^s  theory,  fiippofes  that  hills 
and  moinitc.'ins  might  be  occafumed  by  ferinenta- 
iion,  after  the  mnnner  of  leaven  in  dough  i  nvhile 
others  hniie  attributed  their  prodnSion  to  the  fe- 
'Veral  different  ciuifcs  mentioned  above. 

The  ffjll(:nving  foljiiion,  by  the  defccnt  ofivater 
frotn  the  fur  face  of  the  earth  to  the  centre,  fccmed 
viojl  cdfy,  and  natural  to  the  author,  and  is  there- 
Jiire  iiiluptcd.    Vid.  Warren's  Gcologiie,  1658. 
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Or  headlong  precipice,  or  deep-worn  dale. 
Or  valley,  ftretching  far  its  winding  maze. 
As  farther  ftill  their  humid  train  they  led. 
By  heav'n  direcfled  to  the  *  realms  below. 
Now  firft  was  feen  the  variegated  face 
Of  earth's  fair  orb  fliap'd  by  the  plaftic  flood  ; 
Now  fmooth  and  level  like  its  liquid  plains, 
Now,  like  its  ruffled  waves,  fweet  interchange 
Of  hill  and  dale,  and  now  a  rougher  ftene, 
Mountains  on  mountains  lifted  to  the  iky. 
Such  was  her  infant  form,  yet  unadorn'd ! 
And  in  the  naked  foil  the  fubtle  f  ftream 
Fretted  its  winding  track.     So  he  ordain'd  I 
Who  form'd  the  fluid  mafs  of  atoms  fmall. 
The  principles  of  things  I   who  moift  from  dry, 
From  heavy  fever'd  light,  compa(fling  clofe 
The  folid  glebe,  ftratum  of  rock,  or  ore. 
Or  crumbly  marl,  or  clofe  tenacious  clay, 
Or  what  befide,  in  wond'rous  order  rang'd, 
Orb  within  orb,  earth's  fecret  depths  contains. 

So  was  the  fliapely  fphere,  on  ev'ry  fide, 
With  equal  prefTure  of  furrounding  air 
Suftain'd,  of  fea  and  land  harmonious  form'd. 
Nor  beauteous  cov'ring  was  withheld,  for  Itrait, 
At  the  divine  command,  the  verd'rous  grafs 
Upfprang  unfown,  with  ev'ry  feedful  herb. 
Fruit,  plant,  or  tree,  pregnant  with  future  ftore  ; 
God  faw  the  whole — And  lo  '.  'twas  very  good. 
But  man,  ungrateful  man  I  to  deadly  ill 
Soon  tinn'd  the  good  beftow'd  with  horrid  crimes 
Polluting  earth's  fair  feat,  his  Maker's  gift  \ 
Till  mercy  could  no  more  with  juftice  ftrive. 
Then  wrath  divine  unbarr'd  heav'n's.  wat'ry 

gates, 
And  loos'd  the  fountains  of  the  great  zbyk. 
Again  the  waters  o'er  the  earth  prevail'd. 
Hills  rear'd  their  heads  in  vain.    Full  forty  days 
The    flood  increas'd,  nor,   till  feven  moons  had 

waii'd, 
Appear'd  the  mountain-tops.    Perifh'd  all  flefll, 
One  family  e.'icept  1  and  ail  the  works 
Of  art  were  fwept  into  th'  oblivious  pool. 
In  that  dread  time  what  change  th'   avenging 

flood 
Might  caufe  in  earth's  devoted  fabric,  who 
Ot  mortal  birth  can  tell?    Whether  again 
"I'was  to  its  firft  chaotic  \  mafs  reduc'd. 
To  be  ret'orm'd  anew  ?  or,  in  its  orb. 
What  violence,  what  §  diiruptions  it  endur'd  ? 
What  ancient  mountains  flood  the  furious  fliock  ? 
What  new  arofe  ?   For  doubtlefs  new  there  are, 
If  all  are  not  ;  ftrong  proof  exhibiting 
Of  later  rife,  and  their  once  fluid  ftate, 

*  Called  in  fcripture,  the  deep,  the  great  deep, 
the  deep  that  lietk  under,  or  beneath  the  earth— 
the  Tartarus  or  Erebus  of  the  heathens. 

I "  So  the  wat'ry  throng 

"   With  ferpent  error  wand'ring  found  their  way, 
"  And  on  the  vvafliy  ooze  deep  channels  wore. 
"  Eafy  !  ere  God  had  bid  the  ground  be  dry, 
"  All  but  within  thofe  banks,  where  rivers  now 
"  Stream,  and  perpetual  draw  their  humid  train.'* 
Milton.  Paradife  Loft,  Book  I'ii. 

J  yJrcording  to  Mr.   Hutchinfon  and  his  fil'  ■ 
loiiers.  I 

§  According  to  Dr.  Burnetfi  Theory. 


POEMS. 


615 


iJy  ftranger  fofRIs,  in  their  inmoU  bed 

Ot  loofer  mould,  or  marble  rock  eutomb'd. 

Or  Hiell  marine,  incorp'rate  with  themlelves: 

Nor  lefs  the  *  conic  hill,  wuh  ample  bale, 

Or  fcarry  •  flope  by  rulhing  billows  torn, 

Or  *  fiffure  ilec p,  in  the  late  delug'd  foil 

Clefr  by  furceeding  drought,  fide  anfweriag  fide, 

And  curve  to  ailverfe  ciirve  exacl  opp,  s"d, 

Confefs  the  wat'ry  pow'r;   while  fcatrer'd  trains, 

Or  rocky  fragments,  wafh'd  from  broken  hill*;. 

Take  up  the  tale,  and  fpread  it  round  the  globe. 

Then,  as  the  flood  retir'd,  another  face 

Of  things  appear'd,  another,  and  the  fame  I 

Taurus,  and  Libanus,  and  Atlas  feign'd 

To  prop  the  fkies  I   and  that  fam'd  Alpine  ridge, 

Or  Appenine,  or  fnow-clad  Caucafus, 

Or  Ararat  en  whole  emergent  fop 

Firll  moor'd  that   precious  bark,  whofe   choftn 

crew 
Again  o'erfpread  earth's  univerfal  orb. 
For  now,  as  at  the  firiV,  from  ev'ry  lide 
Halted  the  waters  to  their  ancient  bounds, 
The  vaft  abyfs !  perhaps  from  thence  afcend, 
Uvg'd  by  th'  incumbent  air,  through  mazy  clefts 
Beneath  the  deep,  or  rife  in  vapours  waim, 
Piercing  the  vaulted  earth,  anon  condens'd 
Within  the  lofty  mountains'  fecrel  cells, 
£re  they  their  fummit  gain,  down  their  fteep  fides 
To  trickle  in  a  never-ceafing  f  round. 
So  up  the  porous  Hone,  or  cryftal  tube 
The  philofoi;hic  eye  with  wonde:r  views 
The  tinolur'd  fluid  life  ;  fo  tepid  dews 
From  chymic  founts  in  copious  dreams  diftil. 

Such  is  the  ftrucfiiure,  inch  the  wave-worn  fact- 
Of  earth's  huge  fabric  1   beauteous  to  the  fight, 
I  And  ftor'd  with  wonders,  to  th'  attentive  mind 


*  There  are  fame  remat  table  traces  of  the 
great  e'.cnt  here  treated  of,  in  each  ofthefe  kinds. 
at  IVeUomhe,  near  Stratford  upon  A^.o?i,  formerly 
a  feat  oj  the  Combe  family,  the  nvhole  fcene  beat- 
ing the frongefi  marks  of fome  violent  lonfiia  oi 
nature,  and  particularly  of  the  agency  of  ■water. 

t  May  tiot  the  ebbiug  andf.oninng  of  the  fect, 
to  'whate'uer  cavfe  it  is  oTinng,  tend  to  njjijl  tki> 
tperation  as  the  pulfation  of  the  heart  accelerates 
the  circulation  of  the  blood  in  animal  bodies  ? 

The  reader  may  fee  tl/is  hypothcf.s  'very  ably 
fupported  ly  Mr.  Cutrot.  in  his  Efhy  on  the  De 
ivge,  2d  edit,  together  with  many  refpeEiable 
names,  ancient  and  modern,  by  m-hom  it  is  pci- 
tronited.  Tie  fclloiuing  paffage  from  I  ucre- 
^us  is  quoted  by  him,  as  well  expr effing  their  ge- 
neral meaning. 

"  Partim  quod  fubter  per  terras  diditur  omnes. 

"  Percolatur  enim  virus,  retrnqu;  remanat 

*•  Materies    humoris,    et    ad    caput    amnibus 

''  omnis 
"  Convenit,undefuper  terras  fluit  agmine  duici, 
"  (^a   via   ftda  femel    liquido    pede    deculit 

"  undas." 

%  Trees  of  a  lery  large  fite,  torn  up  by  the 
*ots,  and  ether  vegetable  and  animal  bodies,  the 
^oils  of  the  deluge,  are  found  in  every  part  of 
fbe  earth,  but  chiefly  in  fens,  or  bogs,  or  atnongji 


Confirming,  with  perfuafive  eloquence 
Drawn  from  the  rocky  mount,  or  wat'ry  fen, 
Thofe  facred  pages,  which  record  the  palt. 
And  awfully  predict  its  future  doom. 

Now,  while  the  fun  its  hcav'nly  radiance  fheda 
Arn)l'b  the  vale,  difciofing  all  its  charms, 
limblem  of  that  fair  light,  at  whofe  approach 
Tlie    Gentile    darknefs   fled  1    ye    nymphs,    and 

fwains  1 
Come  halfe  with  me,  while  now  'tis  early  morn, 
Tiirough  U[>ton's  *  airy  fields,  to  where  yon'  point 
Projedling  hides  Northampton's  ancient  feat  {• 
Retir'd,  and  hid  amidft  funounding  iTiades : 
Counting  a  length  of  honourable  years, 
And  folid  worth  ;  while  painted  Belvidcres, 
Naked,  aloft,  and  built  but  to  be  f^ren, 
Shrink  at  the  fun,  and  totter  to  the  wind. 

So  fober  fent'e  oft  fbuns  the  public  view, 
In  privacy  conceal'd,  while  tiie  pert  fons 
Of  folly  flutter  in  the  glaie  of  day. 

Hence,    o'er    the    plain,    where    ftrip'd   witii 
alleys  green, 
i'he  golden  harveft  nods,  let  me  your  viewr 
Progreffive  lead  to  \  Verney's  filler  walls. 
Alike  in  honour,  as  in  name  allied  ! 
Alike  her  walls  a  noble  mafter  own. 
Studious  of  elegance.    At  his  command, 
New  pillars  grace  the  dome  with  Grecian  pomp 
Of  Corinth's  gay  defign.     At  his  command. 
On  h;ll,  or  plain,  new  culture  clothes  the  fcene 
vVith  verdant  grafs,  or  vjricgati-d  grove  ; 
And  bubb.'ing  nils  in  fwceter  notes  difcharge 
Their  liquid  ilores.      Along  the  winding  vale. 
At  his  command,  obfervant  of  th?  (bore, 
The  glitt'nng  ftream,  with  correfpondent  grac^ 
Its  coiirfe  purfues,  and  o'er  th'  exulting  wave 
The  ftattly  bridge  a  beauteous  form  difplays. 
On  either  lide,  rich  a"  th'  embioider'd  floor 
From  Perfia's  gnudy  looms,  and  firm  as  fair, 
Ihe    chcquer'd  lawns  with    count'nance    blithe 

proclaim 
The  graces  reign.    Plains,  hills,  and  woods  reply 
The  graces  reign,  and  niture  fmiles  applaufe. 
Smile  on,  fair  fource  of  beauty,  fource  of  blifs  \ 
To  crown  the  mailer's  coll,  and  deck  her  path 
U'ho  lliares  his  joy,  of  gentlell  manners  join'd 
V\  ith  manly  ienfe,  train'd  to  the  love  rerin'd 
01   nature's    charms    in   ||    Wroxton's   beauteous 
groves. 
Thy  neighb'ring  villa's  ever  open  gate, 
.\nd  felHve  board,  O  ^  Walton  '.  nest  invite 


peat-earth,  '■juhicb  is  an  ajfemhlage  of  decayed  ie~ 
gctables. 

See  Woodward's  Nat.  Hift.  of  the  earth,  &.c. 

•   Upton,  the  feat  of  Robert  Child,   E/y. 

f  Comptuu-lVinv.ite  a  feut  of  the  Right  Hon. 
the  Earl  of  Noitbai::ptori,  at  the  foot  of  Edge- 
Hill. 

\  Compfion-Verjtev,  a  feat  of  the  Bight  Hon. 
Lord  IVilloiighby  de  '  r  ke 

II  fVioxt'jU.  tbe  feat  of  the  Right  Hon  the 
Earl  of  Guildford,  father  of  Lady  H'ilio-  g''by  de 
Broke. 

§  fValton,  the  feat  of  Sir  Charles  Mordaunt, 
Bart,  many  years  a  Member  of  Parliament  fo^ 
the  county  of  JfMrwtc.i, 


THE   WORKS    OF   JAGO. 


The  pleafing  toil.    Unwilling  who  can  pay 
To  thee  the  votive  ftrain  ?   For  Icience  here. 
And  candour  dwell,  prepared  alike  to  cheer 
The  ftranger-guelt,  or  for  the  nation's  weal 
To  pour  the  ftores  mature  of  wifdom  forth, 
In  ftnatorial  councils  otten  prov'd, 
And,  by  the  public  voice  attefted  long, 
'Lonf  may  it  be  1   with  well-deferv'd  applaufe. 
And  fee,  beneath  the  (liade  of  full-grown  elm, 
Or  near  the  border  of  the  winding  brook, 
Skirting  the  gralfy  lawn,  her  polifli'd  train 
Walks  forth  to  tafte  the  fragrance  of  the  grove. 
Woodbine,  or  rofe,  or  to  the  upland  fcene 
Of  wildly-planted  hill,  or  trickling  ftream 
From  the  pure  rock,  or  mols-iin'd  grottob  cool, 
The  naiads'  humid  cell '.  protva<fh  the  way 
With  learned  converfe,  or  ingenuous  long. 
The  fearch  purfue  ta  *  Charlecote's  fair  domain. 
Where  Avon's  fportive  flream  delighted  ftrays 
Through  the  gay  fmiling  meads,  and  to  his  bed, 
Hele's  gentle  current  woos.  by  Lucy's  hand 
In  ev'ry  graceful  ornament  attrr'd. 
And  worthier,  fuch,  to  fliare  his  liquid  realms  I 

Near,  nor  unmindful  of  th'  increailng  liood, 
Stratford  her  fpacious  magnzines  unfolds. 
And  hails  th'  unwieldy  barge  from  v.eftern  fiiores. 
With  foreign  dainties  fraught,  or  native  ore 
Of  pitchy  hue,  to  pile  the  teuell'd  grate 
In  woolly  Cores,  or  huiky  grain  repay'd. 
To  fpeed  her  wealth,  lo  I  the  proud   bridge  f  ex- 
tends 
His  num'rous  arches,  flately  mo^umcd^ 
Of  old  munificence,  and  pious  love 
Of  native  foil  !  there  Stower  exulting  pays 
•His  tributary  ftream,  well  pleas'd  with  wave 
Auxiliary  her  pond'rous  Hores  to  waft ; 
And  boiilling,  as  he  flows,  of  growing  fame, 
And  wond'rous  beauties  ob  his  banks  difplay'd-— 
Of  Alfcot's  I  fwelling  lawns,  and  fretted  I'pires 
Of  faireft  model,  Gothic,  or  Chincll — 
(3f  Eatington's  'j,  and  Tolton's  §  verdant  meads,     ' 
And  groves  of  various  leaf,  and  Honingion  "^j 
Profufe  of  charms,  and  Attic  elegance; 
!Nor  fails  he  to  relate,  in  jocund  mood. 
How  liberally  the  mafters  of  the  fcene 
i-iilarge  his  current,  and  diredl  his  courfe 
"With  wiiuling  grace — and  how  hiscryftal  wave 
KcCccts  th'  inverted  fpires,  and  piilar'd  domes— 
And  how  the  frifl'Jng  deer  play  on  his  lides. 
i'idl'ririg  their  branched  her.ds,  with  wanton  fport, 
In  his  clear  face.     Pieas'd  with  the  vaunting  tale, 
ISor  jealous  of  his  fame,  Avon  receives 
The  prattling  fiieaui,    and,    towards  thy   nobler 

flood, 
Sabrina  fair,  purfues  his  length'ning  v/ay. 

Hail,   beauteous   Avon,    hail !    on  wLofe   fair 
banks 

*  Chcii  lecofe,  the  feat  uf  George  Lucy,  Efij. 

•{•  This  bridge  ivas  built  in  the  reign  of  K. 
iiefiry  VII.  at  tbefule  ccjl  and  charge  of  Sir  Hugh 
Cloptcn,  Knt.  Lord  Mayor  of  the  city  of  London, 
und  a  nntit<e  of  this  place. 

X   The  feat  of  James  Weft,  Ifq. 

II    The  feat  of  the  Hon.  George  Shirley,  Lfq, 
.    ^   The  feat  of  Sir  Henry  Parker,  Bart. 

\  The  fecit  ofjofcj^h  TownJ/jcnd,  Efg. 


The  fmiling  daifics,  and  their  filter  ti'ibe*,     • 
Violets,  and  cuckow-buds,  and  lady-fmockSj 
A  brighter  dye  difclofe,   and  proudly  tell 
That  Shakfpeare,  as  he  ftray'd  thefe  meads  along'. 
Their  fimple  charms  admir'd,  and  in  his  verfe 
Preferv"d,  in  never-fading  bloom  to  live. 

And  thou,  whofe   birth  thefe  walls  unrival'd 
boalt. 
That  mock'li;  the  rnles  ofthe  proud  Stagyrite, 
And  learning's  tedious  toil,  hail  mighty  bard  '. 
Thou  great  magician  hail  1   thy  piercing  thought 
Unaided  faw^  each  movement  of  the  mind, 
Asllalful  artids  view  the  fmall  machine. 
The  fccret  fprings  and  nice  dependencies, 
And  lo  thy  mirnic  fcenes,  by  fancy  wrought 
To  fuch  a  wond'rous  fliape,  th'  imjiaffion'd  breaft 
In  floods  of  grief,  or  peals  of  laughter  bow'd. 
Obedient  to  the  wonder-working  ftrain, 
Like  the  tun'd  ftring  refponlive  to  the  touch, 
Or  to  the  wizzard's  charm,  the  paffive  lloim. 
Humour  snd  wit,  the  tragic  pomp,  or  phrafe 
Familiar  flow'd,  fpontaneous  from  thy  tongue. 
As  flowers  from  nature's  lap. — Thy  potent  fpells 
From  their  bright  feats  aerial  fprites  detain'd, 
Or  from  their  uafeen  haunts,  and  flumb'ring  fnades 
Awak'd  the  fairy  tribes,  with  }ocund  ftep 
The  circled  green,  and  leafy  hall  to  tread  : 
While,  from  his  dripping  caves,  old  Avon  fent 
His  wilJing  naiads  to  their  harmlefs  rout. 

Alas  !  how  languid  is  the  labour'd  fong. 
The  flow  refult  of  rules,  and  tortur'd  fenfe, 
Compar'd  with  thine  1   thy  animated  thought, 
And  glowing  phrafe  1   which  art  in  vain  eflays. 
And  fchools  can  never  teach.    Yet,  though  deny'd 
Thy  pow'rs,  by  fituation  more  allied, 
I  court  the  genius  of  thy  fportive  mufe 
On  Avon's  hank,  her  facred  haunts  explore. 
And  hear  in  ev'ry  breeze  her  charming  notes. 

Beyond  thefe  flow'ry  meads,  with  ciallic  ilreams 
Enrich'd,  two  lifter  rills  their  currents  join. 
And  Ikeiiild  difplays  his  Roman  pride. 
There  Alcefter  *  her  ancient  honour  boafts. 
Rut  fairer  fame,  and  far  more  happy  lot 
She  boalls,  O  Ragley  f  1  in  thy  courtly  train 
Of  Heitford's  fplendid  line  I  lo  I  from  thefe  lliades, 
Ev'n  now  his  Ibv'reign.  ftudious  of  her  weal, 
Calls  him  to  bear  his  delegated  rule 
To  Britain's  filler  ille.     Hibernia's  fons 
AppLuid  thtr  choice,  and  hail  him  to  tlieir  fliore 
With  cordial  gratulation.     Him,  well-pleas'd 
With  more  than  filial  rev'rence  to  obey, 
Beauchamp  attends.     What  fon,   but    would  re- 
joice 
The  deeds  of  fuch  a  father  to  record  ' 
What  father,  but  were  bleft  in  fuch  a  fon  ! 
Nor  may  the  mufe  omit  with  Conway's  \  name 
To  grace  her  long.     O  !  might  it  worthy  flow 

*  So  called  from  its  fUnation  on  the  river 
Alenus,  or  Alne,  and  from  its  being  a  Roniarr 
flatiou  071  the  Ikcnild-Street. 

t  A  feat  of  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Hert- 
ford. 

\  The  Right  Hon.  Henry  Seymour  Convjay,  Efq. 
one  of  his  Majefiy'' s  principal  fecretaries  of /lute, 
and  brcthar  to  the  Rigit  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Hert- 
ford. 


Of  thofc  hertlienie  involves!  The  cydcr-luml, 
In  Gcorjric  llrains,  by  her  own  Philips  Aing, 
Shou'd  boaih  no  brighter  fame,  though  proudly 

grac'd 
Withloitiell-titlcd  names — ^The  Cecil  line. 
Or  Beaufort's,  or,  O  Chandois!  tliine,  or  his 
In  ^\iina's  councds  hi j;h,  her  iav'rite  peer, 
Harley  I  by  me  iHll  iionour'd  in  his  race. 

Sec,  how  the  pillar'd  ifles  and  ftately  dome 
Brighten  the  woodland-fhade!  while  Icattei'd  hill, 
Airy,  and  lin|ht,  in  many  a  conic  form, 
A  theatre  compol'e,  orotefque  and  wild, 
And,  with  their  ihaggy  fid.s,  contraCl  the  vale 
\\'inding,  in  ilraitcn'd  ciicuic,  round  their  bale. 
Beneath  their  waving^umbrage  Flora  fpreads 
JHer  fpotted  couch,  primrofe,  and  hyacinth 
Profufe,  with  ev'ry  Ampler  bud  that  blows 
On  hill  or  dale,     such  too  thy  llow'ry  pride 
O  Hewel  *  !  by  thy  mailer's  lib'ral  hand 
Advanc'd  to  rural  tame  !  Such  Umberllade  f  ! 
Ik  the  fwsct  labour  join'd,  with  culture  fair. 
And  fplendid  arts,  from  Arden's  ]:  woodl.ind  ibades 
'llie  pois'nous  damps,  and  lavage  gloom  to  chafe. 

What  happy  lot  attends  your  calm  retreats, 
By  no  fcant  bouud'ry,  nor  obftruiiling  fence, 
Immur'd,  or  circumfcrib'd  ;  but  Ipread  at  lar^e 
In  open  day  :  fave  what  to  cool  recefs 
Is  dellin'd  voluntary,  not  conilrain'd 
By  fad  necelTity,  and  cafusl  flate 
Of  fickly  peace  !  Such  as  the  moated  hall, 
With  dole  circumference  of  wat'ry  5;uard, 
And  penfde  bridge  proclaim  !  or,  rear'd  aloft, 
And  macceflible  the  nialTy  tow'rs, 
And  narrov/  circuit  of  embattled  walls, 
Rais'd  on  the  mountain-precipice  I  Such  thine 
O  Bcaudefert  '^  !  old  Montfort's  lofty  feat ! 
Haunt  of  my  youthful  Heps  1  where  I  was  wont 
To  range,  chaunting  my  rude  notes  to  the  wind, 
While  Somerville  difdain'd  not  to  regard 
"VV'ith  candid  ear,  and  regulate  the  flrain. 

Such  was  the  genius  of  the  Gothic  age, 
And  Norman  policy  !  Such  the  retreats 
Of  Britain's  ancient  nobles !  lefs  intent 
On  rural  beauty,  and  fweet  patronage 
Of  gentic  arts,  than  lludious  to  reitrain, 
With  fervile  awe,  barbarian  multitudes  ; 
Or,  with  conled'rate  force,  the  regal  pov.'r 
Controul.  Hence  proudly  they  their  vafTil  troops 
AfTcndiling,  now  the  fate  of  empire  planu'd  : 
Now  o'er  dcfcncelcfs  tribes,  with  wanton  rage, 
'I'yrannic  iul'd;  and,  in  tlieir  caftled  halls 
Secure,  with  wild  excels  their  revels  kept, 
"V^'hilc  many  a  ffurdy  youth,  or  beariteous  maid, 
Sole  folace  of  their  parents'  drooping  age  ! 
Bewaii'd  their  wretched  fate,  by  force  compell'd 
T'o  thefc  abhon'd  abodes !  Hence  frequent  5  wars, 
In  ancient  annals  fam'd  !  Hence  haply  feign'd 
Th'  enchanted  caftle,  and  itscurfed  train 
Of  giants,  fpeiSbres,  and  magicians  dire  ! 
Hence  gen'rous  minds,  with  indignation  fir'd, 
And  threat'ning  fierce  revenge,  were  cliarafter'd 
By  gallant  knights  on  bold  achievments  bent, 
Subduing  monllers,  and  diffolving  fpells. 

*    The  feat  nf  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Plymouth. 

•f   The  feat  of  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Archer. 

4   TheforcfijOr  ■woodland part  of  War-uidf-irc. 

11    So  called, from  its  fleafant  rural  I'iluati'^ri, 

^  Calhd  ti'ic  Barer.!  iiars. 
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Thus,  from  the  rural  landfcnpc,  learn  to  know 
The  various  characters  of  time  and  place. 
To  liail,  from  open  fcenes,  and  cultur'd  fields. 
Fair  liberty,  and  freedom's  gcn'rous  reign, 
Willi  guardian  laws,  and  polilh'd  arts  adorn'd. 
While  the  portcullis  huge,  or  moated  fence 
The  lad  reverie  of  lavage  times  betray— 
Diilruii,  barbarity,  and  Gothic  rule. 

VS'ould   yc,  with  faultlefs  judgment,  learn  to 
pl/.n 
The  rural  feat  ?  To  copy,  as  yc  rove. 
The  well-form'd  picture,  and  correifl  defign  ? 
Firfl  Ihun  the  falfe  extremes  of  iugh  and  low. 
\\'ith  wat'ry  vapours  this  your  fretted  walls 
Will  foon  deface  ;  and  that,  with  rough  aflault, 
And  frequent  tempeils,  fliake  your  tott'ring  roof. 
Me  nioft  the  gentic  eminence  delights 
Of  healtliy  champaign,  to  the  funny  fouth 
Fair  op'mng,  and  with  woods,  and  circling  hills, 
Nor  too  remote,  nor,  with  too  clofe  embrace. 
Stopping  the  buxom  air,  behind  enclos'd. 
But  if  your  lot  hath  fall'n  in  fields  lefs  fair, 
Confult  their  genius,  and,  with  due  regard 
To  nature's  clear  directions,  fliape  your  plan. 
The  fite  too  lofty  ihelter,  and  the  low 
With  funny  lawns  and  open  areas  cheer. 
The  marifh  drain,  and,  with  capacious  urns. 
And  vvell-conduifted  llreams,  refrefli  the  dry. 
So  fhall  your  lawns  with  healthful  verdure  fmile. 
While  others,  fick'ning  at  the  fultry  blaze, 
A  ruffct  wild  dii'play,  or  the  rank  blade, 
And  matted  tufts  the  carelefs  owner  fhame. 
Seek  nor,  with  fniitlefs  coft,  the  level  plain' 
To  raife  aloft,  nor  fink  the  rifuig  hill. 
Each  has  its  charms,  though  diff'rent ;  ericli  in 

kind 
Improve,  not  alter.    Art  with  art  conceal. 
1^-t  no  llrait  terrac'd  lines  your  Hopes  deform ; 
No  barb'rous  walls  reftrain  the  bounded  iJght; 
But  to  the  diftant  fields  the  clofer  fccne 
Conned.     The  Ipacious  lawn  with  fcatter'd  trees 
Irregular,  in  beauteous  negligence. 
Clothe  bountiful.    Your  unimprifon'd  eye. 
With  pleafing  freedom,  through  the  lofty  maze 
Shall  rove,  and  find  no  dull  fatiety. 
■^I'he  fpcrtive  llreani  with  fliffen'd  line  avoid 
To  torture,  nor  prefer  the  long  canal 
Or  labour'd  fount  to  nature's  eafy  flow. 
Your  winding  paths,  now  to  the  fuimy  *  gleam 
Dirci^ted,  now  with  high  cmbow'ring  trees 
Or  fragrant  Ibrubs  conceal'd,  with  frequent  feat 
And  rural  ftrudlure  deck.    '1  heir  pleafing  form 
To  fancy's  eye  luggells  inhabitants 
Of  more  tliaii  mortal  make,  and  their  cool  Ibadc^ 
And  friendly  Iheltcr  to  refrffliment  l\vee:, 
And  wholcfome  meditation,  fliall  invite. 
To  ev'ry  flruClure  give  its  pioper  fite. 
Nor,  on  the  dreary  heath,  the  gay  alcove. 
Nor  the  lone  hermit's  cell,  or  mournful  urn 
Build  on  the  fprightly  lawn.     The  graffy  Hope 
^\.nd  flielter'd  border  for  the  cool  arcade 
Or  Tufcan  porch  rtfcrve.    To  the  chaCe  dome 
And  fair  rotunda  give  the  fwelHng  mount 
Of  frelhell  green.    If  to  the  Gothic  fccne 
Your  tafle  incline,  in  the  wel.-wator'd  vale. 
With  lofty  pints  embrown'd,  the  mimic  fane 

*  "  YixQ  amat  obfcurum,  volet  hsec  fub  luce 
videri."  ti^*' 


636 

And  mould'ring  abbey's  fretted  windows  place. 
The  craggy  rock,  or  precipitious  hill, 
Shall  well  become  the  caftle's  maffy  walls. 
In  royal  villas  the  PuUadian  arch 
And  Grecian  portico  with  dignity 
Their  pride  difplay  :  iil  fuits  their  lofty  rank 
The  fimpler  fcene.    If  cliance  hifloric  deeds 
Your  fields  diftinguilh,  count  them  doubly  fair. 
And  ftudious  aid,  with  monumental  ftone. 
And  faithful  comment,  fancy's  fond  review. 

Now  other  hills,  with  other  wonders  flor'd, 
Invite  the  fearch.    In  vain!  unlefs  the  mufe 
The  landfcape  order.    Nor  will  fhe  decline 
The  pleafmg  tafk.    For  not  to  her  'tis  hard 
To  foar  above  the  mountain's  airy  height. 
With  tow'ring  pinions,  or,  with  gentler  wing, 
T'  explore  the  cool  receffes  of  the  vale. 
Her  piercing  eye  extends  beyond  the  reach 
Of  optic  tube,  levcll'd  by  midnight  fage, 
At  the  moon's  difk,  or  other  dillant  fun, 
And  planetary  worlds  beyond  the  orb 
Of  Saturn.    Nor  can  intervening  rocks 
Impede  her  fearch.    Alike  the  fylvan  gloom 
Or  earth's  profoundeft  caverns  fhe  pervades, 
And  to  her  fav'rite  fons  makes  vifible 
All  that  may  grace  or  dignify  the  fong, 
Howe'er  cnvelop'd  from  their  mortal  ken. 

So  Uriel,  winged  regent  of  the  fun  ! 
Upon  its  evening  beam  to  Panidife 
Came  gliding  down  ;  fo,  on  its  floping  ray, 
To  his  bright  charge  return'd.     So  th'  heav'nly 

guefi 
From  Adam's  eyes  the  carnal  film  remov'd, 
On  Eden's  hill,  and  purg'd  his  vifual  nerve 
To  fe  things  yet  unform'd,  and  future  deeds. 

Lo!  where  the  fouthsrn  hill  with  winding  courfe 
Bends  tow'rd  the  weft,  and  from  his  airy  feat 
Views  four  fair  provinces  in  union  join'd; 
Beneath  his  feet,  confpicuous  rais'd,  and  rude, 
A  maffy  pillar  rears  its  fhapelefs  head. 
Others  in  ftature  lefs,  an  area  fmooth 
Enclofe,  like  that  on  *  Sarum's  ancient  plain. 
And  feme  of  middle  rank  apart  are  fcen: 
Diftinguifh'd  thofe  by  courtly  charader 
Of  knights,  while  that  the  regal  f  title  bears. 
What  now  the  circle  drear,  and  fiiifen'd  mafs 
Compofe,  like  us  were  animated  forms, 
W^itii  vital  warmth,  and  fenfe,  and  thought  endu'd ; 
A  band  of  waniors  brave  !  Effecft  accurs'd 
Of  necromantic  art  and  fpells  impure. 

So  vulgar  fame.    But  clerks,  in  antique  lore 
Profoundly  (krll'd,  far  other  ftory  tell; 
And,  in  its  myftic  form,  temple  or  court 
Efpy,  to  fabled  gods  sr  throned  kings 
Devote  ;  or  fabric  mojiumental,  rais'd 
By  Saxon  hands,  or  by  that  Danifli  chief 
RoUo  I !  the  builder  in  the  name  imply 'd. 

Yet  to  the  weft  the  pleafing  fearch  purfue. 
Where  from  the  vale  Brails  lifts  his  fcarry  fules, 
And  lUmington,  and  Campden's  hoary  hills, 
(By  Lyttleton's  fvveet  plaint,  and  thy  abode 
His  matchlefb  Lucia  !  to  the  mufe  cndcar'd) 
Imprcfs  new  grandeur  on  the  Ipreading  fcene, 
With  champaign  fields,  broad  plain,  and  covert 
vale 
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Diverfify'd  :  By  Ceres  fome  adorn'J 

■V^'ith  rich  luxuriance  of  golden  grain, 

And  fome  in  Flora's  liv'ry  gaily  dight, 

And  fome  with  fylvan  honours  graceful  crown'd,. 

Witnefs  the  foreft  glades,  with  {lately  pride, 

Surrounding  Sheldon's  *  venerable  dome  ! 

Witnefs  the  floping  lawns  of  Idlicotf  ! 

And  Honington's  irriguous  meads !    J>ome  wini 

Meandring  round  the  hills  disjom'd,  remote, 

Giving  full  licence  to  their  fportive  range ; 

While  diftant,  but  diftindl,  his  Alpine  ridge 

Malvern  eretSso'er  Efham's  vale  fublime. 

And  boldly  terminates  the  finifh'd  fcene. 

Still  are  the  praifes  of  the  Red-Horfe  Vale 
Unfung  ;  as  oft  it  happens  to  the  mind 
Intent  on  diflant  themes,  while  what's  more  near. 
And  nearer,  more  important,  'fcapesits  note. 

From  yonder  far-known  hill,  where  the  thin  turf 
But  ill  conceals  the  ruddy  glebe,  a  form 
On  the  bare  foil  pourtray'd,  like  that  fam'd  fleed 
Which  in  its  womb  the  fate  of  Troy  conceal'd, 
O'erlooks  the  vale. — Ye  fwains,  that  wifh  to  learn 
Whence  rofe  the  ftrange  phenomenon,  attend  ! 

Britannia's  fons,  though  now  for  arts  renown'd, 
A  race  of  anceftors  untaught,  and  rude, 
Acknowledge,  like  thofe  naked  Indian  tribes. 
Which  firft  Columbus  in  the  Atlantic  ifles 
With  wonder  faw.    Alike  their  early  fate 
To  yield  to  conquering  arms  !  Imperial  Rome 
V/as  then  to  them  what  Britain  is  to  thefe. 
And  through  the  fubjetft-land  her  trophies  rear'd. 

But  haughty  Rome,  her  ancient  manners  flown, 
Stoop'd  to  barbaric  rage.    O'er  her  proud  walls 
The  (icths  prevail,  which  erft  the  Punic  bands 
Affaird  in  vain,  though  Cannse's  bloody  field 
Their  valour  own'd,  and  Hannibal  their  guide  ! 
Such  is  the  fate,  which  mightieft  empires  prove, 
Unlefs  the  virtues  of  the  fon  prefcrve 
What  his  forefather's  ruder  courage  won  ! 

I  No  Cato  now  the  lift'ning  fenate  warm'd 
To  love  of  virtuous  deeds,  and  public  weal. 
No  Scipios  led  her  hardy  fons  to  war. 
With  fenfe  of  glory  fir'd.   Through  all  her  realms 
Or  hoftile  arms  invade,  or  fadlions  fhake 
Her  tott'ring  ftate.    From  her  proud  capitol 
Her  tutelary  gods  retire,  and  Rome, 
Imperial  Rome,  once  miftrefs  of  the  world, 
A  vidtim  falls,  fo  righteous  Heav'n  ordains, 
To  pride  and  luxury's  all-conquering  charms. 

Meantime  her  ancient  foes,  erewhile  reftrain'd 
By  Roman  arms,  from  Caledonia's  hills 
Ruil"!  like  a  torrent,  with  refiillefs  force. 
O'er  Britain's  fencelefs  bounds,  and  through  her 

fields 
Pour  the  full  tide  of  defolating  war. 
iEtius,  thrice  conful !  novv'  an  empty  name, 
In  vain  her  fons  invoke.    In  vain  they  feek 
Relief  in  fervitude.    Ev'n  fervitudc 
Its  miferable  comforts  now  denies; 
From  {hore  to  fhore  they  fly.    The  briny  flood, 


*   Stone-henge. 

•)■   Called  the  K'm^s-Jlonc,  or  Koning-jiam, 

\  Called  Roll-riih-SiU:\:s. 


*   Wejion,  thefcai  of  JVUUum  ShcUon,  Efq. 
f   The  fiat  of  the  lais  Buroii  Lcggc,  naio  khnging 
to  Robert  Lacbiolc,  F.fq. 

I  "  Non  his  juventusorta  parentibus 
"  Inftcit  .tquor  fanguine  Punico, 
"  Pyrrhumque,  et  ingentem  cecidit 
«  Antilochum,  Hannibalemqut  dirum." 
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A  guardian  once,  their  further  flight  reftrain?. 
Some  court  the  boifl'rous  deep,  a  milder  foe ; 
Some  gain  the  diftant  fhores,  and  fondly  hope 
In  each  to  find  a  more  indulgent  home. 
The  reft,  protradling  ftill  a  wretched  life, 
From  Belgia's  coafl  in  wild  defpair  invite 
Its  new  inhabitants,  a  Saxon  race, 
On  enterprife  and  martial  conqucfl  bent. 
With  joy  the  Saxons  to  their  aid  repair. 
And  foon  revenge  them  on  their  northern  foes. 
Revenge  too  dearly  bought !  Thefe  courted  guefts 
Give  them  fhort  fpace  for  joy.    A  hoftile  look 
On  their  fair  fields  they  caft  (for  feeble  hands 
Alas !  too  fair),  and  feize  them  for  their  own. 
And  now  again  the  conquer'd  iHe  affumcs 
Another  form  ;  on  evVy  plain  and  hill 
New  marks  exhibiting  of  fervile  ftate. 
The  mafly  ilone  with  figures  quaint  infcrib'd— 
Or  dyke  by  *  Woden,  or  the  Klercian  kiiigf, 
Vaft  bound'ry  made— or  thine,  O  Afhbury  | ! 
And  Tyfoe's  ||  wond'rous  theme,  the  martial  horfe, 
Carv'd  on  the  yielding  turf,  armorial  fign 
Of  Hengift,  Saxon  chief!  of  Brunfwick  now, 
And  with  the  Britifli  lion  join'd,  the  bird 
Of  Rome  furpaffing.    Studious  to  prefcrvc 
The  fav'rite  form,  the  treach'rous  conquerors 
Their  vaflal  tribes  compel,  with  feftive  rites. 
Its  fading  figure  yearly  to  renew. 
And  to  the  neighbVing  §  vale  impart  its  name. 

BOOK.  11. 

NOON. 

ARGUMENT. 

Noon.  The  mid  fcene  from  the  caftle  on  Ratley- 
.  Hill.  More  particular  account  of  the  feveral 
parts  of  this  fcene,  and  of  whatever  is  mofl  re- 
markable in  it.  Warwick.  Its  antiquity.  Hif- 
torical  account  of  the  Earls  of  Warwick.  Story 
of  Guy.  Guy's-Cliife.  Kenelvvorth.  Its  caftle. 
Hiftory  of  it.  Balfal.  WroxaL  Coventry.  Its 
environs.  Manufaftures.  Story  of  Godiva,  Pe- 
roration, 

The  fun,  whofe  eaftern  ray  had  fcarcely  gilt 
The  mountain's  brow,  while  up  the  fleep  afcent 
With  early  ftep  we  climb'd,  new  wide  difplays 
His  radiant  orb,  and  half  his  daily  ftage 
Hath  nearly  meafur'd.    From  th"  illumin'd  vale 
The  foaring  mifts  are  drain'd,  and  o'er  the  hill 
No  more  breathes  grateful  the  cool  balmy  air. 
Cheering  our  fearch,  and  urging  on  our  fteps 
Delightful.    See,  the  languid  herds  forfake 
■"i'he  burning  mead,  and  creep  beneath  the  ftiade 
Of  fpreading  tree,  or  ftielt'ring  hedge-row  tall : 
Or,  in  the  mantling  pool,  rude  refervoir 

*  lVanfJ\ke,  or  IVodenfdyle^  a  boundary  of  the  h'lng' 
iom  of  the  Wcfl  Saxons,  in  W'lltjhire. 

\  Offa,  from  ivhom  the  boundary  betiveen  the  king- 
tlotn  of  the  Mercian:  and  the  Britons  in  iVales,  took 
its  name. 

\  AJhb-try,  in  Berkjhire,  near  ivhich  ir  the  fgtir' 
vf  a  bar  ft  cut  on  the  fide  of  a  bill,  in  tvhltijh  earth, 
ivhich  fri-ves  name  to  the  neighboi/ring  •val/ey. 

II    The  f^ure  of  the  red  horfe  here  defcribcd  is  in  the 
farifi  of  Tyfoe. 
.   §  Calhdlfrom  tbisfgurf,  the  Vale  of  Red- Horfe. 


Of  wint'ry  rains,  and  the  flow  thrifty  fpring, 
Cool  their  parch'd  limbs,  and  lave  their  panting 
fides. 

Let  us  too  feek  the  ftiade.    Yon  airy  dome. 
Beneath  whofe  lofty  battlements  we  found 
A  covert  palTage  to  thefe  fultry  realms, 
Invites  our  di'ooping  ftiength,  and  well  befriend* 
The  pleafing  conmicnt  on  fair  nature's  book, 
In  funiptuous  volume,  open'd  to  our  view.  / 

Ve  fportive  nymphs,  that  o'er  the  rural  fcene 
Prcfidc ;  you  chief,  that  haur.t  the  iiow'ry  banks 
Of  Avon,  where,  with  more  niajeftic  wave, 
Warwick's  illuftrious  lord  through  the  gay  meadfe 
H  s  dancing  current  guides,  or  round  the  lawn 
Directs  th'  cmbroider'd  verge  of  various  dycj, 
O  !  teach  me  all  its  graces  to  unfold, 
And  with  your  praife  join  his  attendant  fame. 

'Tis  well !   Here  ihcher'd  from  the  fcorchirg 
heat. 
At  large  we  view  the  fubjecS  vale  fublimc 
And  unimpeded.    Hence  its  limits  trace 
Stretching,  in  wanton  bound'ry,  from  the  foot 
Of  this  green  mountain,  far  as  human  ken 
Can  reach,  a  theatre  immenfc !  adoru'd 
With  ornaments  of  fweet  variety. 
By  nature's  pencil  drawn— the  level  meads, 
A  verdant  floor!  with  brighteft  gems  inlaid. 
And  richly-painted  flow'rs— the  tillag'd  plain, 
Wide-waving  to  the  fun  a  rival  blaze 
Of  gold,  belt  fource  of  wealth ! — the  prouder  hills,. 
With  outline  fair,  in  naked  pomp  dilplay'd, 
Round,  angular,  oblong;  and  others  crown'd 
With  graceful  foliage.    Over  all  her  horn 
Fair  plenty  pours,  and  cultivation  fprcads 
Her  height'niag  luftrc.    See,  beneath  her  touch 
The  fmil'ng  liarvefts  rife,  with  bending  line, 
And  wavy  ridge,  along  the  dappled  glebe 
Stretching  their  lengthen'd  beds.     Her  careful 

hand 
Piles  up  the  yellow  grain,  or  ruftling  hay 
Aduft  for  wint'ry  florc — the  long-ridg'd  mow. 
Or  ftiapely  pyramid,  with  conic  roof, 
Drefling  the  landfcape.    She  the  thick-wove  fence 
Nurfes,  and  add'i  vvitli  care  the  hedge-row  elnx. 
Around  her  farms  and  villages  flie  plans 
Tlic  rural  garden,  yielding  wholefonie  food 
Of  fimplc  viands,  and  the  fragrant  herb 
Medicinal.    The  well-rang'd  orchard  now 
She  orders,  or  the  ftielt'ring  clump,  or  tuft 
Of  hardy  trees,  the  wint'ry  llorras  to  curb. 
Or  guard  tlie  fweet  retreat  of  village  fwain, 
With  health  and  plenty  crown'd.     Fair  fcicnce 

n°xt. 
Her  offspring,  adds  town3,  cities,  vaulted  domee. 
And  fpkndid  palaces,  and  chafes  large. 
With  lake  and  planted  grove.    Hence  Warwicls, 

fair 
With  rifmg  buildings,  Coventry's  tall  fpircs, 
And  Kenelworth!  thy  ftatelv  caftle  rofe. 
Which  ftill  in  ruin  charms  th'  aftonifh'd  fight. 
To  crown  the  beauteous  fcene,  the  curtain'd  ficy, 
Its  canopy  divine  of  azure  tint. 
Spreads  heav'nly  fair,  and  foftcns  ev'ry  charm. 

Now  yet  aga;n,  with  accurate  furvey. 
The  level  plain,  hills  rifing  various,  woods. 
And  meadows  green,  the  fir.-.ple  cot,  and  towns, 
N'urs'rics  of  art-t,  and  commerce  !   Warv.'ick,  fair 
Witli  fifing  buildings,  Coventry's  tall  fpircs. 
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Mapnlficcnt  iu  ruin  Kcnehvorth  ! 

And  flill  more  diftant  fcenes,  with  legends  flrange, 

And  fmoky  arts,  taught  in  the.dufby  fchools 

Of  Tubal's  fons,  attentive  let  us  fcan, 

And  all  their  charms  and  myfleries  explore. 

Firfl  view,  but  cautious,  the  vafl:  precipice  ; 
Left,  ftartled  at  the  giddy  height,  thy  fenfe 
Swimming  farfal^e  thee,  and  thy  trembling  limbs, 
Unncrv'd  and  fault'ring,  threaten  dang'ruus  lapfe. 
Along  th'  indented  bank,  the  foreli:  tribes. 
The  thin-leav'd  afh,  dark  oak,  and  gloffy  beech, 
Of  poliih'd  rind,  thtir  branching  boughs  extend, 
With  blended  tints,  and  amicable  ftrii'c, 
Form.ing  a  checker'd  fhade.    Below,  the  lawns, 
With  fpacious  fweep,  and  wild  declivity. 
To  yellow  plains  their  floping  verdure  join. 

There,  white  with  flocks,  and,  in  he:  num'rous 
herds 
Exulting,  Chadfunt's  *  paftures,  large  and  fair, 
Salute  the  fight,  and  witnefs  to  the  fame 
Of  Lichfield's  mitred  faint  f .    The  furzy  heaths 
Succeed,  clofe  refuge  of  the  tim'rous  hare. 
Or  prowling  fox,  but  refuge  infecure  \ 
From  their  dark  covert  oft  the  hunter  train 
Roufe  them  nnv/illing,  and  o'er  hill  and  dale 
With  wild  tumultuous  joy  their  fleps  purfue. 
Juft  vengeance  on  the  midnight  thief!  and  life 
With  life  aton'd  !  But  that  poor,  trembling  wretch! 
"  Who  doubts  if  now  flie  lives,"  what  hath  fhe 

done ; 
Guiltlefs  of  blood,  and  impotent  of  wrong  ? 
How  num'rous,  how  infatiate  yet  her  foes  I 
Ev'n  in  thefe  thickets,  where  fhe  vainly  fought 
A  Ikfe  retreat  from  man's  unfeeling  race, 
The  bufy  hound,  to  blood  and  flaughter  train'd, 
SnufFs  her  fweet  vapour,  and  to  murd'rous  rage, 
By  madd'ning  founds  impell'd,  in  her  clofe  feat 
With  fury  tears  her,  and  her  corfe  devours; 
Or  fcares  hqr  o'er  the  fields,  and  by  the  fcent, 
With  keen  defire  of  reeking  gor^  inflaiu'd, 
I^oud-bellowing  tortures  her  with  dreadful  cries. 
Nor  more  fecure  her  path  !   Man  even  tliere. 
Watching  with  foul  intent  her  fecret  haunts, 
Plants  inllruments  of  death,  and  round  lier  neck 
The  fatal  fnare  entwines.  Thus  innocence, 
In  human  things,  by  wily  fraud  enfnar'd, 
Ofthelplefs  falls,  while  the  bold  plund'rer  'fcapes. 
2^ext  the  wide  champaign,  and  tlie  cheerful  downs 
Claim  notice;  chiefly  thine,  O  Cheflerton  \  ! 
Pre-eminent.  Nor  'Icape  the  roving  eye 
Thy  folcnm  wood,  and  Roman  veliiges, 
3:tncampmeRt  green,  or  n.ilitary  road  ! 
AmuOve  to  the  grave,  hiftoric  mind. 
Thee  [f  Tachbroke  joins  with  venerable  fliade. 
Nor  diftant  far,  in  Saxon  annals  fam'd. 
The  rural  court  §  of  Offa,  Mercian  king  ! 
"Where,  Icver'd  from  its  trunk,  low  lies  the  head 
Of  brave  Fermundus,  flain  by  coward  hands, 
As  on  the  turf  fupine  in  fleep  he  lay. 
Nor  will  it  fleep  from  which  to  wake  no  more  ! 

*   The  feat  of  "James  Neivfuni  Craggs,  Efq. 

f   St.  ChadJ. 

\  A  feat  tf  the  Right  Honourable  Lord  IViUoughby 
de  Brole,  fo  called  from  its  being  a  Romanjlation  on  the 
fofs-Way. 

•Jl   A  feat  of  Sir  IValier  Ba^of,  JBart, 

§  Gfchur.h,  ih.'feai  of  wUlimck  Knighiley,  Efq. 


Now  Warwick  claims  the  fong ;  fupremely  fair 
In  this  fair  realm;  confpicuous  rais'd  to  view 
On  tlie  firm  rock,  a  beauteous  eminence. 
For  health,  and  pieafure  form'd.  Full  to  the  foutk 
A  ftately  range  of  high,  embattled  walls 
And  lofty  tow'rs,  and  precipices  vaft, 
*  Its  guardian  worth,  and  ancient  pomp  confefs. 
t  The  northern  hills,  where  fuperftition  long 
Her  gloomy  rites  maintain' d,  a  tranquil  fcene 
Of  gentler  arts,  and  pleafures  more  refin'd 
Difplays.  Lawns,  parks,  and  meadows  fair, 
And  groves  around  their  mingled  graces  join. 
And  Avon  pours  his  tributary  ftream. 

\  On  thee  contending  kings  their  bounty  pour'd. 
And  call'd  the  favour'd  city  by  their  names. 
(I  Thy  worth  the  Romans  publifh'd,  when  to  thee 
Their  legions  they  confign'd.  Thee  Ethelflede  §, 
Thy  guardian  fair!  with  royal  grace  reftor'd, 
W^hen  pagan  foes  had  raz'd  thy  goodly  ftreets. 
A  monarch's  care,  thofe  walls  \  to  learning  rais'd, 
**  Thefe  an  afylum  to  declining  age 
A  Leicefter's  love  proclaim.   Nor  pafs  unfung 
The  train  of  gallant  chiefs,  by  thy  lov'd  name 
Diftinguilh'd,  and  by  deeds  of  high  renown 
Gracing  the  lofty  title,    ^f  Arthgalfirft, 
And  brave  Morvidu?,  fam'd  in  druid  fong, 
And  Britifh  annals.  Fair  Felicia's  fire, 
Rohand  I  and  with  her  join'd  in  wedded  love, 
Immortal  Guy  !  who  near  Wintonia's  walls 
With  that  gigantic  braggard  Colebrand  hight ! 
For  a  long  fummer's  day  fole  fight  maintaiii'd. 
But  huge  gigantic  fize,  and  braggart  oaths, 
And  fword,  or  mafTy  club  difmay'd  thee  not. 
Thy  flcill  the  ftroke  eluded,  or  thy  ftiield 
Hannlefs  receiv'd,  while  on  his  batter'd  fides 
Fell  thick  thy  galling  blows,  till  from  his  hands 
Down  dropp'd  the  pond'rous  weapon,  and  himfelf 
Prollrate,  to  thy  keen  blade  his  grifly  head 
Reludlant  yielded,  l^amentations  loud, 
Andfhouts  viftorious,  in  ftrange  concert  join'd. 
Proclaim  the  champion's  fall.  Thee  Athelftan 
His  great  deliverer  owns,  and  meditates 
With  honours  fair,  andfcftive  pomp  to  crown. 
But  other  meed  thy  thoughtful  mindemploy'd. 
Intent  in  heav'nly  folitude  to  fpend 
The  precious  eve  of  life.  Yet  Ihall  the  msfe 
Thy  deed  record,  and  on  her  patriot  lift 
Enrol  thy  name,  though  many  a  Saxon  chief 
She  leaves  unfung.   A  Norman  race  fucceeds, 
To  thee,  fair  town  \\  !  by  charitable  deeds, 
And  pious  gifts  endear'd.  The  Beauchamps  too 
Thou  claim'ft,forarms  and  courtly  manners  fam'di 

*    TheCaflle. 

f    The  Priory.,  noiv  the  feat  of  Henry  Wife,  Efq. 

\  Called  Caer-Leon  from  Giith'L,eon,  alfo  Caer^ 
^•zvayr,  or  Giiaricyfrom  Givar,  tivo  Britifli  kings.  Its 
prefent  name  is  faid  to  be  taken  from  IVarremunJ^  a 
Saxon. 

{{  It  ivas  the  Prajldium  of  the  Romans 

§   She  rebuilt  it  ivhen  it  had  been  defrayed  by  the  Danes . 

^    The  Free-School. 

**   The   Hofpital. 

f  f  Thefirfl  Earl  of  M^artuicl,  aiidtne  of  the  knights 
of  King  Arthur's  round  table. 

11  Henry  de  No-vo  Burgo,  the  firfl  Norman  Earl, 
founded  the  priory  at  IVarivick,  and  Roger  his  fon  b'ji'i 
and  efidozvedthe  churtb  of  St.  Mary. 
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■'  Him  chief,  wlioni  three  impcrinl  Henrys  crownM 
(      With  envied  honours.  Mirror  fair  was  he 
Of  valour,  and  of  knicrlitly  feats  adiiev'd 
111  tilt  and  tournament.    Tiicc  |  Nevil  hoafls 
l-'or  bold  exploits  renown'd,  with  civil  ilrife 
When    Britain's   bleeding    realm    lier    wtakncfs 

mourn'd, 
And  half  her  nobles  in  the  conteft  flain 
Of  Yoik  and  l.ancafter.  He,  fworn  to  bothj 
J\.s  int'rcfl.  tempted,  or  refcnrmcnt  fir'd, 
'i'o  Henry  now,  and  now  to  Edward  join'd. 
His  pow'rfiil  aid  ;  now  both  to  empire  niis'd. 
Now  froni  their  fiimmit  pluck'd,  till  ir>  the  itrife 
By  Edward's  conquering  arms  at  lenjith  he  ft  11. 
Thou,  ;  Clarence,  next,  and  next  thy  haplefs  Ion, 
The  laft  ■;»  Flantagenct  awhile  appears 
To  dignify  the  liil;  bcih  facrific'd 
To  barI)'roi!5  policy  !   Proud  ||  Dudley  now 
From  Edward's  hand  the  bright  diilir.ction  bore, 
But  icon  to  Mary  paid  his  forfeit  head, 
And  in  his  fate  a  wretched  race  involv'd  : 
Thee  chief,  thee  wept  by  cv'ry  gentle  niufe, 
Fair  ^  Jane  I  untimely  doom'd  to  bloody  death, 
for  treafcn  not  thy  own.  To  "'^  Rich's  line 
Was  then  transferr'd  th'  illuftrious  name,  to  thine 
O  ff  Creville!   lail:.  Late  nay  it  there  remain  I 
With  promife  fair,  as  now,  (more  f.iir  what  heart 
Parental  craves)  .''  of  long,  tranfniillive  worth. 
Proud  Warwick's  name,  with  growing  fame  to 

grace, 
And  crown,  with  lafling  joy,  her  caftled  liill. 

Hail,  ftately  pile  ;  fit  nianfion  for  the  great ! 
Worthy  the  lofty  title;  Worthy  him  \\, 
To  Beauchamp's  gallant  race  allied!  the  friend 
Of  gentle  Sidney  !  to  whofe  long  defert. 
In  royal  councils  prov'd,  hisfov'reign't  gift 

*   Jit  chard  Em  I  of  Ifiii'zci.i,  in  the  ni'Tns  of  Kino- 

litnry  IV.  V.  and  VT.   ivas  Qo-J  rnor  of  Calais,   and 

JAeiiUuant-Geneinl  cf  France.      He  founded  the  Lady^s 

'      Chapel,  ail  J  lies  interred  there  under  a  -very  magnifccnt 

monument. 

f  Galled  Male-Ring.  He  ivas  lilkd  at  the  lalllc 
of  Barn tt. 

\  He  married  the  Earl  (f  U'ariuicJi's  daughter,  and 
ivas  put  to  death  by  his  brtith  r  Edtvard  IP'. 

§  Beheaded  in  the  Toiler  Zv  Henry  VI J .  under  a 
frttence  ff  favouring  the  ef  ape  of  Peter  H'arhei,/'. 

II  Made  Enrl  of  ^yariviri  Ly  Edivard  VI.  andaf- 
ienvards  Diite  if  Northuryiicrland. 

\  Lady  Jane  Grey,  niartied  to  o  fun  of  the  Earl  vf 
JVarivick. 

**  Robert  Lord  liich,  created  Eail  (flVanvick  by 
James  T..  * 

ff  Gre-oille  Lord  Brook,  firf  created  Earl  Brook  of 
lVr.ri.vick  Cajlle,  and  afterivards  Earl  tf  War-wick, 
by  King  Ceo  ve  JI. 

\\  Sir  Fnlke  Cre'vi'le,  made  Baron  Brook  of  Beau- 
fhump's-court  by  James  I.,  badihe  Cafile  cfWarivick, 
then  in  a  ruinous  conditio!!,  granted  to  him  ;  upon  ivhich 
he  laid  out  ao,OCO/.  He  lies  buried  in  a  neat  oSlagon 
building,  on  the  north  fide  of  the  chancel  at  IVarmiek, 
.linder  a  fine  marble  monumenl,  on  lubich  is  tbefolloiving 
'veryftgnijicant,  laconic  inftriplion  : 

"  rROPHOEVM  PECCATT  ! 
"  Fnlke   Creville,  Seruant  to  ^aeen  Elizabeth,  Coun- 
"  fellor  to  King  JaK:es,  and  Friend  to  Sir  Philip  !:i.'- 

"    BCV." 

'Vol,  XI. 


Confign'd  the  lofty  f;riicli:rc:  Worth.y  he! 
'J'lie  lofty  flruiSlure's  fplendour  to  lellore. 

Nor  lei's  intent,  Avho  now  by  lini:d  right, 
His  place  fullains,  with  reparations  hold, 
And  well-atiernper'd  digiiity  to  grace 
Th'  ehibattled  walls.     Nor  fparcs  iiis    gcu'rous 

mind 
TIic  coft  of  rural  work,  plantation  large, 
Forcft,  or  fragrant  fhrub;  orfheltcr'd  walks, 
Cr  ample  verdant  lawns,  where  the  llcck  deer 
.Sport  on  the  brink  of  Avon's  flood,  or  graze 
Beneath  the  rifing  walls ;  magnifireuce 
•V.'ith  grace  uniting,  and  enlarg'd  dtlight 
Of  jirofpedl  fair,  ami  nature's  irniiing  Icencs ! 

Still  is  the  colouring  faint.  O!  could  my  vcrfe. 
Like  their  *  Loiiifa's  pencil'd  (hades  defcribc 
The  tovif'rp,  the  woods,  the  lawns,  the  winding 

flream, 
Fair  like  her  form,  and  like  her  birth  fublime  ! 
Not  Windfor's  royal  fcer.es  by  D  •rili.ini  ft;ng. 
Or  that  more  tuncinl  baidon  Twiek'n  im's  fhore 
Should  bii.ift  a  loftier  ftrain,  but  in  my  verfe 
Their  fame  ihould  live,  as  lives  proportion'd  true, 
Their  beauteous  intagc  in  her  graven  lines. 

Tranfporting  theme  !  on  which  I  flill  could  wafte 
The  ling'riiig  hours,  and  ftill  protract  the  fong 
With  new  delight :   but  thy  example,  Guy  ! 
Calls  me  from  I'eenes  of  pump  and  earthly  pride, 
Tomufe  with  thee  in  thy  fcquefler'd  cellf. 

Here  the  calm  fcene  lulls  the  tumultuous  bread 
To  fweet  compoAire.  Here  the  gliding  flream, 
That  winds  its  wat'ry  jiath  in  many  a  maze, 
As  loth  to  leave  th'  enchanted  fpot,  invites 
'Eo  moialize  on  fleeting  time,  and  life, 
Willi  all  its  treaeh'ious  fwects  and  fading  joys, 
In  emblctu  Ihown,  by  many  a  Ihort-liv'd  llow'r, 
That  on  its  margin  fmilcs,  and  finiling  falls 
To  join  its  parent  earth.     Here  let  me  delve, 
Near  thine,  my  chamber  in  the  peaceful  rotk, 
And  think  no  more  of  gilded  palaces, 
And  luxury  of  fenfe.  Erom  the  till'd  glebe. 
Or  ever-teeming  brook,  my  frugal  meal 
I'll  gain,  and  flake  my  thirll  at  yonder  fpring. 
Like  thee,  I'll  climb  the  fleep,  and  mark  the  fcenc 
How  fair  !  how  palling  fair  !  in  grateful  ftrains 
Singing  the  praili.'s  of  creative  love. 
Like  tliee,  I'll  tend  the  call  of  matin  bell  f 
To  early  01  ifons,  and  latefl  tunc 
My  evening  fong  to  that  hiore  v\ond'rous  love, 
AVhich  fav'd  us  from  the  grand  apollate's  wiles. 
And  righteous  vengeance  of  Almighty  ire, 
Juflly  incens'd.  O  pov/'r  of  grace  divine! 
When  mercy  met  with  truth,  with  jiillicc,  peace. 
'J'hou,  holy  hermit !  in  this  league  fecure, 
Did'ft  wait  death's  vanquifh'd  ipeelre  as  a  friend. 
To  change  thy  mortal  coil  for  h'  ..v'nly  blifs. 

Next,  Kenelworth  !  thy  fame  invites  the  fong/ 
Affcmblage  fv,eet  cf  focial,  and  fercnc  ! 
But  chiefly  two  fair  ftrcets,  in  advcrfe  rows, 
'Cheir  lengthened  fronts  extend,  reflcdling  each 
Beauty  on  each  reciprocal.  Between 

*   The  Right  Hon.  Lady  Lciiifa  Greville,d.iugblef 
to  the  Ripht  Hon.  the  Earl  cf  kVcrrvicl:. 

f   Called  Guy's    Cliff,  the  feat  of  the  RIglft    Hon. 
Lady  lil.iry  Great.'.u-eJ. 

I  Hereivasancientl I  an  oratory,  uhere  iradilionfiiyi,  * 
G^yfpent  the  latter  pari  of  bis  life  in  dn-ciicr.sUxercifes^ 
X  X 
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A  verdant  valley,  flop'd  fi-om  either  fide, 
J"ornis  the  mid  Ipacc,  where  gently-pjiiding  flows 
A  cryftal  ftream,  beneath  the  mould'ring-  baic 
Of  an  old  abbey's  venerable  walls. 
Still  further  in  the  vale  her  caflle  lifts 
Its  (lately  tow'rs,  and  tott'ring  battlements, 
Dreft  with  the  rampant  ivy's  uncheck'd  growth 
Luxuriant.  Here  let  us  paufc  a  while, 
To  read  the  melancholy  talc  of  pomp 
I^aid  low  in  dull,  and  from  hiiloric  pan;e, 
Compofe  its  c]>itaph.   Kail,  *  Clinton  i  hail ! 
Thy    Norman    foundi.T    Hill   yon   neighb'ring  f 

p;reen. 
And  maffy  walls,  with  flyle  I  Imperial  grac'd, 
Record.    The  §  Montforts  thee  with  liardy  deeds. 
And  memorable  fiege  by  1|  Henry's  arm,, 
And  fenatorial  ads,  that  bear  thy  r.ame 
Ditlinguilh.  Thee  the  bold  Lancaflrian  f  line, 
A  royal  train  !  from  valiant  Gaunt  deriv'd, 
Grace  with  new  luftre  ;  till  Eliza's  haad 
Transferr'd  thy  walls  toI>eicefl;er's**favour'd  earl. 
He  long,  beneath  thy  roef,  the  maiden  queen, 
And  all  her  courtly  guells,  with  rare  device 
Of  mafic,  and  emblematic  fccnery, 
Tritons,  and  fea-n)'mphs,  and  the  flonting  ifle, 
Detain'd.  Nor  feats  of  prowefs,  jouft,  or  tiit 
Of  harnefs'd  knights,  nor  ruftic  revelry 
Were  wanting  ;  nor  the  dance  and  fprightly  mirth 
JBeneat'n  the  feftive  walls,  with  regal  ftate. 
And  choicefl  lux'i'y  ferv'd.  But  regal  ftate 
And  fprightly  mirth,  beneath  the  feftive  roof. 
Are  now  no  more.  No  more  affembled  crowds 
At  the  ftern  porter's  lodge  admittance  crave. 
No  more,  with  plaint,  or  fuit  importunate, 
The  thronged  lobby  echoes,  nor  with  ftaff 
Or  gaudy  badge,  the  bafy  purfuivants 
Ixad  to  wifh'd  audience.  All,  alas!  is  gone. 
And  filence  keeps  her  melancholy  court 
Throughout  the  walls;  fave,  where  in  rooms  of 

ftate. 
Kings  once  repos'd !  chatter  the  wrangling  daws, 
Or  fcreechowls  hoot  along  the  vaulted  illes. 
2^0  more  the  trumpet  calls  the  martial  band, 
"VVith  fprightly  fmnmonsto  the  guarded  lifts; 
13or  lofty  galleries  tiieir  pride  dilclofe 
Of  beauteous  nymphs  in  courtly  pomp  attir'd. 
Watching,  v;ith  trembling  hearts,   the    doubtful 

ftrife, 
And  with  their  looks  infpiring  wond'rnus  deeds. 
No  more  the  lake  difplays  its  pageant  faows. 
And  emblematic  forms.   Alike  the  lake. 
And  all  its  emblematic  frtrms  are  fiown. 
And  in  their  place  mute  flocks  and  heifers  grazc,> 

*  Gfllfi'sy  de  Cl'mto/r,  tcho  built  iolh  thi:  CdJI'te,  and 
the  adjoining  Moiiajlery,   ^eniji.  Hen.  I. 

•^   Clinton  Green. 

\    Ccvfar' s  Toiver. 

ki  The  Ivlontfnrts ,  Earls  of  Lnccji.:r .,  of  ivhich  S 
de  Moiilfort,aml  his  fon  Henry,  icere  killed  at  the 
tie  of  Ei'cpjdm. 

\\  Henry  11 T.  -zrho  hfw^cd  fhis  C.i/!lc,  and  called  a 
■(,nvr>ttio»  l:vre,  •za'di.h  ptJjJ'ed  an  aSI  fr  redteming  for- 
feited cflaies,  called  DiHiim  de  Krnekvorth. 

^  From  t.vhoin^  a  part  of  thisfrnHuve  is  called  /^  j.-i- 
eafer^s  Buildings. 

**  Grilled  by  ^cen  Elizabeth  to  Dudley  Earl  of 
fAlcefcr.  1 
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Or  b'l.v'om  damfels  ted  the  new-mown  hay. 

What  arc  thou,  grandeur!  with  thy  fiatt'ring' 
train 
Of  pompous  lies,  and  boaflful  promifes  ? 
Where  are  they  now,  and  what's  their  mighty  fum? 
All,  all  are  vanifli'd  !  like  the  fleeting  forms 
Drawn  in  an  evening  cloud.  Nought  now  remains, 
Save  tliefe  fad  relics  of  departed  pomp, 
Thefe  fpoils  of  time,  a  monuiii  .nl.,1  pile  ! 
Which  to  the  vain  its  mournful  tuie  relates, 
And  warns  them  not  to  trull  lo  fleeting  dreams. 

Thel'e  too,  thougii  boafting  not  a  royul  train, 
The  mtife,  O  *  Ealflial !  in  her  faithful  page 
Shall  celebrate  :  for  long  beneath  thy  roof 
A  band  of  warriors  bold,  of  high  renown, 
To  martial  deeds,  and  hazardous  emprize 
Sworn,  for  defence  of  Salem's  facred  walls, 
From  Paynim  foes,  and  holy  pilgrimage. 
Now  other  guelts  thou  entertain'il', 
A  female  band,  by  female  charity 
Suftain'd.     Thee,  f  Wroxal !  too,  in  fame  ally'd. 
Seat  of  the  poet's,  and  the  mufe's  friend  ! 
My  verle  fljail  fing,  with  thy  long-exil'd  knight^ 
To  thefe  brown  thickets,  and  his  mournful  mate. 
By  l>eonard's  pray'is,  from  diftunt  fervitude, 
Invifibly  convey'd.     Yet  doubted  file 
His  fpeech,  and  alter'd  form,  and  better  proof 
Impatient  urg'd.     (So  Ithaca's  chafte  queen 
Her  much-wifli'd  lord,  by  twice  ten  abfent  years 
And  wife  Aiinerva's  guardian  care  difguis'd 
Acknowlcdg'd  not :   lb,  with  fufpended  faith. 
His  bridal  claim  reprefs'd.)     Straight  he  difplays 
Part  of  the  nuptial  ring  between  them  fliar'd, 
When  in  the  bold  crufade  his  fliield  he  bore. 
The  twin  memorial  of  their  plighted  love 
Within  her  faithful  bofom  flie  retain'd. 
Quick  fiom  its  flirine  the  hallow'd  pledge  Ihe  drew, 
'Jo  match  it  with  its  mate,  when,  (Irange  to  tell  ! 
No  fooner  had  the  feparated  curves 
Appromch'd  ^ch  other,  but,  with  fudden  fpring, 
Theyjoin'd  again,  and  the  fmall  circle  clos'd. 
So  they,  long  fcver'd,  met  in  clofe  embrace. 

At  length,  O  Coventry!  thy  ncigh'bring  fields,   . 
And  fair  furrounding  villas  we  attend, 
Tliat  views  with  lalting  joy  thy  green  domains, 
\  Allcfly,  and  |1  Whitley's  paflurcs,  §  Stivichale, 
And  ^f  Baglngton's  fair  walls,  and  *■*  Stonely !  thine, 
Audff  Combe's  majeflic  pile,  both  boailing  once., 
Monallic  pomp,  llill  equal  in  renown  ! 
And,  as  their  kindred  fortunes  they  compare. 
Applauding  more  the  prefent,  than  the  paft. 
Ev'n  now  the  pcncil'd  flieets,  unroU'cl,  difplay 

*  Formerh'  a  fat  cf  the  Knights  Templars,  notv  an 
Aim  :-i.'Oufe  for  poor  ividoios,  founded  liy  the  Lndy  Ka- 
lliariiie  Levifun,  a  defccndent  of  Robert  Dudley  Earl  of 
Leicefer. 

f  The  feat  of  Chrift'phev  Wreil,Efq.  onse  a  nunnery  y 
dedicated  to  St.  Leonard. — See  Dugdale^s  Antiquities. 

t    The  feat  of  M.  Neale,  Efq. 

II  The  feat  of  K'l.  Eozvater,  Efq.  f'Oiv  belonging  it 
Francis  IVheeler,  Efq. 

§  The  feat  of  Arthur  Gregory,  Efq.  commanding  a' 
flcfifant  -.•ietv  of  CoH:entiy  park,  '^c. 

<1  T fie  feat  of  William  Bromley,  Efq.  one  of  the  «• 
pyefntatii'es  in  Farliatrent  for  the  county  of  IVartvisK 

*  "    The  feat  of  the  Right  Hon.  L'jrd  Leigh. 
\\  The'fct  nf  lie  E%d:t  Hon,  L^rd  Crc'.rn, 
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More  fprightly  charms  of  beauteous  lawn,  and 

grove, 
And  fweetly-wandring  paths,  and  ambient  ftreani, 
To  cheer  withlafting-  flow  th'  enameU'cl  fcciu. 
And  themes  of  l"o:ii)^  for  future  bards  prepare. 

Fairtityl  thuscnviro'rd  !  and  thyfelf 
For  royal  grants,  aiul  iilken  arts  renown'd  ! 
To  thee  the  d'lcilc  youth  repair,  and  teurn, 
With  lldelonj:  p;hmco,  and  nimble  flroke  to  ply 
The  flitting;  fliuttle,  while  their  adii'we  feet. 
In  myllir  movements,  prels  the  fubtle  flops 
Of  the  loom's  complicated  frame,  contriv'd,     [art. 
From  the  loo!";  thread,  to  form,  with  wond'rous 
A  texture  clofe,  inwrought  with  choice  device 
Of  flow'r,  or  foliage  f^ay,  to  tlie  rich  fluff. 
Or  lilky  web,  impurtiiTt;-  fairer  worth. 
Nor  fliallthe  mufe,  in  her  dcferiptivc  fong, 
Ne^Icdl  from  dark  oblivion  to  preferve 
Thy  mould'rino;  *  crols,  with  ornament  profufe 
Of  pinnacles,  ani  niches,  proudly  r.iis'd. 
Height  above  height,  a  fculpturM  chronicle! 
J-efs  laftiiig  than  the  monument;;!  verl'e. 
Nor  fcomful  will  flie  flout  thy  cavalcad:, 
iMade  yearly  to  Godiva's  deathlef*  praile, 
"While  gaping  crowds  around  her  pageant  throng, 
V\'ith  prying  look,  and  ftupid  wonderment. 
Not  fo  the  mufe  !  who,  with  her  virtue  fir'd, 
And  love  of  thy  renown,  in  notes  as  cha/le 
As  her  fair  purpofe,  from  memorials  dark. 
Shall,  to  the  lift'ning  ear,  her  tale  explain. 

When  f  Edward,  laft  of  Egbert's  royal  race, 
O'er  fev'n  united  realms  the  fceptrc  fway'd, 
I'roud  Leofric,  with  truft  of  fov'reign  pow'r, 
The  fubjed:  Mercians  rul'd.     His  lofty  flate 
The  loveliefl  of  her  fex  !  a  noble  dame 
Of  Thorald  s  ancient  line,  Godiva  fhar'd. 
But  pageant  pomp  charm'd  not  her  faintly  mind 
Like  virtuous  deeds,  and  care  of  others  weal. 
Such  tender  pafiions  in  his  haughty  breaft 
He  cherifh'd  not,bufwith  defnotic  fway, 
Controul'd  his  vaffa!  tribes,  and,  from  their  toil, 
His  luxury  maintain'd.     Godiva  faw 
1'heir  plaintive  looks  ;  with  grief  flie  faw  thy  fons, 
O  Coventry  !   by  tyrant  laws  opprefs'd. 
And  urg'd  her  haughty  lord,  but  urg'd  in  vain  ! 
With  patriot-rule,  thy  drooping  arts  to  clieer. 
Yet,  though  forbidden  e'er  again  to  move 
In  what  fo  much  his  lofty  flate  concern'd, 
Not  fo  from  t'nought  of  cliaritable  deed 
Deflfted  fhe,  but  amiably  perverfe 
Her  hopelefs  felt  renew'd.     Bold  was  th'  attempt  ! 
Yet  not  more  bold  than  fair,  if  pitying  fighs 
Be  fair,  and  charity  which  knows  no  bounds. 
What  had'ft  thou  then  to  fear  from  wrath  inflam'd 
At  fuch  tranfcendent  guilt,  rebellion  join'd 
With  female  weaknef^:,  and  officious  zeal .'' 
So  thy  ftern  lord  might  call  the  gcn'rous  deed  ; 
Perhaps  might  puniih  as  bsilttcd  deed 
So  cali'd,  if  icve  re.';rain'd  not :   yet  though  love 
O'er  anger  triumph'd.  and  imperious  rule, 
Not  o'er  his  pride  ;  v.hich  better  to  maintain, 
His  anfwer  thus  he  artfully  return'd. 

Why  will  the  lovely  partner  of  my  joys, 
Forbidden,  thus  her  wild  petition  urge  P 


♦  Built  hy  Sir  JVdliam    Hollies,   Lnrd  M.T:«r 
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Tiiiiik  net  my  breafl  is  fleel'd  againft  the  claims 
Of  fweet  humanity.     Think  not  I  hear 
Regardlels  thy  requefl.     If  piety, 
Or  other  motive,  with  millaken  zial, 
C'all'tl  to  thy  aid,  picrc'd  yot  my  llubborn  frame, 
■\  (.  t  to  the  pleader's  worth,  and  niodefl  charms, 
Wou'd  my  fond  love  no  trivial  gift  impart. 
LJut  pomp  and  fame  forbid.     Tliat  vaflalage, 
Wlueli,  thoughtlefs,  thou  wou'dft  tempt  me  to 

diflolve. 
Exalts  our  fplendour,  and  augments  my  pow'r. 
With  tender  bofoms  iorm'd,  and  yielding  heartj, 
Your  fex  foon  melts  at  lights  of  vulgar  woe  ; 
Heedlefs  how  glory  fires  the  man!y  breaft 
With  love  of  rank  fublime.     This  principL; 
In  female  minds  a  feibler  empire  holds, 
Oppofing  lefs  the  fpccious  argimieiits 
For  mikler  rule,  and  freedom's  popular  thcmci 
Uut  plant  fome  gentler  paflion  in  its  room, 
.Son;e  virtuous  inflindl  i'uited  to  your  make. 
As  glory  is  to  ours,  alike  requir'd 
A  ranlbm  for  the  vulgar's  valfal  flate. 
Then  wou'dil  thou  foon  the  flrong  contcntiorl  owH; 
And  juflify  my  c<!ndu6f.     'Fhou  art  fair. 
And  ehaftc  as  fair  ;  with  nicefl  fenfe  of  fhame, 
And  faniility  of  thought.    'Fhy  bofoin  thou 
Did'fl  ne'er  expol'e  to  fliamelel's  dalliance 
Of  wanton  eyes;  nor,  ill-concealing  it 
Beneath  the  treach'rous  cov'ring,  tempt  aflde 
The  fecret  glance,  wi"*.  meditated  fraud. 
Go  now,  and  lay  thy  modefl  garments  by  : 
!n  naked  beauty,  mount  thy  milk-white  fleed,' 
\nd  through  the  ftreets,  in  face  of  open  day, 
And  gazing  flaves,  their  fair  deliv'rer  ride: 
Then  will  I  own  thy  ])ity  was  flncere, 
.■\pplaud  thy  virtue',  and  conflrm  thy  fuit. 
But  if  thou  lik'fl  not  fuch  ungentle  terms, 
\jid  fure  thy  fold  the  guilty  thought  abhors! 
Know  then,  that  I>eofric,  like  thee,  can  feel. 
Like  thee,  may  pity,  v.  hile  he  feems  fevcre, 
Ai.nd  urge  thy  iuit  no  more.   His  fpeech  he  clos'd, 
And,  with  flrange  oaths,  confirm'd  the  fad  decree. 

Again,  within  Godiva's  gentle  breaft 
New  tumults  rofe.     At  length  her  female  fears 
Gave  way,  and  fweet  humanity  jirevail'd. 
Reluctant,  but  refolv'd,  the  matchlefs  fair 
Gives  all  her  naked  beauty  to  the  fun  -. 
Then  mounts  her  milk-white  ftccd,  and,  tluougb 

the  flreets. 
Rides  fearlefs  ;  her  dilhevell'd  hair  a  vcH  ! 
'Fliat  o'er  her  beauteous  limbs  luxuriant  flow'd, 
Nurs'd  long  by  fate  for  this  imj^yrtaJU  day  ! 
Prollrate  to  earth  tir  afloniflrd  valTalsbow, 
Or  to  their  inmofl  privacicb  retire. 
A.11,  but  one  prying  flave  !  who  fondly  hcp'd. 
With  venial  curioflty,  to  gazc 
On  fuch  a  v/ond'rous  dame.  But  foul  difgrace 
O'crtock  the  bold  offender,  and  he  ftands, 
By  iuft  decree,  a  fpc6tacle  abhorr'd. 
And  iafling  monument  of  fwift  revenge 
For  thoughts  impure,  and  beauty's  injur'd  charm;. 

Ye  guardians  cf  her  rights,  fo  nobly  wor.  I 
Cherilh  the  mufe,  who  fiift  in  modern  drains 
Effay'd  to  fiDg  your  lovely  *  patriot's  fame, 

*   S^e  DiicdaWs  Aniiquitirs  cf  Jl'arivuljbire. 
It  is  pLafar,t  encii^b  to  ilfttvt,   ivith  11  hat  gravity 
th:  abcvcri'titlinul hair.td  'wt  iter  J-wclls  cuthcfraije) 
X  X  I) 
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Anxious  to  refcue  from  oblivious  time 
Such  matchlefs  virtue,  hc;r  heroic  deed 
lUuftrate,  and  your  gay  proceffion  grace. 

BOOK  III. 
AFTERNOON. 

ARGUMENT. 

Addrcss  to  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Claren- 
don. Metaphyfical  fubdeties  exploded.  Philo- 
fophical  account  of  vifion,  and  optic  glaffes.  Ob- 
jecSts  of  fight  not  fufficientiy  regarded  on  ac- 
count of  their  being  common.  Story  relative 
thereto.  Return  to  the  mid-fcene.  Solihul. 
School-fcene.  Bremicham.  Its  manufafturcs. 
Coal-mines.  Iron-ore.  Procefs  of  it.  Panegyric 
upon  iron. 

Again,  the  mufe  her  airy  flight  eflays. 
Will  Villers,  ikill'd  alike  "in  cliiffic  fong, 
Or,  with  a  critic's  eye,  to  trace  the  charms 
Of  nature's  beauteous  Icenes,  attend  the  lay  ? 
Will  lie,  accuftom'd  to  foft  Latian  climes, 
As  to  their  fofter  numbers,  deign  a  while 
To  quit  the  Mantuan  bard's  harmonious  flrain, 
By  fweet  attradlion  of  the  theme  aliur'd  .'' 
The  Latian  poet's  fong  is  ilill  the  fame. 
Not  fo  the  Latian  fields.    The  Gentle  arts 
That  made  thofe  fields  fo  fair,  when,  Gothic  rnle, 
And  fuperftition,  with  her  bigot  train, 
Fixt  there  their  gloomy  feat,  to  this  fair  ifle 
Retir'd,  with  freedom's  gen'roiis  fons  tc  dwell, 
To  grace  her  cities,  arid  her  fmiling  plains 
With  plenty  clothe,  and  crown  the  rural  toil. 

Nor  hath  he  found,  throughout  thofe  fpacious 
realms 
Where  Albis  flows,  and  Ifl;er's  {lately  flood. 
More  verdant  meads,  or  more  fuperb  remains 
Of  old  naagnilicence,  than  his  own  fields 
Difplay,  where  *  Clinton's  venerable  walls 
In  ruin,  ftill  their  ancient  grandeur  tell. 

Requires  there  aught  of  learning's  pompous  aid 
To  prove  that  all  this  outward  frame  of  things 
Is  what  it  fcenis,  not  unfubflantial  air, 
Ideal  vifion,  or  a  waking  dream, 
Without  exiflcncc,  fave  what  fancy  gives.' 
>Shall  wc,  becaufe  we  ftrive  in  vain  to  tell 
How  matter  ails  on  incorporeal  mind, 
Or  how,  when  fleep  has  lock'd  up  ev'ry  feufe, 
Or  fevers  rage,  imagination  paints 
Unreal  fcenes,  rejedl  what  fober  fcnfe. 
And  calmefl  thought  attefl  ?  thall  we  confound 

of  this  rcnoivncd  laih,  "  And  noiu,  before  I  pyocetJ, 
fays  he,  "  I  have  a  ixjord  tnore  to  fay  of  the  noble  Co::.:- 
tefs  Godeva,  ii'h'tch  is,  that  bcfides  her  de'vout  advanse- 
went  of  that  pious-ncork  of  his,  l.  e.  her  hvfuand  L.'ojric, 
in  this  muginfcent  monafery,  I'iz.  cf?Ki>nks  at  Coventry, 
fhe  gave  her  ivhole  treafurc  thereto,  cndfentforjhitj'ul 
goldfnnlhs,  ivho,  •with  all  the  gold  and filver  fJ:i!  had, 
?nade  crcffes,  images  of  faints,  and  other  cnriutis  orna- 
ments." Which pafj'ages  mayfeive  as  afjiecin.en  cftht 
devolitv  andpatrihUfm  of  thofe  times. 

*  Tje  magnfieent  ruins  of  Kenelivorth  Cafle,  huilt 
by  Giofry  de  Clinton,  and  more  pa,ticularly  dfc  ilea  in 
the  preceding  book,  belong  to  the  Right. Hon.  the  E  r/  of 
Clarendon,  /}. any  years  refident  in  Italy,  and  jLnvoy  lO 
mo/l  of  the  Courts  in  Germany, 
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^ltatcs  wholly  diff'rent  ?  Sleep  with  wakeful  ll!"e? 
Dil<?afe  with  health  ?  This  were  to  quit  the  day. 
And  leek  our  path  at  midnight.  To  renounce 
IVIan's  fureft;  evidence,  and  idolize 
Imaghiation.  Hence  then  banifli  v.'e 
Thele  metaphyfic  fubtleties,  and  mark 
The  curious  ilrudture  of  thefe  vi'.ual  orbs, 
The  windows  of  the  mind  ;  fubfiance  how  clear. 
Aqueous,  or  cryftdiine  !  through  which  the  foul. 
As  through  a  giafs,  all  outward  things  furvcys. 

Sec,  while  the  fun  gilds,  with  his  golden  beam. 
Yon  difiant  pile,  which  Hyde,  with  care  refin'd, 
From  plunder  guards,  its  form  how  beautiful ! 
Anon  Ibme  cloud  his  radiance  intercepts, 
And  all  the  fplendid  objedl  fades  away. 
Or,  if  fome  incrullation  o'er  the  fight 
Its  baleful  texture  fpread,  like  a  clear  lens, 
Witli  filth  obfcur'd  \  no  more  the  fenfory. 
Through  the    thick  film,   imbibes    the    cheerful 

^day, 
'  But  cloud  inftead,  and  ever-during  night 
Surround  it.'  So,  when  on  fome  weigkty  truth 
A  beam  of  heav'nly  light  itslullie  flitds, 
To  reafon's  eye  it  looks  fupremely  fair. 
But  if  ioul  pafTion,  or  diflemper'd  pride, 
impede  its  fearch,  or  phrenzy  feize  the  brain, 
'J  hen  ignorance  a  gloomy  darknefs  fpreads. 
Or  fuperflition,  with  mifliapen  foi-ms, 
Krccls  its  favage  empire  in  the  mind. 

^i'lie  vulgar  race  of  men,  like  herds  that  graze. 
On  inflinift  live,  not  knowing  how  they  live; 
While  reafcn  fleeps,  or  waking  {loops  to  fenfe. 
liut  fagc  philofophy  explores  the  caufe 
Of  each  ph.tnoinenon  of  fight,  or  found, 
Tafte,  touch,  or  fmell ;  each  organ's  inmoll  frame. 
And  correlpondenc^  with  external  things: 
Plxplains  how  diff'rei't  texture  of  their  parts 
Lxcites  fenfations  diff'rent,  rough,  or  fniooth. 
Bitter,  or  fweet,  fragrance,  or  noifomc  fcent  -. 
Hsw  various  {lream.=  of  undulating  air, 
Through  the  ear's  v.'inding  labyrinth  convcy'd, 
Caufe  all  the  vaft  variety  of  founds. 
Hence  too  the  fubtle  properties  of  light, 
And  fev'n-fold  colour  are  diflinftly  view'd 
In  the  prifmatic  glafs,  and  outward  forms 
Shown  fairly  drawn,  in  miniature  divine, 
On  the  transparent  eye's  menibraneous  cell. 
By  combination  hence  of  diff'rent  orbs, 
Convex,  or  concave,  through  their  cryflal  pores,- 
Tranfmitting  varioufly  the  folar  ray, 
With  line  olslique,  the  telefcopic  tube 
R.eveals  tlie  v.'ondcrs  of  the  flarry  fpherc, 
Worlds  above  worlds  ;  or,  in  a  fingie  grain. 
Or  wat'ry  drop,  the  penetrative  eye 
Difccrns  influmerable  inhabitants 
Of  perfedt  ftrudure,  imperceptible 
'.*  o  naked  view.    Hence  each  defe(51'  of  fcnfc 
Obtains  relief ;  hence  to  the  palfy'd  ear  ' 

l^ew  impulfe,  yificnncw  to  languid  fight, 
Surprife  to  both,  and  youthful  joys  reflor'd  \ 
Clieap  is  the  blifs-we  never  knew  to  want  F 
So  gracelefs  fpcndthrifts  wall.e  unthankfully 
'Fhofe  funis,  which  merit  often  fecks  in  vain, 
And  poverty  v.ou'd  kneel  to  call  its  own. 
So  objedls,  hourly  feen,  unheeded  pafs. 
At  which  the  new-created  fight  would  gaze 
With  exquihte  Ut  light.  Doubt  ye  this  truth  ? 
-  A  tale  fliall  place  it" fairer  to  your  view. 


A  voutli  *  tiitrc  was,  a  3'c.iith  of  lih'ral  mind, 
And  fair  proportion  in  each  linc-aniciit 
Of  outwartl  form:   liiit  dim  fnffulion  vcilM 
His  li^htlels  orb^,  which  roll'd,  and  roll'd  111  vr.in 
'l"o  lind  thj  blaze  of  day.  From  infancy, 
Till  full  maturity  ;>:lo\v\l  on  his  chc^k, 
'i'hc  Ion";,  long  night  its  gloomy  ciupirchicld. 
And  niock'd  each  gentle  effort,  lotions. 
Or  cataplafm=!,  by  parental  hands, 
With  fruitkfs  care  cniployM.  At  length  a  leech, 
Of  ikill  profound,  well-vers'd  in  optic  lore, 
An  arduous  talk  devis'd  afide  to  draw 
The  veil,  Mhich,  like  a  cloud,  hung  o'er  his  fight, 
And  ope  a  lucul  palVage  to  the  lun. 
Inllant  the  youth  the^jromis'd  blclfnig  craves. 
But  firfl  his  parents,  with  uplifted  hands, 
The  healing  pow'rs  invoke,  and  pitying  frienda 
With  fympathizing  heart,  the  rites  prepare  : 
'Mongft  thcfe,  who  well  deferv'd  the  importf.nt 

truft, 
A  gentle  maid  there  was,  that  long  had  v,aii\l 
His  haplels  fiite'.  Full  many  a  tedious  Imur 
Had  Ihe,  with  converfe,  an.l  inllruelivc  fong, 
EeguiTd.  Full  many  a  ilep  davkling  her  arm 
Suflain'd  him  ;  and,  as  they  their  youthful  days 
In  friendly  deeds,  and  mutual  intercourfc 
Of  fweet  endearment  pafs'd,  lo-vc  in  each  bread 
Hi=!  empire  iix'd;  in  hers  with  pity  joln'd. 
In  his  with  gratitude,  and  deep  regard.  [iilin 

The  friendly  wound  was  giv'n  ;  tlT  obftraOling 
Drawn  artfully  aiide  ;  and,  on  his  fight 
Burit  the  full  tide  of  day.    Surpris'd  he  flood, 
Not  knowing  where  he  was,  nor  what  he  law  ! 
The  ildlful  artill,  firfl  a-,  firft  in  place 
He  view'd,  then  I'ciz'd  his  hand,  then  felt  his  own. 
Then  mark'd  their  near  rtiemblance,  much  per- 

plex'd, 
And  {fill  the  more  perplc-c'd,  the  more  he  faw. 

Now  filence  firfl  th'  impatient  mother  broke. 
And,  as  her  eager  lonUs  on  him  Ihe  bent,      jga^'d 
■"   My   fon,"   (he  cried,  "  My  fon!"  On   lier  he 
With  frefb   furprii'e.     And,  what?  he  cried,  ait 

thou 
My  mother  ?  for  thy  voice  bcfpeaks  thee  fixdi, 
Though  to  my  light  unknown.  Thy  motiier  1 ! 
She  quick  reply'd,  thy  fiTrer,  brother  thef. — 
O  1  'tis  too  much,  he  faid;  too  foon  to  pait, 
F.rc  well  we  meet  !  But  this  new  ilood  of  day 
O'er'v.Hv'rs  me,  and  I  fell  a  death-like  d.nr.p 
Chill  all  my  frame,  and  Hop  my  fault'riiig  tongue. 

Now  J>ydia,  fo  tlicy  call'd  his  gi-ntlo  friend, 
Who,  with  averted  eye,  but  in  hCr  foul. 
Had  felt  the  lancing  (feel,  her  aid  apply 'd. 
And  ilay,  dear  youth,  Ihe  faid,  or  widi  thee  take 
Tliy  l.ydia,  thine  alike  in  life,  or  death. 

At  l.ydia's.namc,  at  J,ydia's  well  known  voice, 
He  ftrove  again  to  railc  his  drooping  head, 
And  ope  hisclofing  eye,  but  flrovc  iji  vain, 
And  on  her  trembling  bofom  funk  away. 

Now  other  fears  diftract  his  weeping  friends. 
But  (hort  this  grief!  for  foon  his  life  rcturn'd, 
And,  with  return  of  life,  return'd  their  peace. 
Yet,  for  his  fafety,  they  refolve  a  while 
His  infant  fenfe  from  days  bright  beams  to  gu.ird, 
Ere  yet  again  they  tempt  fuch  dang'rous  joy. 

*  For  the  general  fuhjeB  of  tlie  folloiaing  fi<iry,fc: 
the  Tat/erf  A'».  55'  and  Smith's  Optics, 
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As,  when  from  Ibmc  tranfporting  dream  awak'd* 
Wj  fondly  on  the  Iweet  delulion  dwell, 
AwA,  with  intenfe  refledion,  to  our  minds 
l'i(flurc  th'  en  chanted"  I'.ene — angelic  forms — 
C.inverfe  iublime— and  more  than  waking  blifs ! 
'I'ill  the  coy  vilion,  as  the  more  we  drive 
'l"o  paint  it  livelier  on  ih'  enraptur'd  fenfe, 
."-^till  fainter  grows,  and  dies  at  laft  away  : 
.So  dwelt  the  youth  on  his  late  tranlient  joy, 
.So  long'd  the  dear  remembrance  to  renaw. 

At  length,  again  the  wiPn'd-for  day  arriv'd. 
The  taflc  was  Lydia's  !,  hers  the  charge,  alone 
From  dangers  nev/  to  guard  the  dear  delight; 
But  lirll  th'  Impatient  )  oiith  ihe  tlius  aiidrc.-fs'il : 

Dear  youth  !  my  trembling  liands  but  ill  ellay 
This  tender  tafk,  and,  with  unufual  fear, 
My  flutt'ring  heart  forebodes  fonie  danger  nigli, 

Difmifs  thy  fears,  he  cried,  nor  think' fo  ill 
I  con  tliy  leffons,  as  flill  need  be  tauglit 
To  hail,  with  caution,  the  ncw-cmiing  day. 
Then  loofe  thefe  envious  folds,  and  teach  my  fight, 
If  more  can  he,  to  make  thee  more  belov'd. 

Ah !  there's  my  grief,  Ike  ci-ied :   'tis  true  our 
hearts 
With  mutual  pafTion  burn,  but  then  'tis  true 
Thou  ne'er  hail-  known  me  by  that  fubtlc  fenfe 
'Fh rough  which  love  moil  an  cafy  paiFagc  finds; 
'i'iiat  fenfe  !  which  foon  may  fhow  thee  many  a 

maid 
Fairer  than  Lydia,  though  more  faithful  none. 
.A.nd  may  flie  not  csafe  then  to  be  belov'd  ? 
May  fhe  not  then,  when  Icfs  tho"u  need'll  her  care, 
(iive  place  to  fome  new  charmer  1  '  Fis  for  this 
1  figh  ;  for  this  my  fad  foreboding  fears 
New  terrors  form.  And  can'll  thou  then,  he  cried. 
Want  aught  that  might  endear  thee  to  my  foul .' 
Art  thou  not  excellence  ^  Art  thou  not  all 
'1  'hat  man  cou'd  wifh  .■"  Goodnefs,  and  gcntlefl  love  ? 
Can  I  forget  thy  longafTiduous  care  .? 
'Fhy  morning-tendance,  fureft  mark  to  mc 
Of  day's  return,  of  night  thy  late  adieu  ? 
Do  1  need  augkt  to  maice  my  blefs  complete, 
A"/]icii  thou  art  by  me  .''  wlr.n  I  prefs  thy  hand? 
Wl'.en  I  breath  fragrance  at  thy  near  approach  ; 
And  licar  the  (wee tell  mu lie  in  thy  voice? 
(.'an  tint,  which  to  each  other  fenfe  is  dear, 
-So  wouu'rous  dear,  be  otherwifc  to  fight  ? 
(3r  can  light  make, what  is  to  reafon  good, 
.'vnd  lovely,  fecm  leisIo\'ely,  and  lefs  good  ? 
Perih  the  i'enfe,  tliat  wou'd  make  l.ydia  (uch  '. 
Perifii  its  joys,  thofe  joys  however  great  1 
If  to  be  purchas'd  with  the  lofs  of  thee. 
O  my  dear  I>ydia  !  if  there  be  indeed 
The.  danger  f  iiou  rrport'ft,  O  !   by  our  love, 
Our  mutual  love,  I  charge  thee,  ne'er  unbind 
'I'^iefe  haplefs  orbs,  or  tear  tlicm  from  their  feat, 
iire  they  betray  mc  thus  to  Ayori'e  th.'.n  deatli. 

Iso,  Hcav'n  forbid  !  file  cried,  for  Ilcav'n  liath 
heard 
Tliy  parents  pray'rs,  and  many  a  friend  now  waits 
To  mingle  looks  of  cordial  love  with  thine. 
eVnd  ihou'd  1  rob  them  of  the  facred  blifs? 
.Shou'd  {  deprive  thee  of  the  rapt'ioiis  fight  ? 
No !  be  thou  hapjiy  ;  happy  be  thy  friends  ; 
Whatever  fate  attend  thy  l>ydia's  love  ; 
Ihy  liapkfs  Lydia  !  Haplefs  did  1  fay  ? 
Ah!    wherefore?    whcrcfoic    wro.ig   I    tiiuj  thy 
worth  i 
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.yVhy  doubt  the  well-known  tiuth,  and  conftant 

mind  ? 
No,  happieft  ftie  of  all  the  happy  train, 
In  mutual  vows,  and  plighted  faith  fecure  ! 
So  faying,  fhe  the  iilken  bandage  loos'd. 
Nor  added  further  fpeech,  prepar'd  to  watch 
The  new  furprife,  and  guide  the  doubtful  kene, 
By  filence  more  than  tenfold  night  conceal'd. 
When    thus   the   youth  :    And    is   this    then   the 

world 
In  which  I  am  to  live  ?    Am  I  awake  ? 
Or  do  I  dream  ?     Or  hath  .fume  pow'r  unknown, 
.Far  from  my  friends,  far  froii  my  native  home  ; 
Crinvey'd  me  to  thefe  radiant  leats  ^     O  thou  ! 
Inhabitant  of  this  enlis^htened  world  ! 
Whofe  heav'hly  ioftnefs  far  tranfcends  his  fliape, 
Ey  whom  this  miracle  was  firlt  achievM, 
O  I   deign  thou  to  inllruit  me  where  I  am  ; 
And  how  to  n^ie  thee  by  true  charai'ler, 
Angel,  or  mortal  1   Once  1  had  a  friend, 
"Who,  bnt  till  now,  ne'er  left  me  in  diflrefs. 
Her  fpeech  was  harmony,  at  \x'hich  my  heart 
With  tranlport  fiutter'd  ;    and  her  gracious  hand 
Supplied  me  with  whate'er  my  wiflr  could  form; 
Supply,  and  tranfport  ne'er  fo  wilhi'd  before  ! 
l^ever,  when  wanted,  yet,  fo  long  denied  I    ' 
'^li''hy  is  flie  filent  now,  vvhen  iiiolt  I  long 
To  hear  her  heavenly  voire  ?  why  flies  flie  not 
%Vith  more  than  ufual  fpeed  to  crown  my  blif^  ^ 
Ah  1   did  I  leave  her  in  that  darkfome  world  ? 
Or  rather  dwells  file  not  in  thefe  bright  realms. 
Companion  fit  for  fuch  fair  forms  as  thine  ? 
O  !   teach  me,  if  thou  canil,  how  I  may  find 
This  gentle  counfellor  ;   when  found,  how  know 
Ijy  this  new  ftnfe,  which,  better  ftill  to  rate 
Her  worth,  I  chiefly  wilh'd.     This  lovdy  form 
Replied,  In  me  behold  that  gentle  friend. 
If  ftill  thou  own'fl;  me  fuch.     0  1   yes, 'tis  (he, 
He  cried  ;   'tis  Lydia  !   'tis  her  charming  voice  1 

0  1   Ipeak  again  ;   O  !   let  me  prefs  thy  hand  ; 
On  thefe  I  can  rel)  .     This  new-born  fenfe 
May  cheat  me.     Yet  fo  much  I  prize  thy  form, 

1  willingly  would  think  it  tells  me.  true — 

Ha;  what   are   thefe?    Are  tiiey   not  they  of 
whom 
Thouwarn'dft  me.'  Yes — true — they  are  beautiful. 
."But  have  they  lov'd  like  thee,  like  thee  convcrs'd  .' 
They  move  not  as  we  move,  they  bear  no  part 
In  my  new  blifs.     And  yet  niethmks  in  one. 
Her  form  I  can  defcry,  though  now  fo  calm  I 
^.'ho  call'd  me  fon.     Miftaken  youth  '.   the  cried, 
Thefe  are  not  what  they  fcera  ;   are  not  as  we, 
Not  living  fubftances,  but  pirtur'd  flia])es, 
Refemblances  of  lile  !   by  mixture  form'd 
Ot  light  and  fl)ade,  in  I'weet  proportion  join'd. 
."But  hark  !   I  hear,  without,  thy  longing  friends, 
Who  wait  my  fummo)is,  and  reprove  my  Itay. 

To  thy  direcHiion,  cried  th'  enraptur'd  youth. 
To  thy  direcftion  I  commit  rhy  fteps. 
Lead  on,  be  thou  my  guide,  as  late,  fo  now, 
In  this  new  world,  and  teach  me  how  to  n(e 
This  wond'roiis  fatuity  ;  which  thus,  fo  foon 
-Mocks  me  with  phantoms.     Yet  enougli  for  me  ! 
7"iiat  all  my  pall  experience  joins  with  this 
To  tell  me  I  am  happier  than  I  know. 
To  tell  me  thou  art  Lydia  !  From  \^hofe  fide 
I  never  more  will  part !  with  whom  cotopat'd, 


All  others  of  her  fe.v,  however  fair, 
Shall  be  like  painted  unfubftantial  forms. 

So  when  the  foul,  iiiflam'd  with  ftrong  defjre 
Of  purer  blifs,  its  earthly  manfioti  leaves. 
Perhaps  fome  friendly  genius,  wont  to  Iteer  . 
With  nuniiterial  chars^,  hisdang'rous  fteps ; 
Perhaps  fome  gentle  partner  of  ins  toil, 
More  early  bit-It,  in  radiant  lultre  clad. 
And  form  celeltial,  meets  his  dazzled  fight ;    [air. 
And  guides  his    way,   through   tracklelb  fields  of 
To  join,,  with  rapt'rous  joy,  th'  ethereal  train. 

Now  to  the  midland  fearcii  the  mufe  returns. 
For  more,  and  ftill  more  bufy  fcenes  remain  ; 
The  promis'd  fchools  of  wife  artificers 
In  brals  and  iron.     But  another  Ichool 
Of  gentler  arts  demands  the  mufe's  fong. 
Where  firft  the  learn'd  to  lean  the  meafur'd  verfe, 
And  aukwardly  lier  infant  notes  efTay'd. 

Hail,  Solihul  !  refpedlful  I  falute 
Thy  walls ;    more  awful   once  1    when,  from  ths 

fweets 
Of  feftive  freedom,  and  domellic  eafe. 
With  throbbing  heart,  to  the  item  difcipline 
Of  pedagogue  morofe  I  fid  return'd. 
But  though  no  more  his  brow  fevere,  nor  dread 
Ot  birchen  fceptre  awes  my  ri]>er  age, 
A  fterner  tyrant  riles  to  my  view. 
With  deadlier  weapon  arm'd.   Ah  I   critic  !  fpare, 

0  1   fpare  the  mufe,  who  feels  her  youthful  fears 
On  thee  transferr'd,  and  trembles  at  thy  lafli. 
Againft  the  venal  tribe,  that  proftitutes 

The  tuneful  art,  to  fooih  the  villain's  breaft. 

To  blazon  fools,  or  feed  the  ijainper'd  lull 

Of  bloated  vanity;   againit  the  tribe 

Which  cafts  its  wanton  jells  at  holy  truths. 

Or  clothes,  with  virtue's  garb,  th'  accurfed  train 

Of  lothfome  vices,  lift  thy  vengeful  arm, 

And  ail  thy  jufl  fe verity  exert. 

Enough  to  venial  faults,  and  '»riplefs  warU 

Of  animiited  numbers,  fuch  as  breathe 

The  foul  of  epic  long,  hath  erft  been  paid 

Within  thefe  walls,  ftill  Itain'd  with  infant  blood. 

Ytt  may  I  not  forget  the  pious  care 
Of  love  parental,  anxious  to  improve 
r\1y  youthful  mind.     Nor  yet  the  debt  dilown 
Due  to  fevere  reltraint,  and  rigid  laws, 
Vhe  wholefome  curb  of  palTion's  headltrong  reign. 
To  them  I  owe  that  ere  with  painful  toil. 
Through  Prifcian's  crabbed  rules,  laborious  tafli '. 

1  held  my  courfe,  till  the  dull  tirefome  road 
Plac'd  me  on  clafiic  ground,  that  well  repaid 
The  labours  of  the  way.     To  them  I  owe 
The  pleafing  knowledge  of  my  youthful  mates 
Matur'ii  in  age  and  honours.     Thefe  among, 

I  gratulate  whom  .■\ugnlta's  fenate  hails 
Father!   and,  in  each  chargfe  and  high  employ. 
Found  worthy  all  her  love,  with  amplefc  tiuft, 
A.nd  dignity  invelh.     And  well  I  ween. 
Her  tribunitial  power,  and  purple  pomp 
On  thee  confers,  in  living  manners  fchool'd 
To  guard  her  weal,  and  vindicate  her  rights, 
O  Ladbioke  !   once  in  the  fame  fortunes  clafs'd 
Of  early  life;  \vith  count'nance  uneitrang'd, 
For  ev'ry  friendly  deed  fiill  vacant  found  ! 

ISor  can  the  mufe,  while  flie  thefe  Icenes   rjr« 
veys, 
Forget  her  Shenflone,  in  the  youthful  toil 
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/^iTociate  ;  whole  briglit  dawn  of  ;;rniiis  oft 
Sraootird    n»y   incondite    verle ;    whole  tVicnul}- 

voice 
Cali'd  me  from  giddy  fports  to  follow  him 
Intent  on  better  theme? — cali'd  me  to  talle 
The  charms  of  Biitilli  Um^,  the  pidurM  pnge 
Admire,  or  mark  his  imitative  (kill ; 
Or  with  him  range  in  folitary  lliades, 
And  fcoop  rude  grotios  in  the  (helving  bank. 
Such  were  the  ioys  th.it  cheer'd  life's  early  morn! 
Such  tl-.e  Ifrong  fympathy  of  foul,  that  knit 
Our  hearts  congenial  in  fweet  amity  ! 
On  CherweTs  banks,  by  kindred  fcience  nnrs'd  ; 
And  well  matur'd  m  life's  advancing  flagc. 
When,  on  Ardcpna's-plam,  we  fondly  ftray'd, 
With  mutual  truft,  and  amicable  ihougiit ; 
Or  in  the  fucial  circle  gaily  join'd  : 
Or  round  his  Leafowe's  happy  circuit  rov'd  ; 
On  hill,  and  dale  invoking  ev'ry  nuife, 
Nor  Tempe's  lliade,  nor  Aganippe's  fount 
Envied  ;  ib  willingly  the  dryads  nurs'd 
His  groves;  lb  lib'rally  their  crydal  nrr.s 
The  nifiads  pour'd,  enchanted  with  their  fpells ; 
And  pleas'd  to  fee  their  overflowing  ftreains 
Led  by  his  hand,  in  many  a  mazy  line  ; 
Or,  in  the  copious  tide,  colledled  large, 
Or  tumbling  from  the  rock,  in  fportive  falls, 
Now,  from  the  lofty  bank,  precipitate  ; 
And  now,  in  gentler  courfe,  with  murmurs  foft 
Soothing  the  ear  ;  and  now,  in  concert  jom'd, 
Fall  above  fall,  oblique  and  intricate, 
Among  the  twilled  roots.     Ah  !   whilft  I  write, 
In  deeper  murmur  tlows  the  fadd'ning  ftream  ; 
Wither  the  groves;  and  from  the  beauteous  Icene, 
Its  foft  euchantments  fly.     N'o  more  for  me 
A  charm  it  wears,  fnice  he  alas  1  is  gone, 
M'hofe  genius  plann'd  it,  and  whofe  fpirit  grac'd. 
.Ah  1   hourly  doestlie  fatal  doom  pronounc'd 
Againll  rebellious  fin,  fome  locial  band 
Dilfolve,  and  leave  a  thuufand  frieiuls  to  weep, 
Soon  fuch  themfclves,  as  thofe  thej  now  lament  I 
This  mournful  trilnite  to  thy  nieui'ry  paid  1 
The  mufe  purfues  her  folitary  way; 
But  heavily  purfues,  fiiice  thou  art  gone, 
Whofe  counfel  brighten'd,   and  whofe   liiendfliip 

fiiar'J 
The  plesflng  tallc.     Now  Bremicham  1   to  thee 
She  Iteers  her  iiight,  and,  in  thy  bufy  fcenes, 
Seeks  to  reftraina  while  the  liarting  tear. 

Yet  ere  her  long  delcribes  the  fm';ky  forge> 
Or  founding  anvil,  to  the  dufky  lieath 
Her  gentle   train  flie   leads.     What,  though    no 

grain 
Or  herbage  fweet,  or  waving  woods  adorn 
Its  dreary  furface,  yet  it  bears  within 
A  richer  trealury.     So  worthy  minds 
(ift  lurk  beneath  a  rude  unlightly  form. 
More  haplefs  they  1   tliat  fev;  obferversfearch, 
Studiou'-  to  find  this  intellectual  ore. 
And  ftamp  v.'ith  gen'rous  deed  its  current  worth- 
Here  many  a  im-rc  haul  turns  adventurer, 
Encourag'd,  not  difniiiled.     Intereft  thus, 
On  fordid  minds,  with  ftrongtr  impulfe  works, 
Than  virtue's  heav'nly  fl^mc.     Yet  Providence 
CfOnverts  to  gcn'ral  ii:e  man's  f.-lijih  ends. 
Pence  are  the  hungry  fed,  the  naked  cloth'd, 
'f  JjC  wint'ry  damps  difpell'd,  and  focial  mirth 


Exults,  and  ghiws  before  lli;  blazing  hearth. 

When  likel\  (igns  th'  advent'rous  fcarch  invite, 
A  cunning  arti'.t  tries  the  latent  foil: 
And  if  his  fubtle  engine,  in  return, 
A  brittle  mafs  contains  of  fable  hue, 
Str^iit  he  prepares  th'  ohilruding  earth  to  clear. 
And  raife  the  crumbling  rock.     A  narrow  pafs 
(Jnce  made,  wide,  and  more  v\  i<le  the  gloomy  cave 
Stretches  its  vaulted  ifles,  by  num'r.ius  hands 
Hourly  extended.     Some  the  pick-axe  ply, 
Loos'ning  the  quarry  from  its  native  bed. 
Some  waft  it  into  light.     Thus  the  grim  ore. 
Here  ufelefs,  like  the  mifer's  brighter  hoard, 
I-  from  its  prifon  brought,  and  lent  abroad, 
The  frozen  hours  to  cheer,  to  minider 
To  needful  fuftmance  and  ]jolilird  arts. 
Mear.w  hile  the  fubterraneous  city  fpreads 
Irs  covert  llreets,  and  echoes  with  the  noife 
Offwarthy  flaves,  and  inltrumciMs  of  toil. 
'1  hey,  fuch  the  force  of  cuftom's  pow'rful  laws ! 
Piirl'ue  their  footy  labours,  de'.Htute 
Of  the  fun's  cheering  light  and  genial  warmth. 
And  ott  a  chilling  damp,  or  un-tuous  milt, 
Looi'd  from  the  crumbly  caverns,  ilTues  forth, 
Stopping  the  fprings  of  lite.     And  oft  the  flood, 
Diverted  from  iti  courfe,  in  torrents  pours, 
Drowning  the  nether  world.    I'o  cure  thefe  ills 
Philofo|jby  two  curious  art^  fup|,hcs, 
To  dram  th'  imprifon'd  air,  wnd,  in  its  ])lace, 
More  pure  convey,  or,  with  imjjf  tnuus  force, 
To  raife  the  gath'ring  torren'.s  from  the  deep. 
One  from  the  *  wind  its  faluiarv  pow'r 
Derives,  thy  charity  to  fick'ning  ( rowds, 
From  cheerfu!  haunts,  and  nature'sbalmy  draughts 
Ccinhn'd  ;  O  friend  of  man,  ilUiltrioujf  Hales  I 
That,  ftrangcr  fLill  !  its  influence  owes  to  air  f, 
By  cold  and  heat  alternate  now  condens'd, 
Now  rarified  ||.      Agent  1   to  vulgar  thought 
How  feeming  weak,  in  acl;  how  pow'rful  feen  ! 
J  So  Providence,  by  inftruments  ck-fpis'd, 
j   All  human  force,  and  policy  ci  nfounds. 
But  who  that  fiercer  element  cm  rule  .' 
\\'hen,  in  the  nitrous  cave,  the  kindling  flame, 
I  By  pitchy  vapours  fed,  from  cell  to  cell, 
I   \Vuh  fury  fpreads,  and  the  wide  fuell'd  earth, 
Around  with  greedy  joy,  receives  the  blaze. 
By  its  own  entrails  nourilli'd,  hk;-   thofe  mounts 
^''efavian,  or  ji^tnean,   (till  it  walici. 
And  [till  new  fuel  for  its  rapine  finds 
Lxhaufilefs.     Wretched  he  1  wlio journeying  lato, 
O'er  the  parch'd  heath,  bewilder'd,  leeks  his  way. 
Oft  will  iris  Inorting  Iteed,  with  terror  Itruck, 
His  wonted  fpeed  rcfuie,  or  flart  afide, 
^Virh  rifiug  f.noke,  and  ruddy  flame  annoy'd. 
While,  at  each  flep,  his  trembling   ri«Ier  i]uakes, 
Appall'd  with  thoughts  of  hog,  or  cavern'd  pit, 
Or  treach'rous  earth,  fubliding  where  they  treaJ, 
Tremeiidous  [laHage  to  the  realms  of  death  ! 
Yet   want   there    not    ev'n    here  fome    lucid 
fpots 
The  fmoky  fccne  to  che?r,  and  by  contr.ift', 

*  The  i<eiitiUitor. 
I  Dr.  Stephen  Ilalcs. 
\   The fire-aiyjue. 

;]  "  Denfat  crant  qnx  rara  moJo,  ct  qnce  denftl 
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More  fair.  Such  Dartmoiuh's  cultivated  *■  I;ivvns  I 
Himlelf,  diltinguifh'd  more  witli  ornament 
Of  cultur'd  manners,  and  fupernal  Iijiht  I 
Such   f  thine,  O  Bridgman  !   I'uch — but  envious 

time 
Forbids  the  mufe  to  thefe  fair  fcenes  to  rove, 
Still  minding  her  of  her  untiiiifli'd  theme, 
From  ruflet  heaths,  and  Imonld'ring  furnaces. 
To  trace  the  piogrefs  of  thy  Iteely  arts, 
t  Qaeen  of  the  louading  anvil  I    Alton  |',  thee, 
And  §  Edgbailon,  with.hofpitable  fliade. 
And  rural  porap  inveft.     O  1  warn  thy  Ions; 
When,  for  a  time  their  labours  they  forget. 
Not  to  molefi  thefe  peaceful  folitudes. 
So  may  the  mafcers  of  the  beauteous  fcene, 
Proteifl  thy  commerce,  and  their  toil  reward. 

Nor  does  the  barren  foil  conceal  alone 
The  fable  rock  inhammable.     Oft-times 
Ivlore  pond'ious  qre  beneath  its  furface  lies. 
Compact,  metallic,  but  with  earthy  parts 
Incrufted.     Thefe  the  fmoky  kiln  coulumes, 
And  to  the  furnace's  impetuous  rage 
Configns  the  foiid  ore.      In  the  fierce  heat 
■  The  pure  dilTolves,  the  drofs  remains  behind. 
This  pufli'd  afide,  the  trickling  metai  flows 
'i'hrough  fecret  valves  along  the  channeli'd  floor. 
Where  m  the  mazy  iViOulds  of  figur'd  land, 
Anon  it  hardens.     Now  the  bufy  forge 
Reiterates  its  blows,  to  form  the  bar 
Large,  raafly,  ftrong.     Another  art  expands, 
Another  yet  divides  the  yielding  mafs 
To  many  a  taper  length,  fit  to  receive 
The  artift's  will,  and  take  its  deftin'd  form. 

Soon  o'er  thy  furrow'd  pavement,  Lremicham  1 
Ride  the  ioofe  bars  obltrep'ious ;  to  the  fons 
Of  languid  fenfe,  and  frame  too  delicate, 
Harfh  noife  perchance,  but  harmony  to  thine. 

Inftant  innumerable  hands  prepare 
To  ihape,  and  mould  the  malleable  ore. 
Their  heavy  tides  th'  inflated  bellows  heave, 
Tugg'd   by    the  puliey'd  line,    and,   with   their 

blaft 
Continuous,  the  fleeping  embers  roufe. 
And  kindle  into  life.     Strait  the  rough  mafs, 
Plung'd  in  the  blazing  hearth,  its  heat  contracls. 
And  glows  tranfparent.     Novi^,  Cyclopean  chiet  1 
Quick  on  tlie  anvil  lay  the  burning  bar. 
And- with  thy  lufty  fellows,  on  its  tides 
Imprefs  the  weighty  tlroke.     See,  how  they  ftrain 
The  I'welling  nerve,  and  lift  the  linewy  ^|  arm 
In  meafur'd   time  ;    while   with  tlieir   clattering 

blows, 
From  ftreet  to  ftreet  the  propagated  found 
Incrcafing  echoes,  and,  on  ev'ry  lid?. 
The  tortur'd  metal  fpreads  a  radiant  fliow'r. 

'Tis  noil'e,  and  hurry  all  '.   The  thronged  ftreet, 
The  alofe-pil'd  warehoufe,  and  the  buiy  Ihopl 


*  Sandwell,  the  ft  at  of  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl 
of  Dartmouth ■ 

t  Ci(Jile-Bromivick,  the  feat  of  Sir  Henry  Briclg- 
7na>t,  Bart. 

X  Bremicham,  alia  sBlrminghatn. 

II    The  feat  of  Sir  Li/icr  Holt,  Bart. 

§    The  Jeut  of  Sir  Henry  Goi/gh,  Bart, 
1  '■  Illi  inter  fete  magna  vi  braclua-tollunt 

"  Inr.umei-um,verlantquetetiaciforcipeferrum." 

V1K.G. 


With  nimble  ftroke  the  tinkling  hammers  move  ; 

Whde  flow,  and  weighty  the  vaft  fledge  defcends. 

In  folemnbals  refpoiilive,  or  apart. 

Or  focialiy  conjoin'd  in  tuneful  peal. 

The  rough  file  *  grates;  yet  ufeful  is  its  touch, 

As  Iharp  corrofives  to  the  tchirrous  tielh. 

Or,  to  the  Itiibborn  temper,  keen  rebuke. 

How  the  coarfe  metal  brightens  into  fame 
Shap'd  by  tlieir  plailic  hands  I   vvhat  ornament  I 
What  various  ule  1   See  thert:  the  giiti'ring  knife 
Of  temper'd  edge  !   The  fciiVars'  double  iliait, 
Ufelefs  apart,  in  focial  union  join'd, 
Each  aiding  each  !  Emblem  huw  beautiful 
Of  happy  nuptial  leagues  1   1  he  button  round, 
Plain  or  imboit,  or  bright  with  fteely  rays  '. 
(ix  oblong  buckle,  on  the  lacker'd  flioe, 
VVith  poliih'd  luftre,  bending  elegant 
Its  Ihapely  rim.     But  who  can  count  the  forms 
That  hourly  from  the  glov/mg'  embers  rite, 
Or  ihine  atlraclive  through  the  giitt'ring  p^ne. 
And  emul.ite  their  parent  hres?   what  art 
f  Can,  in  the  fcanty  bounds  of  meafur'd  verfe, 
Difpliiy  the  treafure  of  a  thoufand  mines 
To  \Tor.d'ious  llrapes  by  Ihibborn  labour  wrought? 

Nor  this  alone  thy  praife.     Of  various  grains 
Thy  fons  a  compound  form,  and  to  the  lire 
Commit  the  precious  mixture,  if  perchance 
Some   glitt'niig  raals   may   blel's  their   midnight 

toil, 
Or  glotTy  varnifli,  or  enamel  fair. 
To  ihame  the  pride  of  China  or  Japan. 
Nor  wanting  is  the  graver's  pointed  iteel, 
Nor  pencil,  wand'riiig  o'er  the  poiilh'd  plate, 
VVith  glowing  tints,  and  mimic  life  endued, 
i  hme  too,  of  graceful  form,  the  Ictter'd  type  ! 
The  friend  of  learning,,  and  the  poet's  pride  1 
Without  thee  what  avail  his  fpiendid  aims, 
And  midnight  labours  ?     Painful  drugery  I 
And  pow'rlefs  effort  I   Bat  the  thought  of  thee 
Imprints  freih  vigour  on  his  panting  'oreitit. 
As  thou  ere  long  dialt  on  his  wovk  imprefs; 
And,  with  iuiinoruil  fame,  his  piad'e  re[).iy. 
riail,  native  Britilh  ore  !  of  thee  polil'.s'd, 
We  envy  not  Colcunda's  fparkling  mines. 
Nor  thine,  Potofi  1  nor  thy  kindred  hi.K, 
Teeming  with  gold.     What  ?  though  in  outward 

form 
Let's  fair  i*  not  lefs  thy  worth.     To  thee  we  owe 
More  riches  than  Peruvian  mines  cau  yield, 
Or  Montezuma's  crowded  magazines. 
And  palaces  could  boatt,  though  rooi'd  with  gold. 
SoiciiJid  barbarity  1  and  rich  diitrefs ! 
Without  the  focial  arts  and  ulcful  toil ; 
That  polidi  life,  and  civilize  the  miml  1 
Thefe  are  tliy  gifts,  which  gold  can  never  buy. 

Thine  is  the  praife  to  cultivate  the  fcil; 
To  bare  its  inmoft  ftrata  to  the  fun  ; 
To  break  and  meliorate  the  ililltn'd  flay. 
And  from  its  dole  confinement,  fct  at  large 
Its  vegetative  virtue.      Ihine  it  is 

*    "  Turn  ferri  rigor,  ct  argutas  lamina  ferrte, 
"  Turn  varix  venere  artes,  &cc." 

ViRG. 

f    "  Sed  neqne  quam  multx  fpecies,  nee  nomina 
"   qufC  lint, 
"  £ft  numerus  :  neque  enim  numero  compren- 
"  dere  refcrt."  Virg- 
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"i  lie  whh'ringhay,  andripen'd  grain  to  filler. 
And  waft  the  joyous  harvclt  round  the  laud. 
"  Go  now,  and  l\:e,  if,  to  the  Silver's  ed^c. 
The  reedy  ilaHc  will  yield  its  bearded  llorj, 
In  weighty  Iheafs.     Or  if  the  llubborn  ni.irie, 
In  fidelon-;  rows,  with  eafy  force  will  rii-; 
Before  the  filvcr  plowfhare's  glitt'ring  jwirit. 
Orwou'd  your  <;cn'rous  hories  tread  more  fafe 
On  plated  gold  !  Your  wliech,  with  fwiiter  force 
On  golden  axles  move  ?  Then  grateful  own, 
Britannia's  fous  !   Heav'n's  providential  love, 
That  gave  you  real  wealth,  not  wealth  in  fliow, 
Whote  price  in  bare  imagination  lies. 
And  arc:l!eial  conipadl.     Thankful  ply 
Your  iron  arts,  and  wile  the  vanquiih'd  world. 

Hail,  native  ore  !  without  tliy  ])ow'rful  aid, 
We  flill  had  liv'd  in  huts,  with  the  green  fod. 
And  broken- branches  roof'd.     Thine  is  the  plane, 
1'iie  chiiTel  thine ;  which  fliape   the  well-arch'd 

dome. 
The  graceful  portico  ;  and  fculptur'd  walls. 

VVou'd  ye  your  coarfe,unlightly  mines  exchange 
For  Mexiconian  liilis?  to  tread  on  gold. 
As  vulgar  fand .'  with  riaked  limbs  to  brave 
The  cold,  bkak  air  .'  to  urge  the  tedious  chafe, 
By  painful  hunger  llung,  vvithartlefj  toil, 
Through  gloomy  forells,  whei^e  the  founding  axe, 
'i'o  the  fun's  beam,  ne'er  op'd  tlie  cheerfid  glade, 
Nor  tuhure's  healthful  face  was  ever  ken  ! 
In  fqualid  huts  to  lay  your  weary  limbs. 
Bleeding,  and  faint,  and  Grangers  to  tjie  blifs 
Of  home-felt  cjfe,  which  Briiifh  fwains  can  earn, 
AA'^ith  a  bare  fpade  ;  but  ill  alas  !  cou'dearn. 
With  fpades  of  gold  ?  Such  the  poor  Indian's  lot ! 
Who  Itarves  'raidft  gold,   like   mifers  o'er  their 

bags; 
Not  witli  like  guilt !  Hail,  native  Dritifii  ore ! 
Tor  thine  is  trade,  that  with  its  various  llores, 
Sails  round  the  world,  and  vifits  ev'ry  clime. 
And  makes  the  treafures  of  each  clime  her  own, 
By  gainful  commerce  of  her  woolly  veils. 
Wrought  by  the  fpiky  comb  ;  or  fteely  wares, 
From  the  coarfe  mafs,  by  itubborn  toil,  rtfia'd. 
^uch  are  thy  peaceful  gifts!     And  war  to  tiice 
Its  belt  fupport,  and  deadlicfl  horror  owi  s. 
The  glitt'ring  faukhion,3nd  the  thund'ring  tube  1 
At  whole  trenuiyous  gleam,  and  voUey'd  fire, 
Earbai  ;an  kings  ily  from  their  ufelefs  iviards, 
And  )  ield  them  all  to  thy  fupcrior  po'.v'r. 

BOOK  IV. 
E  r  E  N TJV  G. 

.ARGUMENT. 

TiVENiNG  walk  along  the  hill  to  the  N.  E.  point- 
Scene  from  thence.  Ballet  Hills.  Farnborough. 
Wcrmleighton.  Shuckburg.  l,came  and  Ichene. 
Places  near  thofe  two  rivers.  Bennones,  or 
High-Crofs.  Fols-Way.  Watling-Street.  In- 
land navigation.  Places  of  note.  Return.  Pane- 
gyric on  the  country.  The  fcene  moralized. 
'Fhough  beautiful,  yet  tranfient.  Change  by 
approach  of  vvinttr.  Of  florms  and  pellilentiai 
fcafons.  Murrain.  Rot  amougll  the  Oieep. 
General  thoughts  on  the  vanity  and  difo.ders  of 
Jiumanlife.  Battle  of  Edge-Hill.  Rcflcdions. 
Condufion.  " 
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In  purple  veftments  clad,  the  trtnper'd  flcy 

Invites  us  from  our  hofpitablc  roof, 

'J'o  laile  her  influence  mild;  while  to  the  weft 

The  jocund  fun  his  radiant  chariot  drives, 

W  itli   rapid   courfe,    untir'd.      Ye    nymphs  and 

Avains ! 
Now  quit  tJie  fhade,and,  with  recruited  ftrength. 
Along  the  yet  untrodden  terrace  urge 
Your  vig'rous  Iftps.     With  moderated  heat. 
And  ray  oblique,  the  fun  fiiall  not  o'erpow'r. 
But  kindly  aid  your  yet  unfinifh'd  fearcli. 

Not  after  fable  night,  in  filcnce  hufh'd. 
More  welcome  is  th"  approach  of  op'ning  morn 
"  With  fong  of  early  birds,"  than  tlie  freih  breeze 
Of  foften'd  air  fucceeding  ful try  heat, 
And  the  wild  tumult  of  the  buzzing  day. 

Nor  think,  though  ni»ch  is  pall,  that  nought 
remains. 
Or  nought  of  beauty,  or  attradlive  worth. 
Save  wJiat  tlie  morning-fun,  or  noon-tide  ray. 
Hath,  with  his  rifing  beam,  diili.nvfily  mark'd. 
Or  more  coufus'dly,  with  meridian  blaze, 
Dazz'ling  difplay'd  inipcrfecl.     Downward  he 
Shall  other  hills  illumine  oppofitc, 
Ar.d  other  vaies  as  beauteous  as  the  paft  ; 
Suggelling  to  the  mufe  nev/  argument. 
And  frefn  inftrudlion  for  her  clohng  lay. 

'1  here  Daffef 's  ridgy  nujuntain  courts  the  fong, 
Scarce  Malvern  boafls  his  adverfe  boundary 
More  graceful.     Like  the  tcmpcfl-driven  wave, 
Irregularly  great,  his  bare  tops  brave 
'Fhe  wijids,  and,  on  his  fidr;s,  the  fatt'ning  ox 
Crops  the  rich  verdure.     When  at  Haftings  field. 
The  Norman  conqueror  a  kingdom  won 
In  this  fair  ille,  and  to  another  race 
'J  he  Saxon  pow'r  transflrr'd ;  an  alien  *  lord. 
Companion  of  his  toil !  by  Ibv'reign  grant, 
Thefe  airy  fields  obtain'd.     Now  the  tall  mount, 
By  claim  more  jult,  a  nobler  mailer  o-.vns  ; 
To  tyrant  force,  and  flavi.'h  laws  a  foc- 
But  happier  land.,  near  Oufe's  reedy  Hiore, 
(What  leifure  ardent  love  of  public  weal 
l-erniit3  his  care  eniploy ;  where  nature's  charms 
With  learned  art  conxbin'd  ;  the  richefl  domes. 
And  fairell  lav.ns,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  grace 
Of  beauty,  or  magnificent  defign, 
By  Cobham's  eye  approv'd,  or  Grenville  plann'd. 
The  villas  of  imperial  Rome  outvie; 
And  form  a  fcene  of  ftatelicr  pomp — a  Stowe. 
Her  walls  the  hving  Ooafl,  thcfe  boad  the  dead. 
Beneath  their  roof,  in  lacrcddull  entomb'd. 
Ide  light,  O  eardi !  on  that  iluiftrious  Dame  f. 
Who,  from  her  own  prolific  womb  deriv'd, 
To  people  thy  green  orb,  fuceclfive  faw 
Sev'n  ti.nes  an  hundred  birtlis     A  goodlier  train  ? 
Than  tliat,  with  w  hich  the  patriarch  journey  d  crIL 
From  Padan-.nram,  to  the  Mamvean  plains  : 
Or  that  more  num'rous,  whicli  with  large  incrcafc. 
At  Jofeph's  call,  in  wond'roiij  caravans, 
keviv:ng  fight  I   by  Heaven's  decree  prepar'd. 
He  led  to  Gofiien,  I-gypt's  fruitful  foil. 

Where  the  tall  pillar  lifts,  its  taper  head, 

•   TAf  Earl  of  Mt'.Lnt. 

-)■  Dame  Ilejlir  Timple,  of  tvbom  ib'ij  it  recorded  by 
r^tUi-y  in  bis  acco.sin  of  Huckingiumfhire,  and  ~ivb» 
lies  litricJ,  iiith  m^iiy  of  thai  ancient  family ,  in  tie 
^arijh-iburch  of  diurton-l}"Jp:t. 


Her  fpacious  terrace,  and  furrounding  lawns, 
Deckt  with  no  fparing  coft  of  planted  tufts, 
Or  ornamented  buildmg,  '*  Farnborough  boafls. 
Hear  they  her  mafter's  call  ?  in  ftnrdy  troops, 
The  jocund  labourers  hie,  and,  at  his  nod, 
A  thoufand  hands  or  fmooth  the  flanting  hill," 
Or  fcoop  new  channels  for  the  gath'ring  flood, 
And,  in  his  pleafures,  find  fubftantiai  blifs. 
Nor  Ihall  thy  verdant  paftnres  be  unfung 
f  Wormleighton  !  erft  th'  abode  of  Spenfer's  race. 
Their  title  now  !  What  ?  though  in  height  thou 
To  Daffet,  not  in  fweet  luxuriance  [yield'ft 

Of  fatt'ning  herbage,  or  of  rifing  groves  ; 
Beneath  whofe  {hade  the  luf^ y  fleers  repofe 
Their  cumbrous  limbs,  mixt  with  the  woolly  tribes, 
And  leifurcly  conco<a  their  graffy  meal.      [plays ; 
Her  wood-capt  funimit  \  Shuckburgh  there  dif- 
Nor  fears  negletSt,  in  her  own  worth  lecure, 
And  glorying  in  the  name  her  mafter  bears. 
Nor  will  her  Icenes,  with  clofer  eye,  furvey'd, 
Fruftratethe  fearcher's  toil,  if  fteepy  hilh. 
By  frequent  chafms  disjoin'd,  and  glens  profound. 
And  broken  precipices,  vafl,  and  rude 
Delight  the  fenfe  ;  or  nature's  leffer  works, 
Though  lefTer,  not  lefs  fair  !  or  native  ftone. 
Or  filh,  the  little  1|  Aftroit's  doubtful  race, 
For  flarry  rays,  and  pencil'd  {hades  admir'd  ! 
Invite  him  to  thefe  fields,  their  airy  bed. 

Where  Lcame  and  Ichcne  own  a  kindred  rife, 
And  hafte  their  neighb'ring  currents  to  unite. 
New  hills  arife,  new  pallures  green,  and  fields 
With  other  harvcfts  crown'd  ;  with  other  charms 
Villas,  and  towns  with  other  arts  adorn 'd. 
There  Ichington  its  downward  ftru(5lures  views 
Jn  Ichene's  pafllng  wave,  whicli,  like  the  mole. 
Her  fubterraneous  journey  long  purfues, 
Ere  to  the  fun  flie  gives  her  lucid  llream. 
Thy  villa,  §  Leamington  !  her  fifter  nymph 
In  her  fair  bofom  fhows;  while  on  her  banks. 
As  further  fhe  her  hquid  courfe  purfues, 
Amidft  furrounding  woods  his  ancient  walls 
^  Biib'ry  conceals,  and  triumphs  in  the  fliade. 

No(  fuch  thy  lot,  O  *  *  Bourton  !  Nor  from  fight 
Retireft  thou,  but  with  complacent  fmile, 
Thy  fecial  afpecft  courts  the  diftant  eye. 
And  views  the  diflant  fcene  reciprocal, 
Delighting,  and  delighted.     Dulky  heaths 
iucceed,  as  oft  to  mirth,  the  gloomy  hour! 
Leading  th'  unfinifh'd  Icarch  to  thy  fam'd  feat 
+f  Bennones!  where  two  military  ways 
Fach  other  crol's,  tranfvcrfe  from  fca  to  fea, 
I'he  Roman's  hofliile  paths !  There  \\  Newnham's 

walls 
With  graceful  pride  afccnd,  th'  inverted  pile 
In  her  clear  flrtani,  with  fiow'ry  margin  grac'd. 


*    Thef-at  rf  William  Hoibech,  f.fi. 

+  An  ejljic\  and  anciirlfejt^  belonging  to  the  Sight 
Jioti.  Earl  Spmfcr, 

\   The  feat  pf  Sir  Ch.  Shuckburgh,  Bart. 

II    The  Aflroits,  or  Star-Jhncs,  found hete. 

$    The  feat  of  Sir  JVilli,/m  IVheeler,  Bart. 

f   ThcfcatofSirTbenphilusBiddulph,  Bart. 

*♦    The  fate/ John  Shudbingh,  Efq. 

\-\  A  Rowan flatioti,  ivhcre  the  F(fs-ii\iy  and  IVat- 
lin^'ftreH  crrfs  each  other. 

It  The  fecit  vf  the  Right  Hon.  the  Earl  of  Dcnlcigh. 


THE    WORKS    OF  JAGO. 

Admiring.     *  Newbold  there  her  modefl  charms 


More  baflifully  unveils,  vvfith  folenm  woods. 
And  verdant  glades  enaniour'd.    Here  her  lawns. 
And  rifing  groves  for  future  flielter  form'd, 
Fair  f  Coton  wide  difplays.     There  Addifon, 
With  mind  ferene,  his  moral  theme  revoiv'd, 
lnftru(5tion  drefs'd  in  learning's  faireft  form  \ 
The  gravcft  wifdom  with  the  livelicft  wit 
Atttmper'd  !  or,  beneath  thy  roof  rctir'd 
O  \  Bilton  much  of  peace,  and  liberty 
Sulslimely  nms'd,  on  Britain's  weal  intent. 
Or  in  thy  lliade  the  coy  Pierians  woo'd. 

Another  theme  demands  the  varying  fong. 
Lo  !  where  but  late  the  flocks,  and  heifers  graz'd. 
Or  yellow  harvefls  wav'd,  now  through  the  vale. 
Or  o'er  the  plain,  or  round  the  flanting  hill 
A  glitt'ringpath  attradls  the  gazer's  eye. 
Where  footy  barques  purfue  their  liquid  track 
Through  lawns,  and  woods,  and  villages  remote 
From  public  haunt,  which  wonder  as  they  pafs. 
The  channell'd  road  fliil  onward  moves,  and  Hill 
With  level  courfe,  the  flood  attendant  leads. 
Hills,  dales  oppofe  in  vain.     A  thoufand  hands 
Now  through  the  mountain's  iide  a  pafTage  ope. 
Now  with  llupendous  arches  bridge  the  vale, 
Now  over  paths,  and  rivers  urge  their  way 
Aloft  in  air.     Again  the  Roman  pride 
Beneath  thy  fpacious  camp  embatiell'd  hill, 
O  II  Brinklow  !  leems  with  gentler  arts  return'd. 
But  Britain  now  no  bold  invader  fears. 
No  foreign  aid  invokes.     Alike  in  arts 
Of  peace,  or  war  renown'd.     Alike  in  both 
She  rivals  ancient  Rome's  immortal  fame. 

Still  villas  fair,  and  populous  towns  remain — 
Polefworth,  and  Atherftone,  and  Eaton's  walls 
To  charity  devote  !  and  Tamworth,  thine 
To  martial  fame!   and  thine,   0§  A'lerival ! 
Boalling  thy  beauteous  woods,  ai.d  lofty  icite  ! 
And^  Colefliill !  long  for  momentary  dace 
Of  human  life,  though  for  our  wifiies  fliort, 
Repofe  of  Digby'?  honourable  age!  [way 

Nor  may  the  mufe,  though  on  her  homeward 
Intent,  fhort  fpace  rcfufc  his  alleys  green, 
And  decent  walls  with  due  refpcd  to  greet 
•*  On  Blythe's  fair  flream,to  whofe  laborious  toil' 
She  many  aleffon  owes,  his  painful  fearch 
Enjoying  without  pain,  and,  at  her  eafc. 
With  equal  love  of  native  foil  iufpir'd, 
Singing  in  meal'ur'd  phrafe  her  country's  fame. 

\\   iNor,   Arbury  !  may  we  thy  fcenes  foiget. 
Haunt  of  the  naiads,  and  each  woodland  nynqjh  ! 

*    Thefaf  of  Sir  Frjrus  Skipivith,  Bart. 
-!•    The  feat  of  Dixiveil  Grimes,  Efq. 

I  The  feat  of  the  Right  Hon.  Jofeph  AdJifon,  Efq. 

II  The  canal  defgsicd  for  a  cominunication  belu-een  the 
cities  ,  of  Oxford  and  Ccvenfry,  fajfes  through    Brink- 

'loiv,  ivherc  is  a  mngnifcet-t  anueJucl,  confifling  of 
iivelve  arches,  iv'ilh  a  high  bank  of  earth  at  each  end, 
crffpvg  a  -ualley  beneath  the  'uejiiges  of  a  Roman  camj), 
andtuinuliis  on  the  Fnfs-Way. 

§  The  feat  of  the  late  Edicard  Stratford,  Efq.  an 
e>:lenfiiie  ■vicTV  to  Charley  forefl  and  Bof-uorth  Field. 

\  Seat  of  the  late  Right  Hon.  Lord  Digby,  coiiiai^H- 
ly  called  the  good  Lord  liigby. 

**  Blythellall,  thefeai  rf  Sir  JVilliani  Dugdale,no-u 
hehnfing  to  RiJmrd  Geafl,  Ef'J. 

+ >  The  feat  <fSir  Rodger  S'eivdigate,  Bart,  wewbsr 
\  of  Parliament Jor  the  Univerjity  of  Oxford. 
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Rejoicinj^  in  his  care,  to  whom  aciornVl 
With  all  the  graces  which  her  fchools  expound, 
Thegowny  Ion's  of  Ifis  triilt  their  own. 
And  Britain's  weal.     Nor  fhall  thy  fplendid  walls, 
()  *  Packing-ton  !  allure  the  mufe  in  vain. 
The  Goths  no  longer  here  their  empire  liold. 
The  Ihaven-terrae'd  hill,  flope  above  Hope, 
And  high  impris'ning  walls  to  Belgia's  coall 
Their  native  clime  retire. — In  formal  hounds 
The  long  canal  no  more  confines  the  flream 
Reluiftant. — Trees  no  niorc  their  tortur'd  limbs 
Lament — no  more  the  long-negieftcd  fields, 
Like  outlaws  banifli'd  for  I'ome  vile  offence. 
Arc  hid  from  fight — from  its  proud  refcrvoir 
Of  ampleft  fize,  and  fair  indented  form, 
Along  the  channel! 'd  lawn  the  copious  flreani 
With  winding  grace  the  ftately  current  leads. 
Tlie  channeird  lawn  its  bounteous  ftream  repays, 
With  ever-verdant  hanks,  and  cooling  fhades. 
And  wand'ring  paths,  that  emulate  its  courfe. 
On  ev'ry  fide  fpreads  wide  the  beauteous fcene, 
Ailcmblage  fair  of  plains,  and  hills,  and  woods, 
And  plants,  of  od'rous  fcent — plains,  hills,  and 

woods, 
And  od'rous  plants  rejoice,  and  fmiling  hall 
The  reign  of  nature,  while  attendant  art 
Submiuive  waits  to  cultivate  her  charms. 

flail  happy  land  !   which   nature's  partial  fmile 
Hath   rob'd    profufely   gay!    whofe   champaigns 
w-ide  [fwarm 

With  plenteous  harvefts  wave  ;  whofe   paflures 
With  horned  tribes,  or  the  flieep's  fleecy  race  ; 
To  the  throng'd  Ihambles  yielding  wholefome  food, 
And  various  labour  to  man's  aclive  powers, 
Not  lefs  benign  than  to  the  weary  reft. 
Nor  defcituts  thy  woodland  fcenes  of  wealth, 
Or  fylvan  beauty  1   there  the  lordly  fwain 
His  fcantier  fields  improves;  o'er  his  own  realms 
Supreme,  at  will  to  low  his  weil-fenc'd  glebe, 
With  grain  fucceffive  ;  or  with,  juicy  herbs, 
To  fwell  his  milky  kine  ;  or  feed,  at  eafe. 
His  flock  in  paflures  warm.     His  blazing  hearth. 
With  copious  fuel  heap'd,  defies  the  cold; 
And  houfewifc-arts  or  teaze  the  tangl'd  wool, 
•  Or,  from  the  diftaff's  hoard,  the  diidfile  thread, 
With  fportive  hand  entice  ;  while  to  the  wheel 
The  fprightly  carol  join'd,  or  plaintive  fong 
Diffufe,  and  artlefs  fooths  th'  untutor'd  ear 
With  heart-felt  ilrains,  and  the  How  talk  beguiles. 

Nor  hath  the  fun,  with  lefs  propitious  ray. 
Shone  on  the  mailers  of  the  various  fcene. 
Witnefs  the  fplendid  train  !  illuflrious  names, 
That  claim  precedence  on  the  lifts  of  fame, 
Nor  fear  oblivious  time  !   cnraptur'd  bards  ! 
Or  learned  fages!  gracing,  with  their  fame, 
Their  native  foil,  and  my  afpiring  verfe. 

Say,  now  my  dear  companions  !  for  ennugli 
Of  leifurc  to  defcriptivc  long  is  giv'n  ; 
Say,  fhall  we,  ere  we  part,  with  moral  eye, 
'I'he  fcene  review,  and  the  gay  profpecc  clofo 
With  obfervation  grave,  as  fober  eve 
Hailes  now  to  wrap  in  (hades  the  clofing  day  ? 
Perhaps  the  moral  flrain  delights  you  not ! 
Perhaps  you  blame  the  nuife's  quick  retreat ; 
Intent  to  wander  flill  along  the  plain, 
In  coverts  cool,  luU'd  by  the  mlirm'ring  ftrcam, 


*    Tiff.cl  of  tic  R-^A  H'.n,  the  EuV'.rf  ^1f.csfoid. 


Or  gentle  breeze  ;  while  playful  fancy  fkims, 
With  carclefs  wing,   the  farfaces  of  things  -. 
For  deep  refearch  too  indolent,  too  light 
For  grave  rcileclion.     So  the  Syren  queen 
'i'empted  Alcides,  on  a  flow'ry  plain, 
With  am'rousblandifiimcnt,  and  urg'd  to  wafte 
His  prime  inglorious,   bur  fair  virtue's  form 
Kci'cu'd  the  yielding  youth,  and  fir'd  liis  brcaft 
To  manly  toil,  and  glory's  v^ell-earn'd  prize. 
O  !  in  that  dang'rous  feafcn,  O  !  beware 
Of  vice,  envenom'd  weed  !  and  plant  betimes 
The  feeds  of  virtue  in  th'  untainted  heart. 
.So  on  its  fruit  th'  enraptur'd  mind  fliall  feaft, 
When,  to  the  finiling  day,  and  mirthful  fcene 
Night's  folemn  gloom,  cold  winter's  chilling  blafti, 
.And  pain,  and  licknefs,  and  old  age  fuccced. 
Nor  fiiglit  your  faithful  guide,  my  gentle  train; 
But,  with  a  curious  eye,  expatiate  free      [theme, 
O'er   nature's  moral    plan.      I'hough    dark    the 
Though  formidable  to  the  fcn.'iial  mind  ; 
Yet  (hall  the  myle,  with  no  iidlitious  aid, 
infpir'd.  Hill  guide  you  with  her  friendly  voice, 
And  to  each  fceming  ill  fomc  greater  good 
Oppofe,  and  calirr  your  lab'ring  thoughts  to  reft. 

Nature  herfelf  bids  us  be  ferious. 
Bids  us  be  wife  ;  and  all  her  works  rebuke 
The  ever-thoughtlefs,  ever-titt'ring  tribe. 
A^'^hat  though  her  lovely  hills,  and  valleys  fmile 
To-day,  in  beauty  drell .'  yet  ere  three  moons 
Renew  their  orb,  and  to  their  wane  decline. 
Ere  then  the  beauteous  landfcape  all  will  fade  ; 
The  genial  airs  retire  ;  and  fhiv'ring  fwains 
Shall,  Irom  the  whiten'd  plain,  and  driving  ftorm. 
Avert  the  fmarting  cheek,  and  humid  eye. 

So  fome  fair  maid  to  time's  devouring  rage 
Hjr  bloom  rtfigns,  and,  with  a  faded  look, 
Difgulls  her  paramour  ;  unlefs  thy  charms, 
O  virtue  !  v.-ith  more  lading  beauty  grace 
Her  lovelier  mind,  and  through  declining  age, 
Fair  deeds  of  piety,  and  modeft  worth. 
Still  flourifh,  and  endear  her  ftill  the  more. 
Nor  always  lafts  the  landfcape's  gay  attire 
Till  furly  winter  with  his  niflian  blafts, 
Benumbs  her  tribes,  and  diflipates  her  charms* 
As  fickncfs  oft  the  virgin's  early  bloom 
Spoils  immature,  preventing  hoary  age, 
So  blalls  and  mildews  oft  invade  the  fields 
In  all  their  beauty,  and  their  fummer's  pride. 
And  oft  the  fudden  fhow'r,  or  fweeping  '  flornj  ] 
O'erflows  the  meads,  and  to  the  miry  glebe 
Lays  clofe  the  matted  grain  ;  with  awful  peall 
While  the  loud  thunder  flukes  a  guilty  world. 
And  forked  lightnings  cleave  the  fultry  fkies. 

Nor  docs  tlie  verdant  mead,  or  bearded  field 
Alone  the  rage  of  angry  flcies  fuftain. 
Oft-times  their  influence  dire  the  bleating  flock, 
Or  lowing  herd  affails,  and  mocks  the  force 
Of  collly  med'cine,  or  attendant  care. 
Such  late  the  wrathful  peftilencc,  that  fciz'd 
In  pafcures  far  rctir'd,  or  guarded  ftalls. 
The  dew-lap'd  race  !  with  plaintive  lowings  they, 

*  "  Saspe  etiam  immcnfuni  ca:lo  vcnit  agncm 
"  aquarum, 
"  Ft  fjedam  glo.mcrant  tempeflatcm  imbribus  atris 
"  t  oUcda*  ex  alto  nuhes  ;  ruit  arduus  xther, 
'•  \Lt  pluvia  ingenti  fiita  Ixla,  boumquc  labores 
"  Diluit,"  Vjho. 
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And  heavy  eyes,  confefs'd  the  pois'notis  gale. 
And  drank  inl'edlion  in  each  breath  they  drew. 
Quick  through  their  veins  the  burning  fever  ran, 
And  from  their  noftrils  ftream'd  the  putrid  rheum 
Malignant;  o'er  their  limbs  faint  languors  crept, 
And  ftupefaction  all  their  fcnies  bound. 
In  vain  their  mafter,  with  officious  hand, 
From  the  pil'd  mow  the  fvveetcll  lock  prefents; 
Or  anxioufly  prepares  the  tepid  drcUight 
Balfamic  ;  they  the  proffer'd  dainty  lothe, 
And  *  death  exulting  clanns  his  defi.in'dprey. 

Nor  feldom  f  coughs,  and  wat'ry  rheums  afflidi 
The  woolly  trilses,  and  on  their  vitals  fcizc  ; 
Thinning   their   folds;  and,  with  their  mangled 

limbs, 
And  tatter'd  fleeces,  the  averted  eye 
Dii'gulling,  as  the  fqueamiih  traveller. 
With  long-fufpended  breath,  hies  o'er  the  plain. 
And  is  their  lord,  proud  man  !  more  fafe  than 

they  ? 
More  privileg'd  from  the  deflroying  breath, 
That,  through  the  fecret  (hade,  in  *iarknefs  walks, 
Or  fmites  whole  paftures  at  the  noon  of  day  ? 
Ah  !  no,  death  mark'd  him  from  his  infant  birth: 
Mark'd  for  his  own,  and  with  envenom'd  touch, 
His  vit  1!  blood  defil'd.     Through  all  his  veins 
The  fubtl:  poifon  creeps  ;  compounded  joins 
Its  kindred  mafs  to  his  incrcafing  bulk; 
And,  to  the  rage  of  angry  elements, 
Betrays  his  vidtim,  'poor  ill-fated  man  ; 
Not  furer  born  to  live,  than  born  to  die  ! 
In  what  a  fad  variety  of  forms 
Clothes  h.e  his  meffengers  ?  Deliriums  wild  ! 
Inflated  dropfy  !  flow  confuming  cough  i 
Jaundice,  and  gout,  and  ftone ;  convullive  fpafms ; 
The  fliaking  head,  and  the  coutraded  limb  ; 
And  ling'ring  atrophy,  and  hoary  age  ; 
And  fecond  childhood,  flach'ning  ev'ry  nerve. 
To  joy,  to  reaibn,  and  to  duty  dead  ! 
I  luiow  thee,  who  thou  art,  ofl'spring  of  Sin, 
And  Satan  !  nurs'd  in  hell,  and  then  let  loofe 
To  range,  with  thy  accurfed  train,  on  earth, 
W'hen  man,  apoflate  man  !  by  Satan's  wiles. 
From  life,  from  blifs,  from  God,  and  goodnefs  fell ! 
Who  knows  thee  not  .•■  who  feels  thee  not  within, 
riucking  his  heart-firings.^  whom  hafl;  thou  not 

robb'd 
Of  parent,  wife,  or  friend,  as  thou  hafl  me  ? 
Glutting  the  grave  with  ever-crowding  guells, 
And,  with  their  image,  fadd'ning  ev'ry  fceae, 
Lefs  peopled  with  the  living  than  the  dead  I 

Ihrough  populous  ftreets  the  never-ceaiingbell 
Proclaims,  with  folemn  found,  the  parting  breath  ; 
Nor  feldom  from  the  viilage-tow'r  is  hcanl 
The  mournful  knell.     Alike  tiie  graffy  ridge. 
With  oficrs  bound,  and  vaulted  catacomb, 
His  fpoils  encloi'e.     Alike  the  liniple  ftone, 
And  niaufoleum  proud,  his  pow'r  attc.l, 

*  "  Hinc  Lxtis  vituli  vulgo  moriuutur  in  herbis, 
"  Et  dukes  animas  plena  ad  prsefcpia  rcddunt." 

ViRG. 

■)■  "  Non  tarn  creber  agens  hyemem  ruit  xthere 

turbo, 
«  Quam  mult.x  pecudum  pelles,  nee  fnigida  morbi 
<'  Corpora  coripiunt,  fed  tota  refliva  rcpente 
"  Spemque,    gregemque   fijnul,    cundlamque  ab 

"  orjgine  gentem,"  Virs. 
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In  wretched  doggrel,  or  elab'rate  verfe. 

Perhaps  the  peafant's  humble  obfequies  ; 
The  flowing'  fiiect,  and  pall  of  rufty  hue, 
Alarm  you  not.     You  flight  the  fimple  throng ; 
And  for    th?  nodding  plumes,    and  feutcheon'd 

herfe, 
Your  tears  referve.  Then  mark,  o'er  yonder  plain. 
The  grand  proceflion  fuited  to  your  tafte. 
I  mock  you  not.     The  fable  purfuivants 
Proclaim   th'   approaching  ftate.    Lo!    now   the 
plumes!  [pear! 

The  nodding  plumes,  and  feutcheon'd   herfe  ap- 
And  clad  in  mournful  weeds,  a  long  fad  train 
Of  flowly-moving  pomp,  that  waits  on  death! 
Nay — yet  another  melancholy  train  ! 
Another  triumph  of  the  ghaftly  fiend 
Succeeds!  'Tisfo.     Perhaps  ye  have  not  heard 
The  mournful  tale.     Perhaps  no  mclfengcr 
Hath  warn'd  you  to  attend  the  folemn  deed  ! 
Then  from  the  mufe  the  piteous  (lory  learn  ; 
And,  with  her,  on  the  grave  proceflion  wait, 
That  to  their  early  tomb,  to  mould'ring  daft 
Of  anceilors,  that  crowd  thefcanty  vault. 
Near  which  our  long  began,  *  Northampton  bears. 
The  gay  Northampton,  and  his  beauteous  f  bride! 
Far  ether  pageants  in  his  youthful  breafl 
He  clicrifli'd,  while,  v/ith  delegated  trull, 
On  flately  ceremonials,  to  the  Ihore, 
Where  Adria's  waves  the  fea-girt  city  lave, 
He  went ;  and  with  him,  jqin'd  in  recent  love, 
His  blooming  bride,  of  Bearifort's  royal  line, 
']"hc  charming  Somerfet  !   But  royal  blood, 
Nor  youth,  nor  beauty,  nor  employment  high, 
Could  grant  protedliou  from  the  rude  aflault 
Of  that  barbarian  death  ;  who,  without  form, 
To  courts  and  cottages  unbidden  comes; 
And  his  unwelcome  embafl"y  fulfils. 
Without  diftindcion,  to  the  lofty  peer. 
The  graceful  bride,  or  peafant's  homely  race. 
Ere  from  her  native  foil  flie  faw  the  fun 
Run  half  his, annual  courl'e,  in  Latian  climes, 
She  breath'd  her  lafi. ;  him,  eie  that  courfc  was 

done. 
Death  met  returning  on  the  Gallic  plains, 
And  fent  to  join  her  yet  unburied  du[i : 
Who  but  this  youthful  pair's  imtimdy  fate 
JV'Iiu'l  weep,  who  but  in  theirs  may  read  their  own  ? 

Anotiier  lefibn  feek  ye,  other  proof 
Of  vanity,  and  lamentable  v^foe 
Betiding  man  ?    ^Vnother  fcene  to  grace 
With  troops  of  vidlims  t'ne  terrific  king, 
And  humble  wanton  folly's  laughing  fons? 
Tiie  mufe  fliall  from  her  faitiif-iil  memory 
A  tale  feledl ;  a  tale  big  with  tlie  fate 
Of  kings,  and  heroes  on  this  novv  fair  field 
Embattled  !  but  her  long  fliall  to  your  view 
Their  ranks  embody,  and  to  future  peace 
Their  fierce  defigns  and  hoilile  rage  convert. 

Not  on  Pharfalia's  plain  a  bolder  ilrife 
Was  held,  though  twice  with  Roman  blood  dl- 

fl.ain'd, 
Than  when  thyfubjedls,  firft  imperial  Charles! 

*  T/jf  R/gLf  Hon.  the  Earl  of  NorthanipUn,  ivho 
died  on  his  7\-t:irn  from  an  eivbirjj'y  to  Venice,  •while  ibe 
author  -uus  tiirifi/ig  this  poem.. 

f  The  Riaht  Hon.  the  CnunUfs  of  Northatr-I'tcn , 
daughter  to  the  Duke  of  Beaufort. 
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Dar'd  in  thcfe  fields  with  arm';  tlicir  cnufe  to  plead. 
*  Where  once  the  Romans  pitch'd  their  hoftile 

tents, 
Other  Calnpanias  fair,  and  m'l.kr  Alps 
Expioring;,  now  a  nobler  waiiinr  ftood,   , 
His  country's  fov'tcij^n  liege  !   Around  his  camp 
A  gallant  train  of  lofriell  rank  attend, 
By  loyalty  and  love  of  regal  fway 
To  mighty  deeds  impell'd.    Meanwhile  below 
Others  no  lefs  intrepid  courage  hoaft, 
From  fource  as  fair,  the  love  of  liberty  ! 
Dear  liberty  1  when  rightly  underftood, 
Prime  focial  blifs  !   Oli !  may  no  fraud 
Ufurp  thy  name,  to  veil  their  dark  defigns 
Of  vile  ambition,  or  licentious  rage  ! 

Long  tiine  had-  they,  w  ith  charge  of  mutual 
blame. 
And  fierce  debate  of  fpeech,  difcordant  minds 
Avow'd,  yet  not  to  dcfpVatc  chance  of  war 
'i'iil  now  their  caufe  referr'd  :  rude  arbiter 
Of  fit  and  right !   Unhappy  native  landl 
Nought  then  avail'd  that  nature  form'd  thy  fields 
So  lair,  and  with  her  wat'ry  barri;!r  fcnc'd  ! 
Nought  then  avail'd  thy  forms  of  guardian  laws, 
The  work  of  ages,  in  a  moment  \oi\. 
And  ev'ry  focial  tie  at  once  diffolv'd  ! 
For  now  no  more  fweet  peace,  and  order  fair, 
And  kindred  love  remain'd,  hut  hollile  rage 
Inflead,  and  mutual  jealoufy,  and  hate. 
And  tumult  loud !  nor,  IkkuI  thou  then  been  there, 
t  O  'Falbot !  could  thy  voice,  fo  often  heard 
On  heav'nly  themes  !  nor  \  his  fraternal!  Ikill'd 
In  focial  claims,  the  limits  to  define 
Of  law  and  right,  have  calm'd  the  furious  flrife, 
Or  ftill'd  the  rattling  thunder  of  the  field. 

Acrofs  tlie  plain,  where  the  flight  eminence 
And  fcatter'd  hedge-rows  mark  a  midway  fpace 
'Fo  yonder  jl  town,  once  detm'd  a  royal  court, 
Now  jiarbouring  no  friends  to  royalty  ! 
The  popular  troops  their  martial  lines  extend, 
riigh  on  the  hill  the  royal  banners  wave 
ThcLr  faithful  fignals.    Rang'd  along  the  ftccp, 
The  glitt'ring  files,  in  burnifird  armour  clad, 
Reflecft  the  downward  fun,  and  with  its  gleam 
Tiie  diftant  crowds  affright,  who  trembling  wait 
For  the  dire  onfet,and  the  dubiou'-,  fight. 

As  pent-up  waters,  fwv  ll'd  by  fuilden  rains. 
Their  former  bounds  difdain,  and  foam,  and  rage, 
Impatient  of  rcftraiiit,  till  at  fomc  breach 
Outward  they  buril  impetuous,  and  mock 
The  peafant's  feeble  toil,  which  Rrivcs  to  check 
'Fheir  headlong  torrent ;  fo  the  royal  troo])s, 
With  martial  rage  inflam'd,  impatient  wait 
The  trumpet's  fummons.    At  itsfprightly  call 
The  airy  feat  they  leave,  and  down  the  flec^i. 
Rank  following  rank,  like  wave  fncjircding  wave, 
Rufli  on  the  hoftile  wings.    Dire  was  the  fhock, 
Dire  was  the  clafh  of  arms !  The  hoftile  v/ings 
Give  way,  and  foon  in  flight  their  fafety  feek. 


*  A  Roman  camp  at  War;nh>gioii^  on  the  tup  <■/ 
Edge-Hill. 

f   The  Re'-j.  Mr.  Talbot,  of  Kineton, 

\  Ch.  Henry  TalLot,  Efq.  of  Marfan,  at  the  bot- 
tom of  Edge- Hill. 

II  Kin-ton,  aiir:  Kington,  So  called,  a  feme  con- 
je£}iire,fr.n!  a  cofU  on  a  neighbouring  hill,faid  to  have 
iten  a palii.s  L'mfiig  to  King  ^ebr.. 
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They  with  augmented  force  and  growing  rage 

'File  flying  foe  purfue.    But  too  fccure, 

And  counting  of  cheap  con(]ueft  quicl;ly  gain'J 

O'erdaftard  minds,  in  wt)rdy  (piarrcls  bold, 

But  flack  by  deeds  to  vindicate  their  claim, 

III  chafe  and  plunder  long  they  wafte  tlic  day. 

And  lare  return,  of  order  negligent. 

Meanwhile  the  battle  in  the  centre  rag'd 

With  difl"'rcnt  fortune,  by  bold  I'-ffex  led, 

J-xperienc'd  chief  i  and  to  the  monarcli's  caufe, 

And  youthful  race,  for  martial  deeds  unripe, 

Menac'<l  deftrudtion.    In  the  royal  breaft 

High  paihons  rofe,  by  native  dignity 

Made  more  fublime,  and  urg'd  to  pow'rful  a*.1 

Bv  ftrong,  *  ])aternal  love,  and  proud  difdain 

Of  vulgar  mitulj,  arraigning  in  his  race 

The  rights  of  iov'reignty,  fiom  ancient  kings 

In  order  fair  deriv'd.    Amidft  his  troo;)s 

With  hafte  he  ilies,  their  broken  ranks  reform?, 

To  bold  revenge  reanimates  their  rage. 

And  From  the  foe  his  (hort-liv'd  honour  wrefts. 

Now  death,  with  hafty  ftride,  ftalks  o'er  the 
iield. 
Grimly  exulting  in  the  bloody  fray. 
Now  on  the  crefted  helm  or  burning  fiiield 
He  ftamps  new  horrors ;  now  the  levell'd  fwovd 
With  weightier  force  impels,  with  iron  hoof 
Now  tramples  on  th'  expiring  ranks,  or  gores 
The  foaming  fteed  againll  tli'  oppofmg  fpear. 
But  chiefly  on  the  cannon's  brazen  orb 
He  fits  triumphant,  and  with  fatal  aim 
Involves  whole  fquadrons  in  the  fiilph'rous  ftorm. 

Then  f  Liudfey   fell,  nor  from  the  flielt'ring 
draw 
Coas'd  he  to  plead  his  fov'reign's  flighted  caufe 
Amidft  furrounding  foes,  nor  but  with  life 
F.xpir'd  his  loyalty.    His  valiant  fon  \ 
Attempts  his  refeue,  but  a'tlempts  in  vain  ? 
Tlien  I]  Verney  too,  with  many  a  gallant  knighl. 
And  faithful  courtier,  anxious  for  thy  weal, 
Dnbai)py  jjrince  I  bftt  niindlefs  of  their  own, 
Pmir'd  out  his  life  upon  the  crimfon  plain. 
Then  fell  the  gallant  §  Stewart,  *[[  Aubigny, 
*  *  And  Kingfmill  I   He  whofc  monumental  ftone 
Protecfls  his  ncighb'ring  aflies  and  his  fame. 

The  clofmg  day  conipc'd  the  furious  ftrife  ; 
Hut  for  Ihort  time  compos'd  I  anon  to  wake 
With  tenfold  rage,  and  fprcad  a  wider  fcene 
Of  terror  and  deftrndion  o'er  the  land  I 

Now  mark  the  glories  of  the  great  debate  ! 
Yon  grafs-grecn  mount,  where  waves  the  planted 

pine. 
And  whifpers  to  the  winds  the  mournful  tale, 


*  Prince  Charles,  afterwards  King  Charles  II. 
and  his  brother  the  Duke  of  Tori;  (ifteriuardt 
King  James  II.  ivere  then  in  the  field,  thefunner 
being  in  the  i^th,  tttid  the  latter  jufl  entered  int* 
the  loth  year  of  his  age. 

\  Efirl  of  Lindfey,  the  King's  general. 

%  Lord  h'illotigkby,fon  to  the  Earl  if  Lindfey. 

\  Sir  Edmund  Verney,  flandard-bearer  to  the 
Ling. 

11  Lord  Stewart. 

^  Lord  Aubigny,  fon  to  the  Duke  of  Lenox. 

" '  Captain  Ki/igfmitl,  buried  at  Raiway^ 
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Contains  them  in  Its  monumental  mould; 

A  flaughter'd  crew,  promilcuous  lodg'd  below  I 

Still  as  the  ploughman  breaks  the  clotted  glebe, 

He  ever  and  anon  i'ome  trephy  finds, 

The  *  relics  of  the  war — or  rulty  ipear, 

Or  canker'd  ball  ;  but  from  fepulchr;il  foil 

Cautious  he  turns  afide  the  fliining  fteel, 

Left  haply  at  its  touch  uncover'd  bones 

Should  ftart  to  view,  and  blafl  his  rural  toil. 

Such  were  the  fruits  of  paThon.  froward  will, 
And  unfubmitting  pride  1  Worfe  Ilcrras  than  thole 
That  rend  the  Iky,  and  wade  our  cultur'd  fields  '. 
Strangers  alike  to  man's  primeval  ftate. 
Ere  evil  entrance  found  to  this  fair  world, 
Permitted,  not  ordam'd,  whatever  pride 
May  dream  of  order  in  a  world  of  fin, 
Or  pre-exiftent  foul,  and  penal  doom 
For  crimes  unknown.  More  wife,  niore  happy  he '. 
Who  in  his  breaft  oft  pond'ring,  and  perplex'd 
With  endlefs  doubt,  and  learning's  fruitlels  toil. 
His  weary  mind  at  length  repofes  fure 
On  Heav'n's  atteiled  oracles.    To  them 
Submifs  he  bows,  convinc'd,  however  weak 
His  reafon  the  myllerious  plan  to  folve. 
That  all  he  wills  is  right,  who,  ere  the  worlds 
Were  form'd,  in  his  all-comprchenfive  mind 
Saw  all  that  was,  or  is,  or  e'er  Ihall  be. 
Who  to  whate'er  exifts,  or  lives,  or  moves, 
Throughout  creation's  wide  extent,  gave  life. 
Gave  being,  pow'r,  and  thought  to  act,  to  move 
Impelling,  or  impell'd,  to  all  ordain'd 
Their  ranks,  relations,  and  dependencies, 
And  can  direcfl,  fufpend,  controu!  their  pow'rs, 
Elfe  were  he  not  fupreme  1   Who  bids  the  winds 
Be  ftill,  and  they  obey ;  who  to  the  fea 
Afligns  its  bounds,  and  calms  its  bollterous  waves; 
Who,  with  like  eafe,  can  moral  difcord  rule, 
And  all  apparent  evil  turn  to  good. 

Hail  then,  ye  fons  of  Eve  1  th'  unerring  guide, 
The  fovereign  grant  receive,  fin's  antidote  ! 
A  cure  for  all  our  griefs  1  So  heav'nly  truth 
Shall  wide  difplay  her  captivating  charms, 
And  peace  her  dwelling  fix  witli  human  race. 
So  love  through  ev'ry  clime  his  gentle  reign 
Shall  fpread,  and  at  his  call  diicordant  realms 
Shall  beat  their  Iwords  to  ploughlliares,  and  their 

fpears 
To  pruning-hooks,  nor  more  learn  murd'rous  war. 
So  when  revolving  years,  by  Heav'n's  decree, 
Their  circling  courfe  have  run,  new  firmaments, 
With  bleffings  fraught,  fiiall  fill  the  bright  ex- 

panfe. 
Of  tempers  void,  and  thunder's  angry  voice. 
New  verdure  fliall  arife  to  clothe  the  fields; 
I^ew  Edens,  teeming  with  immortal  fruit. 
No  more  the  wing'd  inhabitants  of  air. 
Or  thofe  that  range  the  fields,  or  flcim  the  flood, 
Their  fiercenefs  fhall  retain,  but  brute  with  brute. 
And  all  with  man  in  amicable  league 
Shall  join,  and  enmity  for  ever  ceafe. 


*  "  Scilicet  et  tempus  veniet,  cum  finibus  illis, 
"  Agricola  incurvo  terram  molitus  aratro, 
"  Exefa  invtniet  fcabra  rubigine  pila, 
"  Aut  gravibus  rnllris  galeas  pulfabit  inanes, 
"  Grandiaque   ell'oflis   mirabitur   olla  fepul- 
"  chris."  ViRG, 
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Remains  there   aught   to  crown  the  rapt'roiiS 
theme  ? 
'Tisthis,  unfading  joy  beyond  the  reach 
Of  elemental  worlds  and  fliort-liv'd  time. 
This  too  is  yours — from  outward  fenfe  conceal'd, 
But,  by  refemblance  of  external  things. 
Inward  difplay'd,  to  elevate  the  foul 
To  thoughts  fublim.e,  and  point  her  way  to  heav'n. 

So,  from  the  top  of  Nebo's  lofty  mount, 
Tlie  patriot  leader  of  Jehovah's  fons 
'llie  pvomis'd  land  furvey'd  ;  to  Canaan's  race 
A  fpl-ndid  theatre  of  frantic  joys, 
And  fatal  mirth,  beyond  whofc  fcanty  bounds 
Darkntfs  and  horror  dwell  1  Emblem  to  him 
Of  fairer  fields  and  happier  feats  above  '. 
Then  clos'd  his  eyes  to  mortal  fcenes,  to  wake 
In  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day. 

LABOUR  AND  GENIUS; 

OR,  THE  MILL-STREAM  AND  THE   CASCADE. 
A  FABLE. 

Infaibed  to  fVilliar/t  Sberijione,  Efq. 

"  difcordia  femina  rerum."       Ovid. 

Nature  with  lib'ral  hand  difpenfes 
Her  apparatus  of  the  fenfes, 
In  articles  of  gen'ral  ufe. 
Nerves,  finews,  mufcles,  bones  profufe. 
Diflinguifhing  herfav'rite  race 
With  form  ere(fl,  and  featur'd  face  ; 
The  flowing  hair,  the  polilh'd  Ikin — 
But,  for  the  furniture  within, 
Whether  it  be  of  brains  or  lead, 
What  matters  it,  fo  there's  a  head  ? 
For  wifeft  noddle  feldom  goes, 
But  as  'tis  led  by  corp'ral  nole. 
Nor  is  it  thinking  much,  but  doing, 
That  keeps  our  tenements  from  ruin. 
And  hundreds  eat,  who  fpin  or  knit. 
For  one  that  lives  by  dint  of  wit. 

The  fturdy  threlher  plies  his  flail. 
And  what  to  this  doth  wit  avail  ? 
Who  learns  from  wit  to  prek  the  fpade  ? 
Or  thinks  'twould  mend  the  cobler's  trade  ; 
rhe  pedlar,  with  his  cumb'rous  pack> 
Carries  his  brains  upon  his  back. 
Some  wear  them  in  fuU-bottom'd  wig. 
Or  hang  them  by  with  queue  or  pig. 
Reduc'd,till  they  return  again 
In  difliabille,  to  common  men. 
Then  why,  my  fnend,  is  wit  fo  rare  ? 
That  fudden  tlafli,  that  makes  one  (tare  I 
A  meteor's  blaze,  a  dazzling  fliow-1 
Say  what  it  is,  for  well  you  know; 
Or,  if  you  can  with  patience  hear 
A  witlefs  fable,  lend  an  ear. 

Betwixt  two  Hoping  verdant  hills 
A  current  pour'd  its  carelefs  rills. 
Which  unambitious  crept  along. 
With  weeds  and  matted  grafs  o'erhung. 
Till  rural  genius,  on  a  day, 
Chancing  along  its  banks  to  firay, 
Rcmark'd,  with  penetrating  look> 
The  Luent  merits  of  the  brook. 


V    O     E    M    S. 


Much  griev'd  to  fee  fuih  talents  hid, 
And  thus  the  dull  by-ftaiulcrs  chid. 

How  blin.l  is  man's  incurious  race 
The  fcope  of  nature's  plniis  to  trace  ? 
How  do  ye  mangle  half  her  chaims. 
And  fright  her  hourly  with  alarms  ? 
Disfigure  now  h;*rfwelling  moiuid^. 
And  now  contraLl:  her  fpacious  bounds  ? 
Frittrr  her  faircll  lawns  to  aijeys. 
Bare  her  green  hills,  and  hide  he/  valleys  ? 
Confine  her  llreams  with  ride  and  line, 
And  counteract  her  whole  defign  ? 
2^jeglec^:ing,  where  flie  points  the  way. 
Her  eafy  diclates  to  obey  ? 
To  bring  her  hidden~worth  to  fight. 
And  place  her  charms  in  fairell  light  ? 

Alike  to  intellecT^uals  blind, 
'Tis  thus  you  treat  the  youthful  mind  ; 
Mjftaking  gravity  for  fenfe, 
For  dawn  of  wit,  impertinence. 

The  boy  of  genuine  parts  and  merit, 
For  fome  unlucky  prank  of  fpirit, 
With  frantic  rage  is  fcour-^'d  from  fthool. 
And  branded  with  the  name  of  fool, 
Eecaufe  his  adl;ive  blood  llow'd  falter 
Than  the  dull  puddle  of  his  matter. 
While  the  flow  plodder  trots  along 
Through  thick  and  thin,  through  profe  and  fong, 
Infenfible  of  ail  their  graces, 
But  learn'd  in  words  and  common  phrafes ; 
Till  in  due  time  he's  mov'd  to  college, 
To  ripen  thefe  choice  feeds  of  knowledge. 

So  fome  tafte-pedant,  wond'rous  wife, 
Exerts  his  genius  in  dirt-pies. 
Delights  the  tonfile  yew  to  raife, 
But  hates  your  laurels  and  your  bays, 
Becaufe  too  rambling  and  luxuriant. 
Like  forward  youths,  of  brain  too  prurient. 
Alakes  puns  and  anagrams  in  bax. 
And  turns  his  trees  to  bears  and  cocks. 
Excels  in  quaint  jette-d'eau  or  fountain, 
Oi  leads  his  ftream  acrofs  a  mouataini 
To  fiiow  its  fliallownefs  and  pride, 
In  a  broad  grin,  on  t'  other  fide. 
Perverting  all  the  rules  of  fr.nfe, 
Wh.ch  never  ofFers  violence. 
But  gf  ntly  leads  where  nature  tends, 
Sure  with  applaufe  to  gain  its  ends. 

But  one  example  may  teach  more 
Than  precepts  hackney'd  o'er  and  o'er. 
Then  mark  this  rill,  with  weeds  o'crhung, 
Unnotic'd  by  the  vulgar  throng  1 
Ev'n  this,  condu(fled  by  my  laws, 
Shall  rife  to  fame,  attract  applaufe; 
Inftrutft  in  *  fable,  fhine  in  fong. 
And  be  the  theme  of  ev'ry  tongue. 
He  faid  :   and  to  his  fav'ritc  fon 
Confign'd  the  tall-:,  and  will'd  it  done. 

Damon  his  counfcl  wifely  weigh'd. 
And  carefully  the  fccne  furvcy'd. 
And,  though  it  feems  he  faid  but  little, 
He  took  his  meaning  to  a  tittle. 


Am\  firfl,  hii  purpofe  to  bcfiicnd, 
A  hank  he  ^ai^'d  at  th"  upper  ciid . 
CompaiSt  and  clofc  its  outward  fide. 
To  ftay  and  fwell  the  gath'rin;;;  tide  : 
But  on  its  inner,  rough  and  tail, 
A  ragged  ciift",  a  rocky  wall. 
Tl;e  chaini'.l  next  he  op'd  to  view. 
And  from  its  courfc  the  rubhifli  drew. 
Fnlarg'd  it  now,  and  now  with  line 
Oblique,  purfu'd  his  fair  defign. 
Preparing  here  the  mazy  way,' 
And  there  the  fall  for  fportive  play; 
The  precipice  abrupt  and  ftecp. 
The  pebbled  road,  anoi  cavern  deep; 
The  rooty  Hat,  where  bed  to  view 
']'hc  fairy  fcene,  at  diftance  due. 
He  laft  invok'd  the  dryads  aid. 
And  fring'd  the  borders  round  t\-ith  fliade. 
Tap'ftry,  by  nature's  fingers  wove, 
No  mimic,  hut  a  real  grove  : 
Part  hiding,  part  admitting  day, 
I   The  fcene  to  grace  the  future  play. 

Damon  perceives,  with  ravifh'd  eyes, 
The  beautiful  enchantment  rife. 
Sees  fweetly  blended  fliade  and  light ; 
Sees  ev'ry  part  with  each  unite  ; 
Sees  each,  as  he  dire<5ts,  alTume 
A  livelier  dye,  or  deeper  gloom : 
So  falhion'd  by  the  painter's  ficil), 
New  forms  the  glowing  canvas  fill  : 
So  to  the  fummer's  fun  the  rofe 
And  jeffamin  their  charms  difclofc. 

"U'hile,  all  intent  on  this  retreat. 
He  faw  his  fav'rlte  work  complete. 
Divine  enthufiafm  feiz'd  his  bread. 
And  thus  his  tranfport  he  exprcfs'd  : 
"  Let  others  toil  for  wealth  or  povv'r, 
1  court  the  fweetly-vacant  hour  : 
Down  life's  fmooth  current  calmly  glide, 
Nor  vex'd  with  cares,  nor  rack'd  with  pride. 
Give  me,  O  nature  !  to  explore 
Thy  lovely  charms,  I  aik  no  more. 
For  thee  I  fly  from  vulgar  eyes; 
For  thee  I  vulgar  cares  defpifc  ; 
For  thee  ambition's  charms  refign  ; 
Accept  a  vot'ry  wholly  tliine. 

Yet  flill  let  friendftiip's  joys  be  near. 
Still  on  thefe  plains  her  train  appear. 
By  learning's  fons  my  haunts  be  trod. 
And  Stamford's  feet  imprint  my  fod. 
For  Stamford  oft  hath  dcigu'd  to  llray 
Around  my  I-eafows'  flow'ry  way. 
And,  where  hi?  honour'd  flcpshavc  rov'd, 
Oft  have  his  gifts  thofc  fccncs  improv'd. 
To  him  ril  dedicate  my  cell, 
7"o  him  fuipend  the  votive  fpell. 
His  name  Ihall  heighten  ev'ry  charm, 
His  name  proteift  my  groves  from  harm, 
ProteA  my  harmlefs  fport  from  blame. 
And  turn  obfcurity  to  fame.'' 

He  fpake.   His  hand  the  pencil  guides, 
.^nd  •  Stamford  o'er  the  fccne  prefides. 
The  proud  device,  with  borrow'd  grace. 
Conferred  new  luft.-e  on  the  place  : 


JCJ 


*  See  Fable  XLI.  and  LI.  in  Do^Jltj  s  nciu  in- 
^enUd  Fables,  and  mjn-j  I'lUl:  ficces  printed  in  the  pub- 
lit  papers. 


*  Thefufie  here  referred  to,  'uai  infcrihed  to  the  /?->^-* 
Hon.  lie  Earl  of  Sta>r:/(ird,  bvi  fmce  U  IVilliim  iliin- 
Jlone,  Ffq. 
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As  books,  by  dint  of  dedication, 
Enjoy  their  patron's  reputation. 

Now,  launching;  from  its  loi'ty  fnore, 
The  loofen'd  ftream  began  to  roar  : 
As  headlong,  from  the  rocky  mound. 
It  rufh'd  into  the  vaft  profound. 
Tliere  check'd  awhile,  again  it  flow'd 
Glitt'ring  along  the  channell'd  road  ; 
Prom  fteep  to  ftcep,  a  irequent  fall. 
Each  diff'fent,  and  each  nat  ural. 
Obllrudting  roots  and  rocks  between, 
Diverfify  tli'  enchanted  fcene  ; 
"While  winding  now,  and  intricate, 
Kow  more  develop'd,  and  in  ftate, 
Th'  united  ftream,  with  rapid  force, 
Purfues  amain  its  downward  cqurfe, 
Till  at  your  feet  abforb'd,  it  hides 
Ecneath  the  ground  its  buftling  tides. 

With  prancing  fteeds  and  liv'ricd  trains, 
Soon  daily  fhone  the  bord'ring  plriins. 
And  diftant  founds  foretold  th'  approach 
Of  frequent  chaife,  and  crowded  coach. 
For  fons  of  taftc,  and  daughters  fair, 
Hafled  the  fweet  furprife  to  fhare  : 
While  *  Hagley  wonder'd  at  their  ftay, 
And  hardly  hrook'd  the  long  delay. 

Not  diilant  far  below,  a  mill 
Was  built  upon  a  neighb'rlng  rill :     . 
Whofe  pent-up  ft-rt-am,  whene'er  let  loofe, 
Impell'd  a  wheel,  clofe  at  its  fluice. 
So  ftrongly,  that  by  fridion's  pow'r, 
'Twould  grind  the  firmed  grain  to  3ojir. 
Or,  by  a  correfpondence  new, 
With  hammers,  and  their  clatt'ring-  crew, 
Would  fo  beftir  her  acflive  flumps, 
On  iron  blocks,  though  arrant  lurhps, 
That  in  a  trice  fiie'd  manage  matters. 
To  make  'em  all  as  fmooth  as  platters. 
Or  flit  a  bar  to  rods  quite  taper. 
With  as  much  eafe  as  you'd  cut  paper. 
For,  though  the  lever  gave  the  blow, 
Yet  it  was  lifted  from  below  ; 
And  would  for  ever  have  lain  flill, 
Eut  for  the  buftling  of  the  rill ; 
Who,  from  her  ftately  pool  or  ocean. 
Put  all  the  wheels  and  logs  in  motion; 
'i'hings  in  their  nature  very  quiet, 
Thoiigh  making  ail  this  noife  and  riot. 

This  ftream  that  could  in  toil  excel, 
Began  with  foolifh  pride  to  fvvell : 
I'iqu'd  at  her  neiglibour's  reputation, 
And  thus  exprefs'd  her  indignation  : 
^  "  A'ladam  !  methinks  you're  vaftly  proud, 
You  wasn't  us'd  to  talk  fo  loud. 

*  ^7jc  feat  of  the  Right  Hon.  Lord  Ijjiilslon,  dfani 
vutafeiv  mUts  from  the  Leafoivs. 


Nor  cut  fuch  capers  it  your  pncc. 
Marry!  wliat  antics,  what  grimace  ! 
For  fhame  !  don't  give  yourfclf  fuch  air?, 
In  fiaunting  down  thofe  hideous  flairs. 
Nor  put  youri'elf  in  fuch  a  flutter, 
Whate'er  you  do,  you  dirty  gutter  ! 
I'd  have  you  know,  you  upftart  minx  ! 
Ere  you  were  form'd,  with  all  your  finks, 
A  lake  I  vs'ss,  compar'd  with  which, 
Your  flrcam  is  but  a  paltry  ditch  :    '  , 

'  And  ftill,  on  honeft  labour  bent, 
I  ne'er  a  fingle  flafii  mifpent. 
And  yet  no  folks  of  high  degree. 
Would  e'er  vouchfafe  to  vifit  me. 
As  in  their  coaches  by  they  rattle, 
Forfooth  !  to  hear  your  idle  prattle. 
Though  half  the  bufinefs  of  my  flooding 
Is  to  provide  them  c'akes  and  pudding  -. 
Or  furriifli  fluff  for  many  a  trinket, 
V/hich,  though  fo  fine,  you  fcarce  would  think  it, 
W^hen  f  Boulton's  fKili  has  fix'd  their  beauty, 
To  my  rough  toil  firfl  ow'd  their  duty. 
But  I'm  plain  Goody  of  the  mill. 
And  you  are — Madam  Cafcadille!" 

"  Dear  Ccz,"  reply'd  the  beauteous  torrent, 
"  Pray  do  not  difcompofe  your  current. 
That  we  all  from  ene  fountain  flow, 
Hath  been  agreed  on  long  ago. 
Varying  our  talents  and  our  tides, 
As  chance,  or  education  guides. 
That  I  have  either  note,  or  name, 
I  owe  to  him  who  gives  me  fame. 
Who  teaches  all  our  kind  to  flow, 
Or  gaily  fwift,  or  gravely  flow. 
Now  in  the  lake,  with  glaffy  face. 
Now  moving  fight,  with  dimpled  gracc^ 
Now  gleaming  from  the  rocky  height, 
Novv',  in  rough  eddies,  foaming  white. 
Nor  envy  me  the  gay,  or  great, 
That  vjfitr  my  obfcure  retreat. 
None  wonders  that  a  clown  can  dig. 
But  'tis  fome  art  to  dance  a  jig. 
Your  talents  are  employ'd  for  ufe. 
Mine  to  give  plcafure,  and  amufe. 
And  though,  dear  Coz,  no  folks  of  tafle 
Their  idle  hours  with  you  will  wafte. 
Yet  many  a  grift  comes  to  your  mill. 
Which  helps  your  maftcr's  bags  to  fill. 
While  I,  with  all  my  notes  and  trilling. 
For  Damon  never  got  a  ftiilling. 
Then,  gentle  Coz,  forbear  your  clamours, 
Enjoy  your  hoppers,  and  your  hammers  : 
We  gain  our  ends  by  diff''rent  v^ays. 
And  you  get  bread,  and  I  get — praife. 

■f  An  cminrnt  jnerchaiit ,  and  I'cry  ingenious  ncchanUm 
at  the  Salio  maniifaiiorv,  near  Biimingham.  ^ 
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ARDE>TNrA. 

A  JASTORAL-EGLOaUE.      TO  A  LADY. 

Damon  and  Lyridas. 
When  o'er  the  weftern  world  fair  f-ience  fpread 
Her  genial  rav,  and  Gothic  darkn  fs  fled, 
To  Britain's  ifle  thf  muft^s  took  their  way, 
And  tauijht  her  lift'niris;  groves  ihe  tuneful  lay. 
'Tvvas  then  fvo  fwains  the  Dnric  reed  eUay'd 
To  fing  the  praiftrs  of  a  pecrlefs  maid. 
On  Arden's  blifsful  plain  her  feat  fhe  chofe,    ■ 
And  henre  her  rural  name  \rdenna  rofe. 
In  fportive  verfe  alternately  they  vied. 
Thus  Damori  fang,  and  Lycidas  replied. 
Damon. 

Here,  gentle  fwain,  beneath  the  Ihade  reclin'd, 
Remit  thy  labours,   and  unbend  thy  mind. 
Well  with  the  fliepherd's  ftate  our  cares  agree, 
For  nature  promjjts  to  pleafing  induftry. 
'Tis  this  to  all  her  gifts  fredi  beauty  yields. 
Health  to  our  flocks,  and  plenty  to  our  fields. 
Yet  hath  Hie  not  impos'd  uuceafing  toil. 
Not  reftlefs  plovvlliares  always  vex  the  foil. 
Then,  Ihepherd,  take  the  hlelling^  Heav'n  beftows, 
Afllft  the  long,  and  fweeten  our  ropofe. 
Lyc'idas. 

While  others,  funk  in  fteep,  or  live  in  vain, 
Or,  flaves  of  indolence,  but  wake  to  pain, 
Me  let  the  call  of  earlieft  birds  invite 
.To  hail  th'  approaches  of  returning  light; 
To  tafte  the  frellmefs  of  the  cheerful  morn, 
While  glilt'ring  dew-drops  hang  on  ev'ry  thorn. 
Hence  ail  the  bl.fs  that  centers  in  our  kind. 
Health  to  the  blijod,  and  vigour  to  the  mind. 
He:ice  ev'ry  talk  its  meet  attendance  gains, 
And  ieifure  hence  to  liften  to  thy  ftrains. 
Damon. 

Thrice  happy  fwain,  fo  tiily  form'd  to  fliare 
The  uiepherd's  labour,  and  Ardeinia's  care! 
To  tell  Ardenna's  praif;  the  rural  fain 
-Inicribe  the  verfe,  or  chant  it  o'er  the  plain. 
Plains,  hills,  and  v/oods  return  the   well-known 

found. 
And  the  I'niooth  beech  records  the  fportive  wound. 
Then,  Lycidas,  let  us  the  chorus  join. 
So  bright  a  theme  nur  mulic  fliail  refine. 

Efcap'd  frc.ii  all  the  bifv  world  admires. 
Hither  the  pliilofophic  dame  retires; 
For  in  the  bufy  world,  or  noets  feign, 
Iiitemp'rate  vice,  and  giddy  pieafures  reign  ; 
Then,  when  from  crowds  the  lovs.and  graces  flew, 
To  thcfe  lone  Ihades  the  beauteou-  maid  withdrew, 
To  fludy  nature  in  this  calm  retreat. 
And  with  conted'rate  art  her  charms  comilete. 
How  fweet  llieir  union  is,  ye  flicpherds,  fay,         , 
And  thou  who  Ibrm'dlt  the  ree4  infpiie  my  lay, 
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Her  praife  I  fing  by  whom  our  flocks  are  freed 
From  the  rough  bramble,  nud  wnv.-iioro'd  weed; 
Who  to  green  paifures  turns  the  dreary  wafte. 
With  fcatter'd  woods  in  cartlefs  beauty  grac'd. 

'Tis  iJie,  Ardeniia  1   guardian  of  the  Icene, 
Who  bids  the  mount  to  f>vell,  who  fmooths  the 

green, 
Whodrains  the  marni,and  frees  the  ftruggling  flood 
From  its  (bvided  rale,  and  (trife  with  mud. 
Sh*  winds  its  courl'e  the  cop.ous   tream  to  ihow. 
Ana  (lie  in  fwifter  currents  bids  it  flow; 
Now  fmootiily  gliding  with  an  even  pare, 
Nfowdimplingo'er  the  tones  with  rou^jhen'd  graces 
'■Vith  irlaffy  furface  now  ferenely  bright. 
Now  foaming  from  the  rock  all  filvi-r  white. 

'  I'is  llie  the  riling  bank  vvith  beeches  crowns. 
Now  fpreads  the   fcene,    and  now  contradls  its 

bounds. 
Clothes  the  bleak  hill  with  verdure  ever  gay, 
And  bids  our  feet  through  uiyrrle-valleys  itray. 
She  for  her  ihepherds  re  irs  tiie  rootv  Ihed, 
The  chequer'd    pavement,  and   the   Itraw-wove 

bed. 
For  them  Ihe  fcoops  the  grotto's  cool  retreat, 
P'rom  (forms  a  fhelter,  and  a  ihade  in  heat. 
Diredts  their  hands  the  verdant  arch  to  bend. 
And  with  the  leafy  roof  its  gloom  extend. 
Shells,  llint,  and  ore  their  mingled  graces  join, 
And  rocky  fragments  aid  the  chalte  delign. 
Lyci.his. 
Hail    happy    Ijuvns  !     wh.'re'er    we    turn    cur 

eyes, 
Frefli  beauties  bloom,  and  opening  wonders  rife. 
Whilome    thefo    charming    fcenes   with   grief  I 

view'd 
A.  barren  wafle,  a  dreary  folitude  1 
iVIy  dr<)oping  flocks  their  rulTfrt  paftures  mourn'd. 
And  lowing  herds  the  plaintive  moan  return'd. 
With  weary  feet  from  field  tn  field  they  itray'J, 
N^or  found  their  hunger's  painful  fenfe  allay'd, 
But  now  no  more:  a  dreary  fcene  appears. 
No  m  ir?  its  prii.kly  bouglis  tlie  bramble  fjars, 
No  more  mv  lloci;-.  lani'^nt  th' unf  uitful  r)il. 
Nor  mourn  their  ragged  fleece,  or  fruitlefs  toil- 
D.7inon. 
As  this  fair  lawn  excels  the  ruHiy  mead. 
As  firs  the  thorn,  and  flow'rs  the  poiS'nnis  weed, 
V'ar  as  the  warbling  Iky-larks  foar  on  high. 
Above  the  cumfv  bat,  or  buzzing  riy  ; 
-So  mat;hlei's  moves  .\rdcnna  o'er  the  green, 
in  mind  alike  excelling  as  in  mien. 
Lycidai. 
Sweet  is  the  fragrance  of  the  damatk  rofe, 
\nd  bright  the  d;. e  that  o  •  its  furface  glows, 
"nir  is  tiie  poplar  riling  on  the  pl'in. 
Of  fhapeJy  trunk,  and  lofty  branches  vair^; 
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But  iieitjier  fweet  the  rofe,  nor  bright  its  dye. 
Nor  poplar  fair,  if  with  her  charms  they  vie. 
Damo/i. 

Qrateful  is  iunfliine  to  the  fportive  lambs, 
The  balmy  dews  delight  the  nibbling  dams ; 
!But  kindlier  warmth  Ardenna's  fmiies  impart, 
A  balm  more  rich  her  leffons  to  the  heait. 
Lycidas.   ■ 

Nomore  PomonaV'guidirt!;;-  hand  we  need, 
Jv^or  Flora's  helo  to  pamt  th'  eiiamell'd  mead, 
JSor  Ceres'  care  to  juard  the  j"iGn^  grajn. 
And  fpread  the  yellov*'  plenty  o'er  the  plain  ; 
Ardenna's  precepts  ev'ry  want  fupply, 
The  grateful  lay  what  lliepherd  can  deny  ? 
Damon. 

A  theme  Co  pleaf.ng,  with  the  day  begun. 
Too  foon  we're  ended  with  the  fetting  fun. 
5ut  fee  o'er  yonder  hill  the  parting  ray, 
And  hark  1  oar  bleating  flocks  reprove  our  Hay. 

THE  SCAVENGERS. 

A  TOWN-ECLOGUE. 

Jjvlcjs  odor  lucrl  oit  re  qviuibct. 

AwAEE,  my  mufe,  prepare  a  loftier  theme. 
The  wiiiding  valley,  and  the  dimpled  ftreani 
Delight  not  all :   quit,  quit  the  verdant  field. 
And  try  what  dufty  ftreets,  and  alleys  yield. 

V/here  Avon  wider  flows,  andgathers  fame, 
.Stands  a  fair  town,  and  Warwick  is  its  name; 
For  ufeful  arts  entitled  once  to  fliare 
The  gentle  Ethelfleda's  guardian  care. 
Nor  lefs  for  deeds  of  chivalry  renown'J, 
"When  her  own  Guy  was  with  her  faureis  crown'd. 
Now  Syren  floth  holds  here  her  tranquil  reign, 
And  binds  in  (ilken  bonds  the  feeble  train. 
No  frowning  knights  in  uncouth  armour  Jac'd, 
Seek  now  for  monfters  on  the  dreary  wafte: 
In  thefe  foft  fcenesthey  chafe  a  gentler  prey. 
No  mon.'ters !  but  as  dangerous  as  they, 
Ih  ditf'rent  forms  as  fure  deitrudlion  lies, 
1  liey  have  no  claws  'tis  true — but  they  have  eyes. 

Laft  of  the  toiling  race  there  liv'd  a  pair, 
Bred  up  in  labour,  and  inur'd  to  care ! 
To  fweep  the  ftreets  their  tafli  from  fun  to  fun, 
And  feek  the  naftinefs  which  others  fliun. 
More  plodding  wight,  or  dame  you  ne'er  Oiall  fee, 
He  Gaffer  Peftel  night,  and  Gammer  flie. 

As  at  their  door  they  fate  one  lummer's  day, 
Old  Pellei  firft  eiTay'd  the  plaintive  lay  : 
His  gentle  mate  the  pliiiitive  lay  return'd, 
And  thus  alternately  their  cares  they  mouvn'd. 
Old  Fejhl. 

Alas  1  was  ever  fu^h  fine  weather  feen. 
How  dulU  are  thr  joads,  the  ilreets  how  clean  ! 
How  long,  ye  almanacks!  will  it  be  dry? 
limpty  my  cart  how  long,  and  idle  1  ! 
£v'n  at  the  belt  the  tiities  nre  not  To  good, 
But  'tis  hard  work  to  fcrape  a  livelihood. 
The  cattle  in  the  flails  religii  their  life. 
And  baulk  the  iliambles,  and  th'  unbloody  knife. 
While  farmers  fit  at  home  in  penfive  gloom, 
And  turnpikes  threaten  ro  complete  my  doom. 
IVifc. 

Web  I  for  the  turnpike  that  will  do  no  hurt, 
5<!ine  ic-Jt  the  mansgeis  are  i'nends  to  di^t. 


Eat  much  I  fear  this  murrain  where  'twiil  entlj 
For  fare  the  cattle  did  our  door  befriend. 
Oft  have  I  hail'd  'cm,  as  they  italk'd  ahing, 
rheir  fat  the  butchers  pleas'd,  but  me  their  duug. 
Old  Fffici. 
See  what  a  little  dab  oi  dirt  is  here  I 
But  yields  all  Warwick  more,  O  tell  me  where  ! 
Yet,  on  this  fpot,  though  npvir  fo  naked  feen, 
Heaps^upon  heaps,  and  loads  on  lo.ids  have  beent 
Bigger,  and  bigger,  the  proud  dunghill  grew. 
Till  my  diminiia'd  Iioufe  ivas  hid  Sroiii  view. 

w;fe. 

Ah  !  Gaffer  Peftel,  what  brave  days  werS  thofe, 
W'hen  higher  than  our  houfe  our  muckhiil  rofe  ! 
The  growing  mount  I  view'd  with  joyful  eyes, 
And  mark'd  what  each  load  added  to  its  fizs^^  J^ 
Wrapt  in  its  fragrant  fteam  we  often  f.it,      '^'.,    ''^ 
And  to  its  praifes  held  dtliglitful  chat. 
Nov  did  I  e'er  negledl  my  mite  to  pay, 
To  fwell  the  goodly  heap  from  day  to  day. 
A  cabbage  once  I  bought ;  but  I'mall  the  cod—' 
Nor  do  1  thii  k  the  farthing  all  was  loft. 
Again  you  fold  its  weli-digelled  ilore, 
1  o  dung  the  garden  where  it  grew  before.  ^ 
OhlPfJlcl. 

What  though  the  beaus,  and  powder'd  coxcombs 
jeer'd,  ^ 

And  at  the  Icavenger's  employment  fneer'd, 
Yet  then  at  night  content  I  told  my  g:'.iris, 
And  thought  well  paid  their  malice,  and  my  pains, 
Why  toils  the  tradefman,  but  to'  fwell  his  ftore  ? 
Why  craves  the  wealthy  landlord  flill  for  more? 
Why  will  our  gentry  flatter,  fawn,  and  lie  ? 
Why  pad;  the  cards,    and   what   d'ye  call't — th? 

die? 
All.  all  the  pkafing  paths  of  gain  purfue. 
And  wade  through  thick,  and  thin,  ::s  v\c  fcJks  do. 
Sweet  is  the  fcent  that  from  advantage  fprings. 
And  nothing  dirty  which  good  int'reit  brings. 

Wlien  goody  Dobbins  call'd  me  nafty  bear. 
And  talk'd  of  kennels,   and  the  ducking-chair, 
With  patience  I  could  hear  the  fcokiing  quean, 
For  fure  'twas  dirtintfs  that  kept  me  clean. 
Clean  was  my  gown  on  Sundays,  if  not  line, 

Nor  Mrs.  's  cap  fo  white  as  mine. 

A  llut  in  filk,  or  kerfey  is  the  fame. 
Nor  fweetelt  always  is  the  tine:!  dame. 

'Ih'uswaird  they  pleafure  pafl'.and  prefent  cares. 
While  the  ilarv'd  hog  join'd   his  complaint   with 

theirs. 
To  ftill  his  grunting  difl"'rent  way=  th.ey  tend. 
To*  Welt-itrtet  he,  and  fhe  to  '*  Coiion-end. 

ABSENCE. 
With  leaden  foot  tiir.e  creeps  along 

^^  hil?  Delia  is  away. 
With  her,  nor  plaintive  was  the  long. 

Nor  tedious  was  the  day. 

Ah  !  envious  pow'rl'  reverfe  my  doom, 

Now  double  thy  career, 
Strain  ev'ry  nerve,  itretch  ev'ry  plume, 

And  reit  them  when  die's  here. 

*   Names  of  the  viof  reni'Ae,  wul  opl^rfk^  ^arf^ 

of  tji£  tOH'».  •  .        •  ■ 
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TO  A  LADV. 

VVflEN  nature  joins  a  beauteous  face 
With  fliape,  and  air,  and  file,  and  grace. 
To  ev'ry  impel fee'tion  iuind, 
I  fpy  no  bleniiili  in  the  niiod. 

When  wit  flows  pure  from  Stella's  tongue. 
Or  animates  the  fprightiy  lon^j. 
Our  hearts  confefs  the  pow'r  divine. 
Nor  lightly  prize  its  nprt^l  flume. 

Cood-nature  will  a  conqiieft  gain. 
Though  wit,  and  beauty  figh  in  vain. 
When  gen'rons  thoughts  the  brealt  infpire, 
I  Willi  its  rank,  and  toriuaes  higher. 

When  Sidney's  charms  again  iinitt; 
To  win  the  foul,  and  bleVs  the  fijjht. 
Fair,  aixl  learn'd,  and  good,  and  great  '. 
An  earthly  goJdefs  is  complete. 

But  «hen  I  fee  a  fordid  mind 

With  affluence,  aud  ill-nature  join'd. 

And  pride  without  a  grain  of  fenfe. 

And  without  beauty  infolence. 

The  creature  with  contempt  I  view,  '   '" 

And  fare  'tis  like  x^L•"b yoii  know  wjio. 

to  a  lady  working  a  fair  of 
ruffles'. 

What  means  this  ufelefscolt,  this  wanton  pride? 

To  i>uichate  topp'ry  iiom  yon'  foreii,n  Itrand  I 
To  fpnrn  our  native  itoie^,  and  art<j  alidu, 

And  drain  tlie  riches  of  a  needy  land  1 

Pleas'd  I  furyey,  fair  nymph,  your  happy  fldll,. 
.   Yet  view  it  by  no  vulgar  critic's  iau  s  : 
With  nobler  aim  I  draw  my  fober  quill, 
Anxious  Lo  lift  eacii  art  m  viitue'a  Ciiufe. 

Co  on,  dear  maid,  your  utmoft  pow'r  efuiy,  , 
And  if  for  time  your  litiie  b'ofuin  lieave, 

Know,  patriot  )!)rtaii- your  merit  fli-ill  diipiuy. 
And  amply  pay  the  graces  they  receive. 

Let  ev'ry  nymph  like  yon  the'gift  pfe^jare. 

And  baiiilh  foreign  pomj;,  and  coftly  fiiovv";    ' 
What  lovtr^out  would  burn  the  prize  to  ivear,     ■. 

Or  blulh,  by  you  pivuounc'dhis  country's  liw  ? 
Your  in]lle^  can  win  v.  hen  patriot-fj^eeches  fail, 

Your  frowns  contioul  when  juilice  threat's  in 
vain, 
O'er  ftubborn  mi.ids  your  foftnefs  cin  prevail,        * 

And  placemen  drop  the  bribe  if  you  complain.,. 

Then  r'fe  the  guardians  of  your  country's  fame. 
Or  wherefore  were  ye  form'd  like  angels  fair? 

By  beauty's  force  our  venal  hearts  reclaim, 
And  lave  the  drooping  virtues  from  dcfpair. 

FEMALE  EMPIRE. 

A  TRUE  niSTORV. 

Like  Bruin's  wa^  Avaro's  breafl, 
i^a  fofcncls  hajcbour'd  there  ; 


While  Sylvio  fome  concern  exprefs'tl, 
U  hen  beauty  ihed  a  tear. 

Id  Hymen's  bands  they  both  were  tied 
As*  Cupid'>  arctuves  fliow  ye  ; 

Proud  Celia  w:is  Avaro'i  bride, 
And  Sylvio's  gentle  Chloe. 

L:ke  other  nymphs,* at  church  they  fwore, 

To  iionour  aud  obey. 
Which,  with  each  learned  nym^jh  before, 

They  foon  cxidain'd  away. 

li  Chloe  now  would  have  her  will 
Her  dreaming  eyes  prev^il'd. 

Or  if  her  fwain  piov.'d  crirti  ftill, 
Hyfterici  never  fail'd.    •' 

But  Celia  fcor:i'd  the  plaintive  moan, 

And  heart-dilf-dving  Ihow'r; 
With  fl.ilhing  eye,  ?ind  ang:y  tone, 

She  bed  inaintain'd  her  pow'r. 

'  Yet  once  the  mandatesof  his  Turk 
Avaro  durfi:  refufe; 
F\)r  why  ?  imiHii'tant  was  his  woik, 
"  To  regiiter  old  fiioes  1" 

.  And  doe"!,  faid  flie,  the  wretch  difpufu 

My  claim  fuch  clowns  to  rule  ? 
It  C'eha  cannot  charm  a  brute. 
She  can  chafcife  a  fool. 

Then  ftrait  flie  to  his  clofet  flew, 
Hh  private  thoughts  Ifie  tore. 

And  from  its  place  the  poker  drew, 
Th;it  feii'd  hiin  on  the  tiyor. 

Henceforth,  faivl  fhe,  my  calls  vcrzti, 

Own  mine  the  Itronger  plea. 
Nor  let  thy  vulifar  cares  retard 

The  female  rites  of  tea. 


'  Viilorious  fex  '.  alike  your  art, 

^\.:iJ  puillance  we  dread  ; 
Fpr  if  you  cannot  break  our  heart, 
_  ,'ris  plain  you'll  break  our  head. 

Place  me,  ye  gods,  beneath  the  throne 

V/hu-h  gentle  fmiles  environ, 
And  I'll  fubmilJion  glady  own, 
j       Without  a  rod  of  iron. 

ON  MR.  SAMUEL  COOKE'S  POE.MS, 

WlllTTtN  IN  THE  YEAR  i']A9' 

K'i)Ei:i),  MaihrCookel 

Yoa  liave  made  fuch  a  book. 
As  the  learnr^d  in  paltry  admire  ; 

liut  other  wits  joke 

-To  t'-e  loch  a  fuioke 
\V  iihout  .any  vlCl^le  fire. 

W  liHt  a  nice  bill  of  fare, 

Oi  \v!-Mitcver  is  rare. 
And  approv'd  by  the  critics  of  tafte  •' 

Not  a  clalFical  bit, 

I>'ry  fancy  ti)  hit. 
But  L;rc  in  due  order  is  plac'd. 

*   I'.he  pnri/h-rcrrhr. 

1     V     IJ 


Yet,  for  all  this  parade. 

You  are  but  a  dull  blade. 
And  your  lines  are  all  fcragged,  and  raw ; 

And  though  you've  hack'd,  and  have  hew'd, 

And  have  fqueez'd,  and  have  ftew'd. 
Your  forc'd-meit  isn't  all  worth  a  ftraw. 

Though  your  fatire  you  fpit, 

'Tisn't  feafcm'd  a  bit, 
And  your  puffs  are  as  heavy  as  lead  ; 

Call  each  difli  what  you  wjll, 

Iloil,  roafl,  h.iih,  or  grill. 
Yet  ftjli  it  is  all  a  calve's  head. 

I  don't  mind  your  huffing. 

For  you've  put  fuch  vile  ftuffin, 
1  proteit  I'm  as  lick  as  a  dog  ; 

Were  you  leaner,  or  fatter, 

I'd  not  mince  the  matter. 
You're,  not  fit  to  drefs  yCiop  a  frog. 

Then,  good  ni:*rrer  Slice  I 

Shut  a|j  ilidp,  if  your  wife. 
And  ih'  unwary  no  longer  trepan  ; 

Such  advice  indeed  is  hard, 

And  may  ftick  in  your  gizzard, 
3ut  di^e^  it  as  well  as  j  ou  can. 

THE  MISTAKE. 

OK  CAi-TAIN  BLUrr.       T  7£0. 

i'AYS  a  gofiing,  altnoft  frighten'd  cut  of  her  wits, 

Jielp  mother,  or  elfe  I  fhall  go  ir.to  fits. 

I  have  had  fuch  a  tVight,  I  iliall  never  recover, 

0  !  that  hd'wke,  that  you've  told  us  of  over  and 

over. 
See,  there,  where  he  (its,  with  his  terrible  face, 
And  hii  coat  how  it  glitters  all  over  with  lace. 
"'A'ith  his  fliarp  hooked  nofe,  and  his  fworil  at  his 

heel. 
How  my  heart  it  goes  pit-a-pat,  pray,  r/iothcr,  fee!. 
Says  the  goofe,  very  gravely;  pray  don't  talk  fo  wild, 
Thofe  looks  are  as   harmlefs  as   mine   are,    n>y 

child. 
And  as  for  his  fword  there,  fo  bright,  and  so  nice, 
I'll  be  fworn  'twill  hurt  nothing  befitles  frogs,  and 

mice. 
Nay,  prithee  don't  hang  fo  about  me,  let  loofe, 

1  tell  tliee  he  dares  not  fay — ho  to  a  goofe. 
In  fliort  there  is  not  a  more  innocent  fowl, 
Why,  inllead  of  a  haijuke,  look  ye,  child  'tis  an  oivl. 

TO  A  LADY, 

WITH  A  BASKET  OF  I  RUIT. 

Once  of  forbidden  fruit  the  mortal  tafle 
Chang'd  beauteous  Eden  to  a  dreary  wailc. 
Here  \  ou  may  freely  eat,  fcrurc  the  while 
From  latent  poiTon,  or  irifidiuus  euile. 
Yet  O  !  cou!  I  I  but  h.  ppily  iiifafe 
Some  fccret  charm  into  the  fav'ry  juice, 
Of  pnw'r  to  tempt  jour  gentle  breuft  to  fliare 
With  me  the  peaceful  Cot,  and  rural  fare  : 
A  difi'rent  fate  fliould  crown  the  bleft  device, 
And  change  my  tlcfart  to  a  paradife. 
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To  Craven's  health,  and  focial  joy. 

The  feitive  night  was  kept. 
While  mirth  and  patriot  Jpirit  flow'd. 

And  dulnefs  only  tlept. 

When  frorri  the  jovial  crowd  I  ftnle. 
And  homeward  fliap'd  my  way ; 

And  pals'd  along  by  Chellerton,  • 
All  at  the  ciofe  of  day. 

The  fky  with  clouds  was  overcafl : 

An  hollow  tt-mpeft  blow'd, 
And  rains  and  foaming  catara(fls 

Had  delug'd  all  the  road. 

When  through  the  dark  and  loncfonie  fliade. 

Shone  forth  a  fudden  light ; 
And  foon  dillincl  an  human  form, 

Engag'd  my  wondering  light. 

Onward  it  mov'd  with  graceful  poit. 

And  foon  o'ertook  my  fpeed  j 
Then  thrice  I  lifted  up  my  hands. 

And  thrice  I  check'd  ray  Iteed. 

Who  art  thou,  paffenger,  it  cry'd. 

From  yonder  mirth  rrtir'd? 
That  here  purfu'ft  thy  chcerlefs  way, 

Benighted,  and  bemir'd. 

I  am,  faid  I,  a  country  clerk, 

A  clerk  of  low  degree. 
And  yonder  gay  and  gallant  Iccne, 

Suits  not  a  curacy. 

But  I  have  feen  fuch  fights  to-day,. 

As  mske  my  heart  full  glad. 
Although  it  is  but  dark,  'tis  true. 

And  eke — i:>y  n<ad  is  bad. 

For  I  have  feen  lords,  ki.ights,  and  ujuiftSv 

Of  great  and  high  renoxvn. 
To  chi/ofe  a  knight  lor  this  faiv  fliire. 

All  met  at  Waiwick  town.  • 

A  wight  of  fiiill  to  ken  our  laws, 

Of  courage  to  defend, 
Of  worth  to  ferve  the  public  caufe. 

Before  a  private  end. 

And  fuch  they  found,  if  right  1  guef» 

Of  gentle  blocd  he  came  ; 
Of  mor;;ls  firm,  of  manners  mild. 

And  t  Craven  is  bis  name. 

■  Did  half  the  Erititli  tribunes  fl)are 
Expcrienc'd  \  Morclaunt's  truth, 
Another  hi'.if,  like  Craven,  boaft 
A  free  unbiafs'd  )outh  : 

The  fun  I  trow,  in  all  his  race. 

No  happier  realm  fliould  find; 
Not  Britons  hope  for  aught  in  vain. 

From  warmth  with  prudepcc  join'J. 


*  Was  the  late  Lord  IVilloughhy  dr  Broke. 
f  Hon.    IVilliam    Cra'^Jtn,   of  iVjkin;  he  a/OJ* 
afteriiards  Lord  Crat'erz. 

\  Tire  late  Sir  CharUiMdrdaimt,  Bart» 


MISCELLANE 

"  Go  on,  my  country,  favour'd  foil, 

Such  patriots  to  protluce  ! 
Go  on,  my  countrymen,  he  cry'd, 

Such  patriots  ftill  to  cliyule  " 

Tliis  faid,  the  placid  form  retir'd, 

Behind  the  veil  of  night  : 
Yet  bade  me,  for  my  country's  gooti, 

The  foleiun  tale  recite. 

TO  A  LADY. 

FURNISHING  HER   I.IBRARY,    AT    ****,   IN    WAR- 
WICliSHIRE. 

When  juft  proportion  in  each  part, 
And  colours  niix'd  with  nlceft  art, 
Confpire  to  fliow  the  grace  and  mien 
Of  Cloe,  or  the  Cyprian  queen  : 
With  elegance  throughout  refiu'd, 
That  fpeaks  the  paflions  of  the  mind, 
The  glowing  canvas  will  proclaim, 
A  Raphael's,  or  a  Titian's  name. 

So  where  through  ev'ry  learned  page, 
Each  diftant  clime,  each  diftant  age 
Difplay  a  rich  variety, 
Of  wifdom  in  epitome  ; 
Such  elegance  and  tafte  will  tell 
The  hand,  that  could  felect  fo  well. 
But  when  we  all  their  beauties  view, 
Unittd  and  improv'd  by  you, 
We  needs  muft  own  an  emblem  faint, 
T'  exprefs  thofe  charms  no  art  can  paint. 
Books  muft,  with  fuch  corrednefs  writ, 
Retine  another's  tafte  and  wit ; 
Tis  to  your  merit  only  due. 
That  theirs  can  be  refin'd  by  you. 

TO  WILLIAM  SHENSTONE,  ESQ^ 

ON  RECEIVING  A  GILT  POCKET-BOOK.       I75I- 

These  fpotlefs  leaves,  this  neat  array. 
Might  well  invite  your  charming  quill. 

In  fair  affemblage  to  difplay 

The  power  of  learning,  wit,  and  (kdl. 

But  fince  you  carelefsly  refufe, 

And  to  my  pen  the  talk  aflign  ; 
O  !  let  your  genius  guide  my  mufe. 

And  every  vulgar  thought  refine. 

Teach  tne  your  bed,  your  beft  lov'd  art, 
With  frugal  care  to  (tore  my  mind  ; 

In  this  to  play  the  mifer's  part, 

And  give  mean  lucre  to  the  wind  : 

To  fhun  the  coscomb's  empty  roife, 

To  fcorii  the  villain's  artful  malk  ; 
Nor  truft  gay  pleafure's  fleeting  joys 

Nor  urge  ambition's  endlefs  talk. 

Teach  me  to  ftem  youth's  boiftcrous  tide, 

To  regulate  its  giddy  rage  ; 
By  reafon's  aid  my  baik  to  guide, 

Into  the  friendly  port  of  age  : 

To  ihare  whatclaffic  culture  yields. 

Through  rhet'ric's  painted  tread?  to  ream  « 
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With  you  to  reap  hiftoric  field;. 

And  bring  the  golden  harvclt  home. 

To  tafte  the  genuine  fweels  of  wit ; 

To  quaff  in  humour's  l|rigiitly  bowl; 
The  pliilofophic  mean  to  hit. 

And  prize  the  dignity  of  fouL 

Teach  me  to  read  fair  nature's  book. 
Wide  opening  in  each  flow'ry  plain; 

And  '.vith  judicious,  eye  to  look 
On  all  the  glories  other  reign  ; 

To  hail  her,  feated  on  .her  throne. 
By  a'vful  woods  eticompafi'd  round. 

Or  her  divine  cxtra(;bon  ov,-n,  , 

Though  with  a  wreath  of  ruflies  crown'd. 

Through  arched  walks,  o'er  fpreading  lawns, 
Near  folenin  rocks,  with  her  to  rove  ; 

Or  court  her,  'mid  her  gentle  fawns. 
In  molly  cell,  or  maple  grove. 

Whether  the  profped  ftrain  the  fight. 
Or  in  the  nearer  landfcapes  charm. 

Where  hills,  vales,  fountains  woods  unite. 
To  grace  your  fweet  Arcadian  farm '. 

There  let  me  fit,  and  gaze  with  you. 

On  nature's  works  by  art  refin'd  : 
And  own,  while  we  their  contcft  view. 

Both  fair,  but  faireft,  thus  combin'd  '. 

AN  ELEGY  OxNT  MAN. 
WRITTEN  January,  l752> 

Behold  earth's  lord,  imperial  man. 

In  ripen'd  vigour  gay  ; 
His  outward  form  attentive  lean. 

And  all  within  lurvey. 

Behold  his  plans  of  future  life. 

His  care,  his  hope,  his  love, 
Pvelations  dear  of  child,  and  wife, 

The  dome,  the  lawn,  the  grove. 

Now  fee  within  his  ittive  mind. 

More  gen'rous  j-aflitins  lliate,  i 

Friend,  neighbour,  country,  ail  his  kiuJ, 
By  turns  engage  his  care. 

Behold  him  range  with  curious  eye, 

O'er  earth  from  pole  to  }|p!e. 
And  through  th'  ilumitable  tky 

Explore  with  daring  foul. 

Yet  pafs  fome  twenty  fleeting  years. 

And  all  his  glory  (lies. 
His  Un^uid  eye  is  batb'd  in  tears. 

He  licKcns  groans,  and  dies. 

And  is  this  all  his  deftin'd  lot, 

I'hisall  his  boaftcd  fway  ? 
For  ever  now  to  be  forgot, 

Amid  the  moufd'nug  ciay  ! 

Ah  glonmy  thought !  ah  worfe  than  deat'a.^ 

Life  ^lcken^  at  the  found  ; 
Better  it  were  not  draw  our  breath. 

Than  run  this  empty  round. 

Hence,  cheating  fancy,  then,  avaf 
O  let  u»  better  try, 

Yyii^ 


fra 

By  reafon's  more  enlighten'cl  ray, 
What  'tis  indeed  to  die. 

Obferve  yon  mafs  of  putrir!  earth, 

It  holds  an  embryo-brood, 
Ev'n  now  the  reptiles  crawl  to  birth. 

And  feek  their  leafy  food. 

Yet  ftay  til'  fome  few  funs  are  paft. 

Each  foim'i  a  filken  tjmb. 
And  feerns,  like  man.  imprilbn'd  f.ift. 

To  meet  his  final  doom. 

Yet  from  thisfilent  manfion  too 

Anon  you  fee  him  rife. 
No  i-nore  a  crawling  worm  to  view. 

But  tenant  of  the  fkies. 

And  what  forbids  that  man  fliould  fliare. 

Some  more  aafpicious  day, 
To  range  at  l?.rge  in  open  air, 

As  light  and  free  as  they  ? 

There  was  a  time  when  life  firft  warm'd 

Our  flelli  in  fliades  of  night, 
Then  was  th'  impeifecl:  fubftance  form'd, 

And  lent  to  view  this  lis^ht. 

There  was  a  time,  when  ev'ry  fenfe 

In  (traiter  limits  dwelt. 
Yet  each  its  tal'k  could  then  difpenfe, 

We  faw,  we  heard,  we  felt. 

And  times  there  are,  wlien  through  tlie  veins 

The  bl(;od  foTvjets  to  flow,  _ 
Yet  then  a  living  now'r  remains, 

Though  not  in  adlive.fliow. 

Times  too  there  be,  when  friendly  deep's 

Soft  charms  the  fenfe'.  bind, 
Yel  f:viicy  then  hervigih  keeps, 

And  ranges  unconfin'd. 

And  reafon  lioWs  her  fep'rate  f way, 

Thouph  all  the  fenfe*  wake. 
And  forms  in  mem'ry's  ftorehoiife  play. 

Of  no  material  make. 

What  are  thefe  thm,  this  eye^  this  ear. 

Bit  nirr.r  croons  foinirt, 
A  glafs  to  rp?.d,  a  trump  to  hear, 

The  modes  ol'lliape,  or  found  ? 

And  Wow;  may  maim,  or  time  impair 

Thr;l'e  inftnmrf=nts  of  'lay, 
And  death  may  rav.lb  what  they  fpare. 

Completing  their  decay. 

jBut  are  thefe  then  that  living  pow'r 
That  thinks,  cmipares,  and  rules? 

Then  fay  a  fcaffold  is  a  tow'r, 
A  workman  is  his  tools,  , 

Tor  aught  appears  that  death  can  dO; 

That  ftill  furvives  his  itroke, 
Its  workings  plac'd  beyond  our  viev/. 

Its  prrlent  commerce  broke. 

3ut  what  connedtiors  it  may  find,      , 
*  Bool    much  to  hujie,  and  fear, 
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And  ifinftrudlion  courts,  the  min^, 
'  f  is  madnefs  not  to  hear. 

ON   RECEIVING  A  LITTLE  IVORY  BOX 
FROM  A  LADY, 

CURIOUSLY  WROUGHT  BY  HEP.  OWN  HANDS. 

Little  box  6f  mstchlefs  grace  1 

Fairer  than  the  fairert  f'ce. 

Smooth  as  was  her  parent-hand, 

That  did  thy  wond'rons  form  command. 

Spotlefs  as  her  infant  mind,  T 

As  her  riper  age  refin'd,  > 

Beauty  with  the  graces  join'd.  J 

Let  me  clothe  the  lovely  ftranger. 
Let  me  lodge  thee  fafe  from  danger. 
Let  me  go?.rd  thy  foft  repoie, 
From  giddy  fortune's  raudom  blows. 
From  thoughtlefs  mirth,  barbaric  hate, 
From  the  irnn-hand  of  fate. 
And  oppreffion's  deadly  weight. 

'I  hou  art  not  of  a  fort,  or  number 
Fafliion'd  for  a  poet's  lumber  ; 
Though  more  capacious  than  his  purfe. 
Too  fmall  to  hold  his  ftoreofverfe. 
I'oo  delicate  for  homely  toil, 
Too  neat  for  vulgar  hands  to  foil. 

O  1   would  the  fates  permit  the  mufe_. 
Thy  future  deftiny  to  choofe  ! 
In  thy  circle's  fairy  round, 
V/ith  a  golden  fillet  bound  : 
Lfke  the  fnow-drop  filver  white, 
Like  the  glow  worm's  humid  light, 
■Like  the  dew  at  early  dawn, 
Li.ke  the  moon-light  on  the  lawn, 
Lucid  rows  of  pearls  Ihou'd  dwell, 
Fleas'd  as  in  their  native  fliell; 
Or  the  brilliant's  fparkling  rays, 
Shou'd  emit  a  ftarry  blaze. 

And  if  the  fair  whofe  magic  fliill, 
Wrought  thee  palTive  to  her  will. 
Deign  to  regard  thy  poet's  love, 
Nor  his  afpiring  fuit  reprove, 
Her  form  flKuild  crown  the  fair  defign, 
Goddefs  lit  for  fuch  a  Ihrine  '. 

VALENTINE'S  DAY, 

The  tuneful  choir  in  amorous  drains, 

Accoil  their  feather'd  loves  ; 
While  each  fond  mate  with  equal  pains. 

The  tender  fuit  approves. 

Vv'ith  cheerful  hop>  from  fpray  to  fpray, 

rhpy  tport  along  the  meads; 
In  for- j!  blifs  together  ftray. 

Whore  love  or  fancy  leads. 

Through  fpring's  gay  fcenes  each  happy  paLT 

Thci'.  fluttering  joys  purfue  ; 
Itsvai:i^us  charms  and  produce  fliare, 

lor  ever  kind  and  true. 

1  heir  f'  rightly  notes  from  every  fliade/ 

Their  mutual  loves  proclaim; 
Till  wii.    t's  chilling  tiiafts  invade, 

And  dumi)  th'  enlivening,  flame. 
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Then  all  the  jocund  fcenc  declines, 
Nor  Tvoocts  nor  meads  delight ; 

The  dronpirig  trioe  in  Ucret  pines, 
And  motirns  th'  I'l'.nvekome  light. 

Co,  bliisful. warblers  !  timely  wife, 

Th'  inltrndlive  moral  tell  1 
Noi'  thcHi  their  meaning  laj  s  defp'ife, 

My  charming  Anuabel'e  1 

HAMLET'S  SOULO(TOY, 

IJUTATED. 

To  print^  or  not  to  print — that  is  the  quefticn. 
Whether  'tis  better^in  a  tiimk  to  bury 
The  quirks  and  crotchets  of  jutrageous  fancy. 
Or  lend  a  well-wrotq  co.jy  to  the  prefs, 
And  by  difclofing;,  end  them  ?  To  print,  to  doubt 
No  more;    and  by  one  ad:  to  lay  we  end 
'The  headach,  and  a  thouland  natural  fliocks 
Of  fcribhling  frenzy — 'tis  a  conlummation 
Devoutly  to  be  wifli'd.     To  print — to  beam 
From  the  fame  (lielfwith  Pope.irt  calf  well  bound  1 
To  ileep,  perchi'.ncc,   with  votaries — Ay,  there's 

the  rub — 
,  For  to  what  clafs  a  ■I'^riter  may  be  doom'd. 
When  he  hath  ihc.ffled  ofi"  fonie  paltry  ftuff, 
Muft  give  us  paufe.— There's  the  vefpeKfl  that 

makes 
Th'  unwilling  poet  keep  his  piece  nine  years. 
For  who  would  bear  th'  impatient  tiiirll  of  fame, 
The  pride  of  confcious  merit,  and  'bove  all, 
The  tedious  importunity  of  friends, 
When  as  hitnfelf  might  his  quietus  make 
With  a  bare  inkhorn  ?    Who  would  fardlcs  bear  ? 
To  groan  and  1  vveat  under  a  load  of  wit  ? 
But  that  the  tread  of  fteep  Parnaffns'  hill, 
That  undifcover'd  country,  with  whofe  bays 
Few  travellers  return,  puzzles  the  will, 
And  makes  us  rather,  bear  to  live  unknown, 
Than  run  the  hazard  to  be  known,  ai.d  damn'd. 
Thus  critics  do  make  c(>wards  of  U3  all. 
And  thus  the  healthful  face  of  many  a  poem, 
Isifickly'd  o'er  with  a  pale  manulcript; 
And  enterprilers  of  great  fire,  and  fpirit, 
Witn  this  regard  from  Dodfley  turn  away, 
And  lofe  the  name  of  authors. 


ROUNDELAY, 

IVrittenfor  the  Jubilee  at  Stratford  t-pcn  Avon, 
Celebrated  by  Mr.  Garruk  in  Lonour  of  Shak- 
fpeare,  September  1769. 

SET  TO  MUSIC  BY  MR.  DIBDIM. 

SrsTEKS  of  the  tuneful  train, 
Attend  your  parent's  jocund  ftrain, 
'Tis  fancy  calls  you  ;  follow  mc 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

On  Avon's  banks.  \^-here  Sliakfpeare's  buft 
Points  out,  and  guatds  his  fleeping  duft  j 
The  fons  of  fcenic  mirth  agree, 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

Come,  daughters,  come,  and  bring  with  )'ou 
TJi'  aerial  fprites  and  faL^y  crew, 


And  the  fiifer  graces  thref, 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

Hang  around  the  fculptur'd  tomh 
The  'hroidcr'd  vcft,  the  nodding  plume, 
And  the  malk  of  con)ic,glee, 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

From  Birilam'  wobd,  and  Rofwnrth  fieldj 
Bring-  the  llandard,  bring  the  fiiif  Id, 
With  drums,  and  martial  iymphony. 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

In  mournful  numbers  now  relate 
Poor  Defdemonri's  haplefs  fati;. 
With  frantic  decds.of  jealoufy, 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

Nor  be  Windfor's  wives  forgot, 
With  their  hafmlefs  mer»'y  plot, 
The  whitening  iiieadj  ai'.d  haunted  treCj 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

Now  in  jocund  ftrains  recite 
The  humours  of  the  brajgard  knight, 

Fat  knight,  and  ancient  i'ifcoi  he, 
'i'o  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

But  fee  in  crowds  the  gay,  the  fair. 
To  t'ne  fplendid  fcene  repair, 
A  fcene  as  tine,  as  line  can  be, 
To  celebrate  the  jubilee. 

THE  ELACKBIR.DS, 

AN  ELEGY. 

TiiF.  fun  had  chas'd  the  mountain-fnow, 
His  beams  had  pierc'd  the  ftubborn  foil, 

Tht-  meiting  If  reams  be;;an  to  flow. 
And  plov.  men  urg'd  their  annual  toil. 

'Twasthen,  amidft  the  \'ocaI  throng, 
Whom  nature  wak'd  to  mirth,  and  love, 

A  blarkbird  rais'd  his  am'rous  fong. 
And  thus  it  echo'd  through  the  grove: 

O  f.iireft  of  the  fcather'd  train  ! 

For  w  horn  1  ling,  for  whom  I  burn, 
Attend  with  pity  to  mr  llrain. 

And  grapt  my  love  a  kind  return. 

For  fee,  the  wint'ry  ftorms  are  flown, 
And  zephyrs  gently  fan  the  air; 

Let  us  the  genial  influence  own, 
Let  us  the  vernal  palli;uc  Ihare. 

The  raven  plumes  his  jetty  wing. 
To  pleafe  his  croaking  paramoiir. 

The  kirks  refponfiv?  carols  ling, 
And  tell  their  paflion  as  they  foar ; 

But  does  the  raven's  fable  wing 

Excel  the  glolVy  jet  of  mine  } 
Or  can  the  lark  mure  fweetly  fmj. 

Than  we,  who  ftreiigth  with  foftnefs  join  ) 

O  let  me  then  thy  fteps  attend  ! 

I'll  point  nc'.v  trealures  to  thy  fight : 
Whether  the  grove  thy  wifh  bei'ricnd. 

Or  hedge-rows  green,  or  meadows  bright/' 
y  y  ilij 
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I'll  guide  thee  to  the  cleared  rill, 

Whofe  ftreairii  among  the  pebbles  ftray  ; 

There  will  we  fij),  and  lip  our  fill, 
Or  on  the  flow'ry  margin  play. 

I'll  lead  thee  to  the  thickeft  brake, 
Im]5ervious  to  the  fchool-boy's  eye; 

For  thee  the  plaller'd  neli  I'll  make, 
And  to  thy  do  Any  bofom  fly. 

When,  prompted  bv  a  mother's  care. 

Thy  vvaimth  flia  1  'orm  th'  imprilbn'd  young, 

Tl:e  plealing  talk  I'll  gladly  fliare. 
Or  cheer  thy  labour;,  with  a  fong. 

To  bring  thee  food  I'll  range  the  fields, 

And  cull  the  bed  ot  ev'ry  kind, 
■Whatever  nature's  bounty  yields. 

And  love's  afliduous  care  can  find. 

And  when  my  lovely  mate  would  ftray, 
To  tafte  the  fummer  i'wcets  at  large, 

I'll  wait  at  home  the  live-long  day. 
And  fondly  tend  our  little  charge. 

Then  prove  with  me  the  fweets  of  love, 

With  me  divide  the  cares  of  life. 
No  bufli  fliall  boaft  in  all  the  grove, 

A  mate  fo  fond,  fo  blelt  a  wife. 

He  reas'd  his  fong — the  plumy  dame 
Heard  with  delight  the  love-fick  ftrain, 

Nor  long  conceal'd  a  mutual  flame. 
Nor  long  reprefs'd  his  am'rous  pain. 

He  led  her  to  the  nuptial  bow'r. 

And  perch'd  with  triumph  by  her  fide; 

"What  gilded  roof  could  boalt  that  hour 
A  fonder  mate,  or  happier  bride  ? 

Next  morn  he  wak'd  her  with  a  fong  ; 

Behold,  he  faid,  the  new-born  day, 
The  lark  his  mattin-peal  has  rung, 

Ariie,  my  love,  and  come  away. 

Together  through  the  fields  they  ftray'd, 
And  to  the  murm'ring  riv'let's  fide, 

Rerew'd  their  vows,  and  hopp'd,  and  play'd 
With  artlefSjby,  and  decent  pride. 

When  O  !  with  grief  my  mufe  relates 
What  dire  misfortune  clos'd  the  talc. 

Sent  by  an  order  from  the  fates, 
A  gunner  met  theni  in  the  vale. 

Alarm'd,  the  lover  cried,  mv  dear, 
Hafte.  ha<*e  away,  from  danger  fly; 

Here,  gunner,  point  tiiy  thunder  here, 
O  fpare  my  love,  and  let  me  die. 

At  him  the  gunner  took  his  aim. 
Too  fuie  the  volley'd  thunder  flewj 

O  had  he  chofe  fwme  other  game, 
Or  fl)ot-*»as  he  was  wont  to  do ! 

Divided  pair  1  forgive  the  wrong. 

While  [  with  tears  your  fate  rehearfe, 

I'll  join  the  widow's  plaintive  fong, 
And  fave  the  lover  i»  my  verlie. 


THE  GOLDFINCHES, 

AN    ELEGY. 

To  William  Shenfione,  Efq, 

"  Ingenuas  didicilTe  fidelifer  arteS- 
"  Emollit  mores,  nee  fmit  elfe  feros. 

To  you,  whofe  groves  protecflthe  feather'd  choirs^ 
Who  lend  their  artlefs  notes  a  willing  ear. 

To  you,  whom  pity  moves,  and  tafte  infpires. 
The  Doric  ftrain  belongs,  O  Shenftone,  hear. 

'Twas  gentle  Spring,  when  all  the  plumy  race. 
By  nature  taught,  in  nuptial  leagues  combine  ? 

A.  goldfinch  joy'd  to  meet  the  warm  embrace, 
And  with  her  mate  in  love's  delights  to  join. 

All  in  a  garden,  on  a  currant  bulh. 

With  wond'rous  art  they  built  their  airy  feat; 
In  the  next  orchard  liv'd  a  friendly  thrulh. 

Nor  diftant  far  a  woodlark's  foft  retreat. 

Here  bleft  with  eafe.  and  in  each  other  bleft. 
With  early   fongs  they  wak'd  the  neighb'ring' 
groves, 

Till  time  matur'd  their  joys,  and  crown'd  their  nefl; 
With  inf.int  pledges  of  their  faithful  loves. 

And  now  what  tranfport  glow'd  in  cither's  eye  I 
What  equal  fondnels  dealt  th'  allotted  food  ? 

What  joy  each  other's  likenefs  to  defcry, 
And  future  fonnets  in  the  chirping  brood  ! 

But  ah  !  what  earthly  happinefs  can  lafi:  ? 

How  does  the  faireft  purpofe  often  fail  ? 
A  truant  fchoolboy's  wantonnefs  could  blaft 

Their  fiatt'ring  hopes,  and  leave  them  both  te 
wail. 

The  mod  ungentle  of  his  tribe  was  he. 

No  gen'rous  precept  ever  touch'd  his  heart. 

With  concord  falfe^i,  and  hideous  profody 

He  fcrawl'd  his  talk,  and  blunder'd  o'er  iiis 
part. 

On  mifchicf  bent,  he  mark'd,  with  rav'nous  eyes. 
Where  wrapt  in  down  the  callow  fongfterslay,, 

Then  rufliing,  rudely  feiz'd  the  glitt'ring  prize, 
And  bore  it  in  his  impious  hands  away  1 

But  how  fliall  I  defcribe,  in  numbers  rude. 
The  pangs  for  poor  Chryfomitris  decreed. 

When  from  her  fecret  Itand  aghaft  flie  view'd 
The  cruel  fpoikr  perpetrate  the  deed? 

O  grief  of  griefs  I  with  fhrieking  voice  flie  cried. 
What  fight  is  this  that  I  have  liv'd  to  fee  I 

O  1   that  I  had  in  youth's  fair  feaion  died, 

From  love's  falfe  joys,  and  bitter  forrows  free. 

Was  it  for  this,  alas  !  with  weary  bill, 

Was  it  for  this  I  pois'd  th'  unwieldy  ftraw  ? 

Forthis  I  bore  the  mofs  from  yonder  hill, 

Nor  flmnn'd  the  pond'rous  ftick  along  to  draw  ^ 

Was  it  for  this  I  pick'd  the  wool  with  care. 
Intent  with  nicer  Ikili  our  work  to  crown; 
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For  this,  n-ith   pain,  I  bent   the  fUibborn   hair, 
And  liii'd  our  cruddle  with  the  thirtle's  down  ? 

Was  it  for  this  my  freedom  I  refignM, 

And  ccas'd  to  rove  at  large  from  plain  to  plain ; 

For  this  I  fat  at  home  whole  days  confin'd. 

To  bear  the  fcorching  heat,  and  pealing  rain  ? 

Was  it  for  this  my  watchful  eyes  grow  dim  ? 

For  this  the  rofes.  on  my  cheek  turn  pale  ? 
Pale  IS  ray  golden  plumage,  once  lb  trim  1 

And  all  my  wonted  mirth  and  fpirits  fail ! 

O  plund'rer  vile  !   O  more  than  adders  fell  1 

More  murd'roiis  than  the  cat,  with  prudiflifacel 

Fiercer  than  kites  in-whoin  the  furies  dwell, 
And  thievilh  as  the  cuckow's  pilt'ring  race! 

May  juicy  plumbs  for  thee  forbear  to  grow, 

For  thee  no  flow'r  unveil  its  charming  dies  ; 
May  birch  trees  thrive  to  work  thee  lliarper  woe, 
'     And  lift'iiing  ftarhngs  mock  thy  frantic  cries. 

Thus  fang  the  mournful  bird  her  piteotts  tale. 
The  piteous  tale  her  mourt'ul  mate  return'd, 

Then  fide  by  fide  they  fought  the  diirant  vale, 
And  there  in  fecret  fadnels  inly  mourn'd. 

THE  SWALLOWS. 

AN  ELEGY. 

BART  r. 

Ere  yellow  Autumn  from  our  plains  retir'd. 
And  gave  to  wint'ry  ftorms  the  varied  vear, 

The  fvvallow-race  with  prel'cient  gin   iufpii'd. 
To  fouthern  climes  prcpai'd   their    courfe   to 
fteer. 

On  Damon's  roof  a  large  alTembly  fate. 
His  roof  a  refuge  to  the  feather'd  kind  I 

With  ferious  look  he  niark'd  the  grave  debate, 
And  to  his  Delia  thus  addrels'd  lus  min.d: 

Obferve  yon  twitt'ring  flock,  my  gertle  maid  I 
Obfervc,  and  read  thf- wondVouswaysof  Heav'nl 

With    us    through   Summer's  genial   reign   they 
ftay'd. 
And  food,  andfunfliine  to  their  wants  weregiv'n. 

But  now,  by  fetret  inflinc^  tanglit,  they  know 
The  near  approach  of  clenien;al   (Ir'fe, 

-Of  blufl'ring  tempcds,  and  of  chilling  Inow, 
With  ev'ry  pang,  and  foourge  of  tender  life. 

Thus  warn'd  they  meditate  a  fpeedv  fl'ght, 

From  this  ev'n  now  they  prune  their  vig'rous 
wing. 
For  this  each  other  to  the  toil  excite, 

And   prove  their  Itrength    in  many  a  fportive 
ring. 

Uo  forrow  load>  their  breads,  or  dims  their  Pye, 
To  quit  their  wonted  haunts,  or  native  home, 

Not  fear  they  launching  on  the  boundIef<  Iky, 
In  fearch  of  future  fettltments  to  roam. 

They  feel  a  pow'r.  an  impulfe  all  divine. 

That  warns  them  hence,  they  feel  it,  and  obey, 


To  this  dlreftion  till  their  cares  refign. 

Unknown  theit  dtftind  llagc,  unmarkM  their 
way. 

Peace  t9  your  flight '.  ye  mild  domed ic  race  I 
O  I   for  your  wings  to  travel  \v\:h  the  fan  ! 

Health  brace  your  nerves,  and  zephyrj  aid  yout 
pace, 
Till  your  long  voyage  happily  be  done. 

See,  Delia,  on  my  roof  ynur  guells  to-d::y, 
To-morroxv  on  my  roof  )our  guelta  no  more. 

Ere  yet  'tis  niglit  with  hafte  they  wing  away, 
I'o-morrow  lands  them  on  lomc  happier  Ihore. 

How  juft  the  moral  in  this  fcene  convey'd  ! 

And  what  without  a  moral  ?  would  we  read  ! 
Then  mark  what  Damon  tells  his  gentit  maid, 

And  with  his  it  Hon  rcgilter  the  deed. 

So  youthful  joys  fly  like  the  Summer's  gale. 
So  threats  the  winier  of  inclement  age, 

Life's  hilly  plot  a  (hort,  fantaftic  talc  1 

And  nature's  changeful  Icenes  the  ihifting  ftage '. 

And  does  no  friendly  pow'r  to  man  difpenfe 
The  joytul  tidings  of  lome  happier  clime  ? 

Find  u  e  no  guide  in  gracious  Providence 

Beyond  the  gloomy  grave,  and  Ihoit-liv'd  time? 

Yes,  yes  the  facred  oracles  we  hear, 

That  point  the  path  to  rea.msof  endlefs  joy, 

That  bid  our  trembling  hearts  no  danger  fear, 
Though  clouds  lurround,   and   angry   ikies  an* 
noy. 

Then  let  us  wifely  for  our  flight  prepare, 

Nor  count  this  uormy  world  our  ilx'd  abode, 

Obey  the  call,  and  trult  our  Leader's  care, 

l"o  imooth  the  rough,  and  light  the  darkfome 

road. 

Mofes,  by  grant  divine,  led  li'rael's  hoft 

rhroiigh  ilreary  paths  t  •  Jordan's  tiiiitful  fide  ; 

But  we  a  loffier  theme  than  theirs  can  boalt, 
A  belter  prouuie,  and  a  nobler  guide. 


At  length  Winter's  howli  g  blads  are  o'er, 
Array'd  in  lii.iks  the  ioveiy  ''priiig  return?. 

Now  iueil'd  hearths  atirrtctive  t)laze  nom.jre. 
And  ev'ry  breait  with  inward  fervour  burns. 

Again  the  drifies  peep,  the  vlol'-ts  blow, 
Agaiii  the  vocal  tciian's  of  the  grove 

Forgot  the  pati'ring  hail,  or  driving  fnowr. 
Renew  the  lay  to  tiielody,  and  love. 

And  fee,  my  Delia,  fee  o'er  yonder  ftream, 

Wheic,  (III  the  bank,  the  lambs  in  ;^an)boh  play, 

Alike  attradled  by  the  ibnny  gleam. 

Again  the  Iwallows  take  their  wonted  way. 

Welcome,  ye  genflc  tribe,  your  fports  purfuc, 
Welcome  again  to  Delia,  and  to  me, 

Ycjur  peaceUil  councils  on  my  roof  renew. 
And  plan  new  fettleinents  from  danger  free« 

Agairi  I'll  lilten  to  your  grate  debates 

Ajain  I'll  hear  your  twin'rinj  foiigs  unfold 
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"What  policy  direfls  your  wand'ring  dates, 
What  bounds   are  fettled  and  what  tribes  en 
roird. 
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Forbid  like  you  in  milder  climes  to  ranpe, 
V\  hen  wint'ry  florms  ufurp  the  low'ring  ficy. 


Again  I'll  hear  you  tell  of  diftant  lands, 

What  infedt  nations  rife  from  Egypt's  mud, 

.What  painted  fv.'arms  fiibfift  on  Ljbia's  faiids, 
What  Ganges  yields,  and  what  th'  Euphratean 
flood. 

Thrice  happy  race  I  whom  nature's  call  invites 
To  travel  o'er  her  realms  with  aflive  wing, 

To  tafte  her  various  ftores,  her  beft  deliglits, 

The  Summer's   radiance,  and    the   fvveets    of 
Spring. 

While  we  are  doom'd  to  bear  th-s  refllefs  change 
Of  varying  ftyfous,  vapours  darik,  and  dry, 


Yet  know  the  period  to  your  joys  affign'd, 
Know  ruin  hovers  o'er  this  earthly  ball, 

As  lofty  tow'rs  ftoop  proflrate  to  the  wind. 
Its  fecret  props  of  adamant  fhall  fall. 

But  when  yon  radiant  fun  fliall  (liine  no  more, 
The  i'pirit,  freed  from  fin's  tyrannic  fway, 

On  lighter  pinions  borne  than  yours  fliall  foar 
To  lairer  realms  beneath  a  brighter  ray. 

To  plains  ethereal,  and  celeflial  bow'j;s, 

Where  wint'ry  ftorms  no  i-ude  accefs  obtain, 

Where  blafts  no  lightning,  and  no  ^mpeft  Iqw'jC?' 
But  cver-fmiling  Spring  and  p'safure  rcigt\. 


THE 
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Accept  then  this,  nor  more  require  j 
The  nuifc  no  farther  tafk  efliiys; 
But,  'midft;  the  fylvan  fccnes,  fhe  loves 
The  falling  rills,  ;ind  whifpering  groves; 
With  fmiles  her  hihours  pnfl  furvcys. 
And  quits  the  fyrinx  and  the  lyre. 

CONCLUSION.       TO  A  FRIEND, 


EDINBURGH: 

TMNTED  BY  MUNDMLL  AND  SON,  KOYAL  BANK  CLOSt. 
<<?««♦  1795, 
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THE  LIFE  OF  SCOTT. 


A  OR  the  life  of  Scbtt,  "  the  poet  of  Amvvel!,"  the  work!  is  obliged  to  JoJin  Hoolc,  Efq.,  the  tranf- 
lator  of  "  'raiTo,"  and  editor  of  his  Critkal  EJ[jys,  who  was  his  intiiiia'c  friciid,  and  wrote  from  ncr- 
fon;vl  knowledge. 

The  fads  ftated  in  the  prcfent  accour.t,  r.re  chiefly  taken  from  Mr.  Hoole's  narrative,  with  facH 
additional  information  as  the  "  European  Magazine"  folr  178ft,  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for 
1783,  and  fubfequcnt  publications,  have  fupplied. 

John  Scott  was  born  in  the  Grange-Walk,  in  the  parifh  cf  St.  Bermondfey,  Southwarlc,  Jan.  9. 
1730.  He  was  defcended  from  two  ancient  and  refpcc2able  families  in  the  comities  of  York  an4 
Warwick.  His  father,  Mr.  Samuel  Scott,  was  a  linen-draper  ard  citizen  of  London  •,  a  man  of  plain 
and  irreproachable  tnanners,  and  one  of  the  focietr  of  the  people  called  Quakers;  amono- whom  he 
was  cfteemed  as  an  eminent  preacher.  His  mother's  maiden  name  was  .\  artha  Wilkins.  He  waB 
the  youngeft  of  two  fons,  their  only  chJldrcn  that  lived  to  be  brought  up,  the  refi  dying  very  fuon. 

At  about  fcven  years  of  age,  hi  v.-as  put  under  the  tuition  of  one  John  Clarke,  who  kept  a  little 
fchool  in  Barnaby  .Sfreet,  and  ufed  to  come  home  to  his  father's  houfc,  to  iaftruft  him  in  the  rudi>. 
ments  of  the  liatin  tongue. 

He  himfclf  gives  the  following  account  of  his  tutor  •. — "  My  Caledonian  tutor's  name  was  Jolw 
Clarke ;  he  was,  I  believe,  a  native  of  the  Shetland  iflands;  he  was  ingenious  and  learned,  but  rathoc 
a  feverc  pedagogue  ;  yet,  fpite  of  the  domination  which  he  esercifed  over  his  pupils,  I  refpcdted  him: 
and  there  was  fomething  in  the  man,  and  in  his  inauner,  that  I  even  now  faintly  recollect  with  plea-" 
fure." 

In  1740,  being  then  only  ten  years  of  age,  his  father  removing  to  Amwcll,  near  Ware  in  Hcrt- 
fordihire,  he  was  deprived  of  the  benefit  that  might  have  arifen  to  him  from  the  )k  11  and  attention  of 
fo  able  a  mailer  as  Clarke  ;  who  continued  to  t2ach  fchool  in  the  fame  place,  till  death  carried  him 
c.T,  probably  as  little  known  as  he  had  lived. 

Soon  after  the  removal  of  the  family  to  Amwell,  hi  was  fent  to  a  private  day-fchool  kept  at 
Ware  ;  the  mafter  of  which  was  named  Hall,  who  is  faid  to  have  been  an  admirable  penman ;  b»t 
does  not  appear  to  have  afforded,  in  his  fchool,  any  opportunities  of  clafiical  improvement. 

He  continued  with  him  but  a  fliort  tim.e,  and  purfued  his  education  in  a  lai  and  dcfultory  mac- 
ner ;  for,  not  having  had  the  fmall  pox,  he  was  frequently  kept  at  ho.me,  through  fear  of  that  diftcm- 
per,  and  never  perfifted  in  a  regular  fydem  of  education. 

Whatever  difadvantages  might  refult  from  thcfe  cireumilajiccs,  he  mufi  have  repaired  by  his  ow» 
apphcation,  as  no  mark  of  it  is  vifible  ia  his  writings. 

He  is  faid  to  have  applied  himfelf  to  reading  about  the  age  of  feventcen,  when  he  difcovcred  an 
ardent  propenfity  to  the  fludy  of  poetry;  in  which  he  was  greatly  encouraged  by  an  acquaintance 
which  he  contrafled  about  1747  or  174S,  with  Charles  Froglcy,  a  man  of  ftrong  parts,  but  with- 
out education,  who  had  improved  his  mind  by  folitary  reading  and  reflexion  ;  and  had  a  peculiar 
predikclion  for  that  branch  of  fti.dy  which  foon  became  the  favourite  purfuit  of  Scott. 

Frogley  was  by  trade  a  bricklayer :   His  occupation  in  life  firft  introduced  him  into  the  family. 

A  fimilarlty  of  difpofiiion  foon  brought  on  an  intimacy  between  them,  and  Frogley  gave  his  young 

friend  the  fi;.1  perception  of  good  poetry,  by  putting  into  hii  hands  the  "  Paradife  I.oit"  of  Milton. 

His  father  carried  on,  for  fome  time,  the  niiiung  trade  ;  but  lived  in  a  very  retired  mann-r,  having 

Ii:tlc  ictcrcourft  with  any  but  thoie  of  his  own  cclualion  ;  who,  tliough  not  without  tcqucnt  ifi- 
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ftances  of  great  ingenuity  and  ability  among  individuals,  are  not  often  much  connefl:cd  with  the  li- 
terary part  of  mankind. 

The  neighbourhood  of  Amwell  afTording  little  of  fuch  fociety,  his  converfations  and  reflexion? 
on  his  favourite  ftudies,  mufl:  have  been  therefore  chiefly  confined  to  his  communications  with  frog- 
ley,  whofe  critical  difcernment  was  fo  accuratt.:,  that  he  feldom  found  reafon,  in  1iis  advancing  flate 
of  judgment,  to  diffent  from  tlie  opinion  of  his  friendl^^  ,       \    j^^' 

Befides  the  advantage  of  fo  fuicere  an  advjfer  as  Frogle3%he  had  formed  an  acijuaintance  with  Air. 
John  Turner,  who  refidad  at  Ware,  and  wliofeems  firfi  to  have  been  introduced  to  him  by  Frogley, 
in  1753  or  1754. 

Mr.  Turner  was  born  at  Hertford  in  1734;  and  was  removed  to  Ware  at  about  three  years  old, 
where  he  received  the  rudiments  of  his  education.  At  about  fixteen  years  of  age  he  was  fcnt  t» 
London,  to  continue  his  fludies  at  a  diffentlng  academy,  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Jennings.  )V  He,  how- 
ever, made  occafional  vifits  to  his  friends  at  Ware,  and  negled:ed  no  opportunity  of  improving  his 
intimacy  with  Scott.  He  paffed  many  hours  with  him  and  Frogley  ;  and  during  his  abfence,  conti- 
nued to  correfpond  witli  him  by Ifetter.  .■■  hr  r.     '.  . 

It  appears  from  his  letters,  that  he  fupplied  him  from  time  to  time  with  books;:  amioHg  which  are 
particularly  mentioned.  Glover's  "  Leonidas,"  Thomfon's."  Seafons,"  and  Pope's  origirral  Works 
ond  tranflations.  He  likewife  fent  him  a  telefcope,  with  dlreiStions  to  ufe  it ;  for  the  curiofity  and 
defire  of  knowledge  in  Scott  now  grew  every  day  more  general. 

In  the  company  of  Frogley,  who  was  accuflomed  to  vifit  him  when  the  bufinefs  of  the  day  was 
ever,  he  paffed  mod:  of  his  evenings  ;  and  to  him  and  his  friend  Turner,  from  time  to  time,  he  com- 
municated his  performances,  receiving  from  them  fuch  advice  as  tended  greatly  to  ripen  his  judgment; 
but  he  was  always  difiuaded  from  too  early  publication  ;  by 'whith  many  have  precluded  themfelves 
from  that  reputation  which  they  might  otherwife  have  obtained. 

.  "  It  has  been  aflerted  by  fome,"  fays  Mr.  Hoole,  "  that  his  early  poetical  effays  were  made  in 
Gonfequence  of  a  tender  paffion,  and  that  love  firft  taught  him  to  cultivate  the  mufes ;  which  opinion 
may  not  only  have  fome  countenance  from  the  fmaller  poems  at  the  end  of  his  poetical  volume,  but 
may  be  farther  ftrengthened  from  the  correfpondence  between  him  and  his  friend  Turner,  during 
the  refidence  of  the  latter  in  London  and  Devonfhire." 

His  firft  poetical  effays  appeared  in  the  ''  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  to  wliich  he.  was  afterwards  a 
frequent  contributor.  His  verfion  of  the  12th  chapter  of  Ecclcfiaftes,  intituled,  EyiJewic  Mortalit'j, 
in  December  Magazine  1753  ;  Verfes  occafioncdby  the  defcripl'wn  of  the  ^oluia  Harpf'm  November  Ma- 
gazine 1754;  and  verfes  o«  Fear,  in  July  Magazine  1758,-— are  all  that  cart  be  traced  with  certainty; 
He  likewife  wrote  feveral  Pafiorah  about  the  fame  time  ;  but  it  cannot  be  known  if  any,  or  what  ufe 
was  made  of  them  in  his  lall  publications. 

In  1754,  his  eider  brother  Samuel,  who  till  then  ha-d  made  one  of  the  family  at  Amwell,  was  mar- 
ried, and  went  to  fettle  at  Hertford,  "  in  which  town,"  fays  Mr.  Hoole,  "  he  now  [X785]  refides,  be-^ 
}ovcd  and  efteemcd  by  all,  for  his  manly  fenfe,  unbiafled  integrity,  and  upivcrfal  philanthropy.'* 

hi  1757,  his  friend  Turner,  who  had  been  fome  time  preparing  for  the  miniflry,  left  Dr.  Jennings, 
©n  account  of  fome  difference  of  opinion  in  matters  of  religion,  and  removed  to  Taunton  in  Somer-» 
fetfhire,  where  lie  ftnifhed  hisfludies.  About  1758,  he  became  paftor  of  a  diiTcnting  congregation 
*t  Lympflonein  Devonfliire;  and  about  176Z,  he  engaged  witli.  the  Rev.  Mr.  Hogg  and  another 
gentleman,  as  tutor  and  manager  of  an  academy  atExeter;  but  he' continued  fhi!l  to  conxfpond  with 
^cott,  and  in  time  of  vacation  paid  feveral  vifus  to  Ware.  The  verfes  Tu  an  A'JeiU  'Jfj^itaJy  are  fop- 
pofed  to  have  been-  addrefTed  to  Turner.  u  \u\u- 

Vv'hilc  thou  far  hence,  on  Albion's  foathern  fnorc, 
View'ft  her  white  rocks,  and  hear'ft  her  ocean  roar ; 
Through  fcenes  where  we  together  ilray'd,  I  Itray, 
And  think  o'er  talk  of  o"»any  a  long  pall  day. 

He  alfo  addreifed  to  him,  IVinter  AmitftmenU  in  the  Country,  an  epiille,  which  was  intended  for  the 
*'  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  but  appeared  in  "  Pearch's  Colkdlrlon  of  Poems,"  1770. 

For  about  twenty  years  after  the  removal  of  the  family  to  Amwell,  he  led  a  very  retired  life; 
fer  his  fcjthor  and  mother  being  very  apprehcnlive  of  the  danger  that  might  be  incurred  from  thr 
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'ftciicn  cf  the  fmall-pox,  he  feldom  went  from  home  ;  and,  however  extraordinary  it  may  appear  ' 
;  liou-h  only  at  the  diftaiu;  of  twenty  mik-s,  he  is  faid  to  have  vifitcd  London  hut  once  durinir  fo 
lonjj  a  period. 

Though  he  very  early  acquired  the  friendflilp  and  efti^em  oF  a  large  circle  of  acquaintance,  yet  he 
does  not  appear  to  have  been  known  to  ;i;iy  literary  charudcrs  till  1760';  after  wliich  hn  bcnrn  to 
make  ocCa^onal,  though  cautious  and  (boft  vifits  to  London. 

In  the  'fpring  1 7^)0,  being  :hen  thirty  years  of  age,  after  many  repeated  re vifals  and  correflions,  he- 
publiihed  his  four  Elfgics,  Dtf^r'ipti-vc  and  Mcral,  4to,  which  were  honoured  with  a  very  particular' 
and  liberal  approbation,  and  publicly  praifed  and  recommended  by  Young,  Mrs,  Talbot  Mrs.  Carter 
and  other  eminent- charad^ers.     • 

When  the  author  of  the  "  Night  Thoughts"  received  a  copy  of  the  Eleaies  from  his  bookfcUer  he 
returned  hii  acknowledgment  in  thtl'e  words :  "Sir,  I  th;ink  you  for  your  prcient;  I  admire  the 
po'jtry  and  piety  of  the  author,  aiidihaji  do  m.yfelf  t'lX'i.  cred.t  to  recommend  it.ty.all  my  fricuds.'* 
'I'his  praife  was  truly  valuable,  as  it  was  not  the  voice  of  r.dulation  to  greatnefs,  of  ignorance  tt>  ce- 
lebrity, or  of  partiality  to  fiitrndlhip ;  but  i\\c  fandtion  of  learning,  talle,  and  genius,  given  to  modefk 
and  rerired  merit. 

His  acquaintance  was  now  confiderably  enlarged,  and  he  v^'as  imroddccd  to.  fcvcral  of  the  literati 
M-ith  whom  he  had  little  or  no  conneiflicn  before  the  appearance  of  his  Hi-rics.  But  the  prailb  which 
he  received  upon  this  occafion,  did  not  in  the  leall  excite  hjs  Canity  to  claim  a,gain  the  attention  of 
-.he  public.  Ke  wrote  little,  and  printed  nothing  till  1768.  His  natural  caution  and  diffidence  feera- 
ed  to  increafe:  h^alvvays  exprelfed  the  firongeft  fenfe  of  the  necefiity  of  frequent  reviial  before  nub- 
licatlon  ;  and  no  writer  adhered  more  flriccly  than  himfelf,  to  the  WLll-known  precept  of  Horace—- 
tibr.um  prematur  in  annum. 

In  1761,  the  fmall-pox  being  prevalent  in  the  town  of  Ware,  he  removed  for  fome  time  to  St. Mar- 
garets, a  fmallhamkt,at  the  diftancc  of  about  two  miles  from  Aniwell,  where  Mr.  Hoole  was  intro- 
duced to  his  acquaintance  by  'Sir.  Beunct,  then  mailer  of  Lhc  grammar  fchool  at  Koddtfon,  when; 
they  accidentally  met. 

"  i  fhall  always  recolIeA  with  pleafurc,"  fays  Mr.  Hcnle,  "  my  firil:  converfation  with  Mr.  Scott 
at  St.  Margarets,  where  he  fhowed  me  the  early  fketch  of  his  poem  of  ylmiviH,  which  he  then  called 
a  Pr-.j'p:dof  IVarSy  anJths  Country  aJjacait.  This  Iketcli  was  afterwards  greatly  enlarged  before  its  ap- 
pearance in  1776;  and  in  the  courfe  of  our  converf.uion,  he  Ihowed  me  feveral  manulcript  piccesj 
fome  of  which  were  made  .part  of  his  poetical  volume." 

Having  found  the  frequent  diladvantagos  and  inconvenicncies  arifmg  from  iiii  apprthcmion  of  the 
fmall-pox,  which  prevented  him  from  mi.icing  frequently  with  the  world,  and  improving  that  ac- 
quaintance at  London,  of  which  his  increafiug  reputation  and  love  of  knowledge  made  him  now  more 
defirous,  he  refolved  at  once  to  remove  every  fear  of  that  diftemper,  by  fubmitting  to  the  operation 
of  inoculation,  which  he  accordingly  did,  under  the  care  of  Dr.  Dimfdale,  in  1776,  with  Mr.  Jofcph 
Cockfitld,  a  gentleman  with  whom  he  had  lived  for  fome  years  in  great  intimacy,  and  to  whom  he 
addreffed  his  12th  Ode.  He  writes  to  a  friend,  that  "  they  had  not  one  day's  confinement,  though 
fiifjieient  tokens  to  fecure  them  from  future  fear  or  danger." 

About  this  time,  Mr.  Hoole  introduced  liim  to  the  acquaintance  of  his  friend  Dr.  Johnfon  ;  "  ami 
notv.'ithftandiiig,"  fays  his  biographer,  "  the  great  difference  of  their  political  principles,  Scott  had 
too  much  love  for  goodnefs  and  genius,  not  to  be  higljy  gratified  in  the  opportunity  of  culrtvatiiig 
a  fricndihip  with  that  great  exemplar  of  human  virtues,  and  that  great  veteran  of  human  learning; 
while  the  Dodlor,  v/ith  a  mind  fuperior  to  the  dillindion  of  party,  delighted  with  equal  complacency 
in  the  amiable  qualities  of  Scott,  of  whom  he  always  fpoke  witli  feeling  regard." 

He  had  a  very  early  paQion  for  gardening  ;  and  in  1765  and  t766,  he  amufed  himfelf  in  laying 
out  and  embellilhing  a  few  acres  of  his  own  ground,  which  are  thought  not  unworthy  the  attention 
of  flrangers  who  come  accidentally  into  that  neighbourhood.  In  thefe  plantations  is  a  grotto,  of  hi» 
own  delign,  confidered  as  one  of  the  curiofities  of  the  country.  His  friend  Turner,  procured  him 
ioflils  and  fhells  for  the  completion  of  this  work,  in  which  he  frequently  exerted  hh  own  manual  la- 
bour ;  an^.he  toli  Mr  Hoole  that,  in  making  tlu  excavation  under  the  hill  for  the  fubtcrrancoat 
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pafiag^c,  he  marched  firft,  like  a  pioneer,  with  his  pick-ax  in  his  hand,  to  encourage  his  ruftic  afli£- 
ants.     Thefe  pleafure  grounds  have  given  rife  to  an  epiftle  intituled  Tie  Cardan. 

In  1766,  he  loH  his  mother,  vpho  died  on  the  r4th  of  December,  aged  eighty  years.  jiSjnnd  t® 
her  is  f^id  to  have  been  found  among  his  manufcripts. 

In  1767,  he  was  married  to  Sarah  Frogley,  the  daughter  of  his  friend  Frogley,  of  whom  fuch 
deferved  and  honourable  mention  has  been  made.  The  bride  was,  previous  to  her  nuptials,  admitted 
a^  member  of  the  fcciety  to  which  he  belonged;  and  the  nuptials  were  celebrated  at  the  Quaker's 
raeetLRg-houfe  at  Chefhunt,  in  Hertfordfiiire. 

The  conneition  between  Scott  and  Frogley  being  {Irengthened  by  this  marriage,  Scott  fhowei 
many  adls  of  kindnefs  to  the  companion  of  his  early  ftudies,  to  whom  he  always  continued  firmly  at- 
tached; of  which  attachment  he  has  left  a  public  teftiniony  in  his  lith  Ode,  addreffed  to  a  friend  ap- 
prehenfive  of  declining  friendfhip ;  which  feems  to  have  been  written  in  order  to  diflipate  fome  lit- 
tle uneafmefs  that  might  have  arifen  in  the  mind  of  Frogley,  from  a  fear  of  beir»g  negledted  by  Scott, 

Too  much  in  man's  imperfect  {late, 

Miftake  produces  ufelefs  pain  ; 
Methinks  on  friendfhip's  frequent  fate, 

I  hear  my  Frogley's  voice  complain.— 
Deem  not  that  Time's  oblivious  hand 

From  Mc'mory's  page  has  raz'd  the  days, 
By  Lee's  green  verge  we  wont  to  ftand, 

And  on  his  cryftal  current  gaze. 

He  was  now  ta  experience  the  moft  fevcre  flroke  he  had  ever  met  with  ;  after  having  loft  his  fa^ 
ther,  who  died  in  February  1760,  in  the  84th  year  of  his  age,  he  was  deprived  of  his  wife,  who  died 
in  childbed  in  the  fame  year,  leaving  behind  her  a  child  of  which  flie  had  been  delivered,  that  died 
the  following  Auguft. 

Till  the  death  of  his  mother,  his  life  feems  to  have  run  in  one  even  tenor,  calm  and  unruffled  ;  but 
lie  was  Dov/  called  to  an  exertion  of  that  philofophy,  which  made  no  inconfiderable  part  of  his  cha- 
radlcr.  For  fome  time  after  the  death  of  his  wife,  he  retired  to  the  houfc  of  his  friend  Cockfield,  at 
Upton,  that,  removed  from  thofe  fcenes  which  perpetually  awakened  every  tender  idea,  his  mind 
might,  by  degrees,  recover  its  tranquillity.    Of  this  circumftance  he  fpeaks  in  his  15th  CJcy  addreffii 

to  him. 

'Twas  when  A/Iisfortune's  ftroke  fevcre, 
And  Melancholy's  prefence  drear. 

Had  made  my  Amwell's  groves  difpleafe. 
That  thine  my  weary  fteps  receiv'd. 
And  much  the  change  my  mind  reliev'd, 

And  much  thy  kindnefs  gave  me  eafe,  &c. 

Wlien  the  firft  violence  of  his  grief  began  to  fettle  into  a  fedate  and  gentle  forrow,  he  folaced  his 
lonely  hours  by  compofing  an  Elegy  to  the  memory  of  one  who  had  been  fo  dear  to  him.  If  we  were 
to  eftimate  the  poignancy  of  his  grief  by  this  pathetic  performance,  we  cannot  doubt  the  ardour  of  a 
paffion  which  is,  of  all  others,  the  moft  tender  and  fympathctic. 

The  Eligy  was  written  at  Amwell,  in  1768;  a  few  copies  only  were  printed,  and  privately  diflri- 
buted  among  his  friends.  .A.t  his  defire,  Mr.  Hoole  prefented  a  copy  to  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  who  fpoke 
of  it  in  the  higheft  terms  of  commendation.  A  copy  alfo  was  fent  to  Langhorne,  v/hofe  fir fl  wiie 
tlied  in  childbed  iu  the  fame  month  that  proved  fatal  to  the  wife  of  Scott ;  a  fimilarity  of  circura- 
ftance  to  which  he  alludes,  and  to  his  pathetic  "  Vei-fos  written  at  Sandgate  Caftlc,  in  memory  of  s 
i4ady,"  in  the  following  flan z as. 

Nor  mine  alone  to  bear  this  painful  doom; 

Nor  fhc  4*lone  the  tear  of  fong  obtains  : 
The  Muff  of  Blifuian  o'er  Ccnf.antia's  tomb,  , 

In  all  the  eloquence  of  grief  complains. 
lAy  friend's  fair  hope,  like  mine,  fo  lately  gain'd. 

His  heart,  like  mine,  in  its  trvie  partner  bkll ; 
Both  from  one  ca\x{c  the  fame  diftrefs  fuflain'd ; 
The  fame  fad  hoars  beheld  us  both  diiireiL 

ThJs  {itfldlarity  of  circamflance  and  congenial  afiliftion,  gave  rife  to  a  fricndihiplist'T^Cfn  thcic  tTTO 
poets,  which  was  only  interrupted  by  the  death  cf  the  amiable  Langhc-rnr, 
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in  1769,  he  met  with  another  l6fs,  in  the  death  of  his  friend  Turner,  the  companion  and  afToc'ate 
^f  his  early  Hudies  with  Frogtcy.  This  amiable  and  ingenious  man  died,  univcrfally  lamehted,  at 
Colliton  in  Devonftiire,  on  the  30th  of  June,  in  the  35th  year  of  his  age.  He  poir;.fred  confidcrablc 
natural  abilities,  and  much  acquired  knowledge,  with  a  candid  difpofition  and  elegant  taftc  ;  and  by 
the  general  tenor  of  his  correlpondence  with  Scott,  appears  to  have  been  always  of  a  religious  and 
ftudious  turn.  A  pathetic  tribute  is  paid  to  his  riicmo*y  by  Scott,  in  his  poem  of  /4»:t«f//;  fpeaking  of 
ths  fcveral  loffes  which  he  had  experienced  in  the  death  of  his  friends. 

Of  thee,  my  Turnfer,  who,  in  vacant  youth. 

Here  oft  in  converfe  frce,oT  (ludious  ftarch 

Of  clairjc  lore,  accoinpany'd  my  walk! 

From  Ware's  green  bovver.^  to  Devon's  n-.yrtle  vales, 

Ho  mov'd  a  while  with  prcjlpcft  op'ning  f:ur, 

Of  ufel'ul  life,  and  honour  in  his  view  ; 

.As falls  the  vernal  bloom  befdie  the  brcatli 

Oi  blading  Eurus,  immature  he  fell ! 

The  tidings  reach'd  my  ear,  and  in  my  breaft, 

Aching  with  recent  wounds,  new  angiiiili  wak'd. 

On  the  ill  of  November  1770,  he  was  married  at  the  Quaker  mecting-hniifc  at  Ratcliffe,  to  his  J'o* 
cond  wife,  Mary  De  Home,  daughter  of  the  late  Abraliam  Dc  Home;  a  lady  whofc  amiable  qualities 
proraifed  him  many  years  of  uninterrupted  happinefs. 

About  the  year  177 1,  he  became  acquainted  with  Dr.  Beattie,  who  paid  him  two  vifits  at  his  houfe 
at  Amwell,  one  in  1773,  and  the  other  in  1 78 1.  A  fimilarity  of  tafle  and  of  purfuits  foon  brought 
en  an  intimacy  between  thefe  two  poets,  which  continued  without  abatement  till  the  death  of  Scott. 

His  fettled  refidence  was  at  Amwell,  in  the  fame  houfe  where  his  father  refided,  when  he  firft  re- 
tired from  London,  and  which  he  afterwards  greatly  enlarged ;  but  he  every  year  fpcnt  a  confider- 
able  part  of  the  winter,  and  fometimes  a  week  in  fummer,  at  a  houfe  which  he  had  at  Ratcliffe  Crofs. 
By  his  vifits  to  London,  the  number  of  his  literary  friends  had  been  confiderably  increafed.  He  was 
introduced  to  the  elegant  Mrs.  Montague,  at  whofc  houfe  he  became  fiifc  acquainted  with  Lyttle- 
ton;  and  whofe  defence  of  "  Shakfpeare''s  injur'd  page"  from  "  Gallic  rags,''  he  has  praifed  in  his 
Gde  io  Crit!c:fm.  He  had  been  vifited  ac  Amwell  by  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Macaulay,  the  "  faithful  ad- 
vocate for  freedom;"  to  whom  he  addreffed  Stanzas  on  reading  hsr  Hijlory  cf  Enghind,  1766;  firft  print- 
ed with  five  Sonnets  in  Pearcli's  "  Collection  of  Poems,"  1770.  He  was  known  to  Dr.  Hawkefworth, 
Sir  William  Jones,  James  Bofwell,  Efq.  and  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Potter,  the  excellent  tranflator  of  "  JE[- 
chylus  and  Euripides ;"  and  Micklc,  whofe  "  well-known  mafterly  tranflcTtion  of  the  Lufiad  of  Camo- 
cns,  the  epic  poet  of  Portugal,"  he  has  praifed  in  his  OJc  on  Poetical  i.nthuft.iftr,. 

Vt'hile  he  refided  in  the  country,  he  divided  his  time  between  the  improvement  of  his  pleafurc 
grounds,  the  ocrupations  of  fludy,  and  the  public  buGncfs  in  the  vicinity  of  his  refidence.  He  was. 
very  conftant  in  his  attendance  at  turnpike  meciings,  navigation  trufls,  and  Commiflioners  of  Land 
Tax.  He  took  the  lead  in  feveral  undertakings,  in  which  his  plans  proved  fuccefsful.  Ware  and 
Hertford  are  indebted  to  him  for  opening  a  fpacious  road  between  thofe  towns,  which  was  tmdcr- 
taken  in  1768,  and  is  juftly  efleemcd  one  of  the  greatefl  conveniencics  in  that  part  of  the  Country; 
and,  by  his  attention  and  diligence,  alterations  have  been  made  in  the  principal  ftrcets  of  Ware,  to 
the  great  improvement  of  that  town. 

In  1733,  he  fhowed  the  world  that  his  fludies  were  not  confined  to  ornamental  and  elegant  litera- 
ture ;  but  tliat  many  of  his  hours  had  been  fpent  in  fuch  ufcful  inquiries,  as  might  tend  to  the  general 
benefit  of  mankind.  He  publiflied  a  pamphlet  full  of  good  fenfc  and  philanthropy,  intituled,  Ohf^r- 
•vations  on  the prefmt  State  of  tic  P.iroihial  and  P'agrant  Poor,  8vo;  in  which  the  caufc  of  that  unhappf 
part  of  the  community  is  pleaded  with  much  perfpicacity  of  obfervation,  and  perfuafivc  energy, 
againflopprefrivc,or  defedlive  laws,  and  avaricious  parifti  officers.  Mr.  Gilbert,  in  a  bill  brought  int^ 
the  Houfe  of  Commons,  in  1782,  fccms  to  have  offered  expedients  for  thi;  prevention  of  impofition 
on  the  one  hand,  and  of  tyranny  on  the  other,  in  fome  cafes  very  fimilar  to  thofe  propofed  by  Scott. 

In  the  fummer  1775,  Mr.  Hoole  paid  a  family  vilit  at  Amwcl!,  accompanied  with  Dr.  Johnfoit 
and  Mifs  Williams.  They  ftaid  at  Amwell  fome  days,  to  the  mutual  fatisfaftion  of  Dr.  Johnfon  and 
Scott ;  whofe  kindnefs  for  each  other  was  not  a  little  (Ircngthcncd  by  this  domellic  intcrcourfc.  Scott 
Jed  Dr.  Johnfon  to  take  a  view  of  his  gardens,  which  were  then  completed;  who,  with  great  pie*- 
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fantry,  ternied  the  grotto  Fj'in  Hall,  and  faid,  with  a  fmile,  thiit  "  none  but  a  poet  Could  have  made 
fuch  a  garden."  It  appears  from  tlie  epiille  intituled  The  GjrJtn,  that  the  tafte  of  Scott,  afterwards 
Inore  cultivated,  would  not  fuffer  him  always  to  view  his  improved  grounds  with  the  fame  compla- 
cency. 

He  had  long  determined  to  prove  his  powers  in  defcriptive  poetry,  and  to  celebrate  the  beauties 
of  his  favourite  village.  He  now  greatly  enlarged  the  firft  plan  of  his  Profpeffof  IVarc,  and  rendered 
it  interefling  by  tlie  introduiflion  of  hillorical  alhifions  and  moral  refleftions,  with  the  addition  of 
explanatory  notes.  In  1776,  he  publifhed  his  j>erformance,  under  the  title  of  Amivell-,  a  def;riptiv: 
Foem,  4to,  with  his  name.  He  had  beftowed  much  attention  on  this  poem  ;  and  its  reception  by  the 
critics  in  general,  and  by  pobtical  readers,  was  fuch  as,  from  its  merit,  might  be  expe(5ted. 

He  employed  his  pen,  at  times,  on  various  anonymous  pampklets,  and  eflays  on  mifcellaneous  fub- 
jeifls;  and  particularly  in  vindication  of  the  principles  of  political  freedonij  which  he  had  invariably 
efpoiUed.  His  peculiar  attachment  to  the  popular  part  of  our  conflitution,  made  him  regard,  with 
jealoufy,  the  influence  of  the  Crown  and  of  the  Ariftocracy.  His  aiStive  and  public  fpirit  would  not 
permit  him  to  remain  an  uninterefied  fpecStator,  when  any  ©ccafion  offi-red  for  fliowing  his  exertions 
for  the  good  of  the  community.  The  calm  and  difpaffionate  temper  of  the  man  of  fludy  and  retire- 
ment, was  loH;  in  the  feafon  of  party  and  turbulence,  when  it  may  reafonably  be  imputed  as  a  crime 
for  any  member  of  fociety  to  obferve  a  frigid  neutrality.  He  difapproved  of  the  condii'il;  of  Govern- 
ment in  the  American  war  ;  and  notwithilanding  his  unfeigned  veneration  for  the  charadler  of  Dr. 
Johnfon,  he  publifhed  two  pamphlets  in  anfwer  to  his  "  Patriot"  and  "  Falfe  Alarm ;"  and  is  faid  to 
have  prepared  an  anfwer  to  "  Taxation  no  Tyranny."  On  thefe  fubjetfts  the  writings  of  Scott  have 
much  ckarnefs  of  argument,  flrength  of  flyle,  and  warmth  of  zeal  for  that  caufe  which  he  had  efpouf- 
cd,  upon  generous  and  deliberate  principles. 

When  the  poems  attributed  to  Rowley  were  publiflied  by  Mr.  Tyrwhitt,  in  I777,  Scott  openly 
pronounced  them  the  forgeries  of  Chatterton,  and  difputed  their  authenticity  in  two  judicious  and 
well  written  letters  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Alagazine"  for  July  and  Auguft  1777,  and  produced  the 
firft  arguments  on  that  fide,  except  what  are  contained  in  a  letter  in  the  fame  magazine  for  May 

1777- 

In  1778,  he  undertook,  with  a  friendly  zeal,  the  defence  of  his  friend  Dr.  Beattie,  from  an  anony- 
mous attack  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  January,  for  not  continuing  his  "  Effay  on  Truth," 
in  a  letter  in  the  fame  Magazine  for  Marcli  following,  to  which  he  figned  his  name;  and  received 
Dr.  Beattle's  acknowledgment  upon  the  occafion.   ^ 

The  fame  year,  he  favoured  the  public  with  a  work  of  great  Libour  and  utility,  intituled  Dige/Is  of 
ihe  Gfneral  Ui^hiuay  and  Turnpike  La'zus,  Ti-'ih  iht:  fJjeJule  nf  forms,  as  d:recied  by  AB  of  Parliament,  -zi'ith 
remarks.  Alfo  an  Ahpendix  on  the  confiruBion  and  prifr-uaiion  cf  Roads,  8vo.  In  this  compilation, 
all  the  Aifls  of  Parliament  in  force  are  coUeiAed  together,  and  placed  in  one- point  of  view;  and 
their  contents  are  arranged  under  dlftincfl  heads.  The  Appendix  on  the  conflrudion  and  preferva- 
tion  of  Roads,  is  perhaps  the  only  fcientific  treatife  on  the  fubjedl.  Nothing  more  diflinguifhes  this 
v,6rk,  than  the  humane  and  benevolent  fpirit  that  breathes  through  all  his  obfervations.  The  firft 
fkctch  of  this  work  appeared  in  I773,  under  the  title  of  A  Digefi  of  the  HIghiuay  Laivs,  8vo. 

The  fame  year  he  publifhed,  without  his  name,  four  Moral  EcLgues,  4to;  in  which  he  profefTed  to 
have  endeavoured  to  exhibit  a  fpecimen  of  genuine  and  fimple  pafloral.  But  it  was  now  no  time  for 
pafloral  poetry  to  attract  curiofity,  when  probably  the  merits  of  Theocritus  and  Virgil  infufed  into  an 
Englifli  Mufe,  could  have  been  little  attended  to. 

The  La^in  motto  from  Virgil,  prefixed  to  thefe  eclogues,  was  given  him  by  Dr.  Beattie  ;  who,  in     | 
one  of  his  letters,  fpeaks  highly  of  the  eclogue  intituled  Armyn,  which  he  appears  to  have  feen  in 
manufcript ;  and  he  expreffes  himfelf,  refpedting  the  variety  of  Scott's  pubhcations,  in  the  following 
manner ;  \ 

"  I  am  aflonifhcd  at  the  aftivity  of  your  friend,  and  the  ver.''atility  of  your  genius.  It  is  truly  amaz-     1 
ine;,  that  one  and  the  fame  perfon  fliould,  in  one  and  the  fame  year,  publifh  the  mofl  elegant  poems, 
and  A  D'oe/I  'fthe  Laws  relating  to  the  Higl-ways.     Go  on,  Sir,  in  your  laudable  refolution  of  delight- 
ing and  inftrufting  mankind,  of  patronizing  the  poor,  and  promoting  the  public  weal."  j 
He  had  long  defired  to  be  known  to  the  Wartons,  of  whole  critical  and  poetical  abilities  he  was     I 
n  great  admirer;  and  about  Chriflmas  178a,  he  WAi  introduced  by  Mr,  Ileylc  to  the  two  brothers^ -J 
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wlio  were  highly  pleafed  with  his  unafrfdcJ  franknefs  and  amiable  fimplicity.  He  e.xpreiTcd  the 
warmeft  wilhcs  to  cultivate  their  aci|uuiiitance,  which  they  were  no  lefa  deluous  to  improve;  but 
they  parted,  to  meet  no  more! 

In  the  Spring  1782,  he  publilhed  a  coUeclion  of  his  poems,  which  he  had  long  projedicd,  under  the 
title  of  The  Poetic jUv oiks  cfjohn  Scptt,  E£q.  in  one  volume,  Svo;  which,  belidea  what  had  been  for- 
merly printed,  was  enriched  by  the  addition  of  AmaLd-.m  E.-.'ojuet,  Orlerjjl  Ecloguco,  OJts,  Ej>lJiLs,  Hon- 
tir/s,  and  MifcellaaeBUs  Piuei. 

The  public  gave  a  very  favourable  reception  to  this  colle^5l^^n,  which  he  had  fpared  no  pains  to 
render  as  corretfl  as  pofllble  ;  and  the  volume  was  very  elegantly  printed,  and  embeUifhtd  by  a  va- 
liety  of  beautiful  engravings,  particularly  a  frontifpiecc  by  Bartolozzi,  fiom  a  defign  of  Angelica 
KauSinan ;  and  a  head  of  the  author  by  Hall,  from  a  painting  by  Townfend. 

The  remaiks  on  t4iis  article  in  the  "  Crhical  Review,"  for  July  1782,  were  introduced  by  fome 
trifling  witticifms,  and  ill-phictd  raillery,  highly  rcprehenfible  in  a  literary  ctnfor,  whofe  duty  it  is 
to  deliver  his  lentiments  with  impartiality.  Speaking  of  the  plates  with  which  the  volume  is  de- 
corated, the  Reviewer  obfcrves  ;  "  To  fay  the  truth,  there  is  a  profufion  of  omameftt  and  finery 
about  this  book,  not  quite  fuitable  to  the  plainnefs  and  fimplicity  of  the  Barclean  fyftem ;  but  Mr. 
fcott  is  fond  of  the  ?vlufes,  and  wilhes,  we  fuppofe,  like  Captain  Macheath,  to  fee  his  ladies  well 
drcffed." 

Scott,  juftly  offended  at  this  indecent  bchavionr,  and  little  accuflomed  to  difguife  his  fefitiments, 
was  induced,  with  inconfiderate  warmth,  to  publifh  ji  Letter  to  thi  Critical  Revie-wer^,  l^c.  8vo,  I782. 
in  which  he  expodiilated  with  thc-m  on  their  conduct:.  This  letter  produced  a  fecond  article  in  the 
next  Review ;  and  to  this  Scott  replied  again,  by  a  letter  inferted  in  one  of  the  newfpapers,  which 
clofed  this  unplcafant  controverfy,  in  which  he  had  engaged,  contrary  to  the  opinion  of  his  friends. 

The  fame  year,  he  addreffed  an  amicable  Letter  to  the  Editor  of  the  European  Magazine,  objefling  to 
the  account  of  his  Poetical  Worh  in  tlieir  September  Magazine,  which  he  thought  degrading,  not 
"  on  account  of  the  manner,  but  the  matter  of  it."  "  The  gentleman,"  he  fay«,  "  who  wrote  the 
article,  has  treated  me  civilly;  his  ftricftures,  therefore,  fcem  to  be  the  refuk  of  incompetent  judg- 
ment or  fuperficial  examination.  To  the  memoirs  you  have  given  of  my  life,  1  have  nothing  to  ob- 
jecfl ;  the  information  obtained  is  authentic,  and  exprcffcd  in  a  liberal  and  courteous  manner."  This 
corrcfpondence  has  efcaped  the  notice  of  Mr.  Hoole ;  but  it  deferves  attention,  as  it  contains  his  opi- 
nion of  his  own  compofitions,  and  as  it  fcrves  to  authenticate  the  particulars  of  his  life,  recorded  in 
the  "  European  Magazine." 

From  the  time  of  his  fecond  marriage  till  his  death,  he  feems  to  have  enjoyed  a  life  of  great  trsn- 
quilhty,  gratified  with  the  elegant  and  unblameable  pleafures  refulting  from  a  will-cultivated  mind, 
and  poflefled  of  a  wife,  whofe  difpofition  enfured  to  him  a  perpetual  fource  of  domeflic  peace.  He 
mentions  her  with  unaffefted  tendernefs  in  his  poem  of  Amzuel! ;  and  addrcfies  a  copy  of  verfes  to  her, 
written  in  the  fame  year,  and  inferted  in  his  Pveit:^  (■Voris,  twelve  years  after  hii  marriage. 

He  commenced  a  critic  on  Denham,  Pope,  and  Thomfon,  in  his  corrcfpondence  with  his  friends, 
Cockfieldar.d  Turner,  in  1756  and  1761.  He  had  afterwards  minutely  examined  fome  of  the  pro- 
duftions  of  Miltcn,  Dyer,  Collins,  Gray,  and  Goldfmith,  and  had  long  defigned  to  impart  his  ilric- 
tures  to  the  world.  He  correded  this  work  for  the  prefs,  under  the  title  of  Critical  Effays  on  fome  of 
ihc  Poems  offe-veral  Eiiglijh  Poets,  in  1 78 3  ;  but  did  not  live  to  i'uperintend  the  publication . 

His  wife  having  lately  laboured  under  a  very  ferious  complaint,  for  which  he  was  anxious  to  liave 
the  beft  advice,  he  accompanied  her  to  London,  Oifl.  25.  1-S3  ;  and  on  the  ill  of  December  follow- 
ing, was  attacked  with  a  putrid  fever,  the  fymptcfns  of  which,  from  the  begihning,  were  judged  to 
be  dangerous.  On  the  lith  of  December,  eleven  days  after  he  was  f^izcd,  having  retained  his  fenfes 
to  the  kll,  with  his  ui-.d-.rfianding  at  all  times  clear  and  unimpaired,  he  died  at  his  houfe  in  Ratdiffe, 
in  the  54th  year  cf  his  age.  He  was  buried  in  the  Quaker  burying-grourd  at  Riitcliffc,  on  the  18th 
of  the  fame  month,  his  funeral  being  attended  by  a  lekdl  number  of  relations  and  friendj.  He  left 
behind  him  a  wido'.v  and  daughter,  their  only  child,  about  fix  years  old. 

After  his  death,  his  Critical  EJfays  being  nearly  ready  for  publication,  it  was  thought  advifAle  to 
prefix  fome  account  cf  his  life  to  the  pofthumous  volume.  Mr.  David  Barclay,  grandfon  of  the  great 
^Kpologif>,  applied  tu  Dr,  Johnfon.  tc  v,r.(5:rr?.kc  th«  arrangement  ct  ux  materlalsj  he  would  endeavour 
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to  furnifli.     To  this  application  Dr.  Johnfon  returned  the  following  anfwer,  dated  x^fnboTirn,  Sept. 

36,  1784. 

"  As  1  have  made  fome  advances  towards  recoverj',  and  loved  Scott,  I  am  willing  to  do  juftice 
to  his  memory.  You  will  be  pleafed  to  get  v»-hat  account  you  can  ol'  his  life,  with  dates,  where  they 
can  be  had;  and  when  1  return,  we  will  contrive  how  our  materials  can  be  befl  employed." 

The  death  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  which  happened  Dec.  13.  having  fruRrated  the  kind  huentions  of  Mr. 
Barclay,  and  put  an  end  to  his  expeftations  of  procuring  to  him  fo  honourable  a  teftimony  to  the  me- 
rits of  his  deceafed  friend,  he  prevailed  upon  Mr.  Hoole  to  become  his  biographer;  who  executed 
the  talk  in  a  manner  that  refle<Ss  much  credit  on  his  candour,  modefty,  and  judgment. 

A  fecond  edftion  of  hk Poetical  Works  was  printed  ia  8vo,  1786.  They  are  now,  reprinted  from 
the  edition  1786,  with  the  Bcfuriptkn  of  tlx  Moru-in  Harp,  and  the  Vcrfes  an  Fear,  reprinted  from  the 
*'  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a  colletftion  of  claflical  Englilh  poetry. 

The  chara6ler  of  the  amiable  and  benevolent  "  poet  of  Amwell,"  as  delineatedby  Mr.  Hoole,  wh» 
knew  him  well,  feems  to  be  a  powerful  rival,  in  point  of  philanthropy,  to  that  of  the  worthy  and 
public-fpirited  "  Man  of  Rofs." 

'•  In  his  perfon  he  was  tall  and  {lender,  but  his  limbs  were  remarkably  Urong  and  mufctilar ;  he 
vas  very  aflive,  and  delighted  much  in  walking ;  his  countenance  was  cheerful  and  animated  The 
adive  member  of  fociety,  the  public-fpirited  man,  and  contemplative  ftudent,  were  all  united  in  Scott. 
He  was  not  only  a  lover  and  cultivator  of  polite  literature,  but,  though  not  uled  to  any  profcflion, 
■was  no  idle  member  of  the  community ;  he  bufied  himfelf  in  many  concerns  that  tended  to  the  good 
of  his  neighbourhood.  He  knew  how  to  blend  the  elegant  with  the  ufeful;  and  fuch  as  had  little 
predile(flion  for  the  author  of  the  Elegies,  were  forward  enough  to  give  their  fuffrage  to  thofe  merits 
that  promoted  the  good  of  general  life.  As  he  was  well  infoi-med  in  the  laws  of  his  country,  he  wis 
ever  difpofcd  to  Hand  forward  in  the  arbitration  of  any  differences  between  his  neighbours ;  he  fre- 
quently interfered  in  tlie  leffer  quarrels  and  diUreffes  of  the  poor  inhabitants ;  and,  to  apply  hio  own 
cmphatical  words  in  the  P^'kar  of  Amwell, 

Oft  heard  and  oft  relievM 

Their  little  wants;  oft  licard  and  oft  compos'd. 
Sole  aj'biter,  their  little  broils 

"  He  is  reported  to  have  been  at  one  time  a  fportfmau ;  but  in  confequertce  of  a  humane  and  rational 
opinion,  that  men  had  no  right  to  dcflroy  or  torment  any  of  the  animal  creation  for  mere  diverfion^ 
he,  for  many  years  before  his  death,  totally  rdinquiihcd  the  diveriions  of  ibooting  and  Cfhing. 

"  He  certainly  poffefTed  a  general  knowledge  in,  and  acquaintance  with  books.  That  he  made  any 
j^reat  progrefs  in  the  languages,  there  is  little  reafon  to  fuppoie;  he,  indeed,  might  attain  fome  know- 
ledge of  the  Latin  ;  but  that  knowledge  was  very  ilender.  From  his  inclination  to  know  fomething 
of  the  excellencies  of  thofe  poets  who  have  fo  long  held  their  claim  to  admiration,  he  feems,  by  a  few 
remarks  and  references,  to  have  looked  into  fome  of  the  Auguftan  writers,  particularly  Virgil,  whofe 
I'pirit  would  have  been  highly  congenial  to  one  whofe  profeffed  aim  was  purity  and  correcSnefs ;  but 
I  think  there  is  little  room  to  believe,  that  thofe  occafional  rcfearchcs  were  ever  improved  into  any 
thing  IJke  the  familiar  perufal  of  a  Latin  clafhc.    He.  had  no  acquaintance  with  the  French  or  Italian. 

"  He  had  a  conftant  dcfire  to  be  acquainted  v/ith  every  charafter  of  learning  or  genius.  He  often 
regretted  that  he  had  not  known  the  late  Mr.  Oarrick ;  of  whom,  though  he  never  went  to  the  the- 
atres, he  had  conceived  a  high  idea ;  and,  indeed,  he  has  frequently  expreiTed  to  me  a  flrong  curiofity 
to  have  fcen  him  aft. 

"  He  imparted,  without  any  difguife,  his  real  feeling  and  fentiments  on  his  own  works,  or  on  the 
works  ef  others.  His  manner  of  reading  verfe  was  very  peculiar,  yet  fuch  as  feemed  to  give  him  a 
ilrong  perception  of  harmony  ;  at  the  fame  time  ho  frequently  confefTed  to  me,  that  he  read  ill,  and 
was  well  pleafed  to  have  his  lines  repeated  by  another.  This  is  a  defe6l  very  common  in  authors; 
Goldfinith,  one  of  the  moH  harmonious  and  eafy  poets,  was  a  very  unfkilful  reader. 

"  He  was  a  great  lover  of  mufic,  but  had  no  pradlical  knowledge  of  it.  He  preferred  the  time 
for  poetical  compofition,  when  the  reft  of  the  family  were  in  bed;  and  it  was  frequently  his  cuftom  to 
fit  in  a  dairk  room,  and  when  he  had  compofed  a  number  of  lines,  he  would  go  into  another  room, 
where  a  caadb  was  burning,  in  order  to  commit  them  to  paper.     Though  in  general  very  regular  ia 
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his  hour  of  retiring  to  reft,  he  would  iomctimcs  be  up  great yart  of  the  night,  when  he  was  crg:\gcd 
in  any  literary  work." 

On  the  poetical  charafter  of  Scott,  it  is  unnecelTarv  to  enlarge,  as  it  has  been  illuftrated  by  Mr. 
Hoole,  with  a  luinutcncfs  of  esaniination,  and  a  jul^nels  of  dil'criniiuation,  that  leaves  little  to  be  fup- 
plied. 

"  The  greater  part  of  Mr.  Scott's  poems,  arc  turned  on  rural  imagery;  in  which  it  will  be  found, 
fhit  his  principal  merit  is  novelty  in  defcription,  and  a  laudable  endeavour  to  introduce  an  occafional 
fimplicity  of  flylc,  perjiaps  too  much  rcjeded  by  theprefcnt  faflidious  readers  of  poetry.  He  was 
certainly  no  fervile  cojiyifl  of  the  thoughts  of  others  ;  for,  living  in  the  country,  and  being  a  clofe  and 
accurate  ouferver,  he  painted  what  he  law,  though  he  mufc,  unavoidably,  fonietimes  fall  on  ideas  and 
exprellions  common  to  all  pafloral  writers. 

"  He  cultivated  the  knowledge  of  natural  hlflory  and  botany,  which  enabled  him  to  prtferve  the 
truth  of  nature  with  many  dillrimiirating  touches,  perhaps  not  txcelied  by  any  delcriptive  poet  fince 
the  days  of  Thomfon. 

"  Perhaps  it  muftbe  granted,  that  his  firfl  avowed  poetical  producflion,  intituled  Euf^us,  Aloral  and 
Drfcrlftlvc,  has  not  been  excelled  by  any  of  his  fubfequcnt  woiks,  whether  we  confider  the  livelinefs 
of  the  painting,  the  harmony  of  the  verfc,  cr  the  amiable  llrain  of  benevokr.ec  and  piety  that  runs 
through  the  whole. 

"  His  AmiieU,  J  difn-'iplhc  potm,  is  written  in  blank  verfe,  the  genius  of  which  he  profcfTcd  to  have 
particularly  ftudied  ;  and  I  think  he  exhibits  a  fpecimen  of  great  ilrength  and  harmony  in  that  metre. 
The  face  of  the  country  here  is  very  pi<5lurefque ;  but  perhaps  it  will  be  found,  that  local  defcription 
is  far  more  adapted  to  the  powers  of  the  pencil  than  the  pen.  Thofe  marking  and  peculiar  features 
which  the  painter  gives,  with  a  few  ftrokcs,  to  the  eye,  will  lofc  almoft  all  their  difcrimination  in  the 
•words  of  the  poet ;  a  hill,  a  vale,  a  foreft,  a  rivulet,  and  a  cataradt,  can  be  defcribed  only  by  general 
terms ;  the  hill  muft  fwell,  the  vale  fink,  tlie  rivulet  murmur,  and  the  catara»5l  foam.  On  the  great 
deft<5l  of  words  to  difcriminate  material  objeifls.  Dr.  Johnfon  once  obferved  to  me,  that  no  defcrip- 
tion, however  accurately  given,  could  imprefs  any  determinate  idea  of  the  different  fhapes  of  ani- 
mals on  the  mind  of  one  who  had  never  fctn  thofe  animals.  Hence,  it  muft  be  concluded,  that  the 
appearance  of  nature  at  large  may  be  the  province  of  poetry,  but  that  the  form  of  particular  objeds 
muft  belong  to  the  painter.  Scott  has  availed  himfelf  of  every  cireumflancc  that  could  with  pro- 
priety be  introduced  to  decorate  his  poem  ;  but  nothing  fliows  his  taftc  and  judgment  more  than 
the  tribute  paid  by  him  to  the  memory  of  Tiicinas  Hafi^il,  the  venerable  miniller  of  Amwell,  which 
furniflies  a  paffage  at  once  fo  pathetic  and  pottical.  Though  Scnit's  poem  will  not  raife  in  the  mind 
of  a  ftranger  any  ftrong  idea  of  the  place  meant  to  be  defcribed,  yet  it  will  always  be  pcrufcd  w;th 
delight  by  poetical  lovers  of  rural  iiniig-ery. 

"  His  Moral  Eclogues  undoubtedly  deferve  praife,  for  cafy  verfification  and  good  painting,  and  fof 
fcveral  natural  obfervations  of  the  poet.  Several  new  images  may  be  collevfted  from  thefc  poem*:. 
Infome  places,  the  poet  has  not  ntifkilfully  introduct<l  the  names  of  wild  plants  and  flowers,  which, 
when  they  are  marked  with  pidurcfquc  epithets,  have  a  good  effect.  I  .im  feufiblc  that  fome  per- 
fons  have  affefted  to  hold  mere  dcferiptivc  poetry  in  little  eflimation,  but,  furely,  not  to  mention 
that  defcription,  muft  neceffarily  make  great  part  of  every  narrative  poem,  and  has  ever  been  confi- 
d'ired  as  a  material  talent  in  the  poet;  a  poem  conflfting  of  rural  painting,  may,  at  Icaft  to  the  car, 
have  the  fame  merit  that  laudfc3{>e-painting  has  to  th.e  eye.  But  few  poems  of  this  kmd  were  ever 
known  to  come  from  the  pen  cf  a  good  writer,  without  a  mixture  of  moral  rcficftions;  and  m  thif, 
the  poetry  of  Scott,  is  entitled  to  no  little  apprcbntion.  Eut  whatever  praife  is  due  to  the  harmony 
ef  his  numbers,  I  cannot  pals  over  a  peculiarity  in  his  predlleaion  for  fometimes  laying  an  uncom- 
mon accent  on  words  or  fyllablcs,  which  he  thouglit  gave  l^.rength  to  the  line.  This  liberty  fhould, 
in  my  opinion,  be  very  fparingly  ufed.  Roughnefs  of  verfe  may  indeed  be  emphatical  where  the 
image  requires  it,  of  which  a  iorciblc  csamplc  is  given  in  the  following  Ime: 
The  flow  wain  grating  bore  its  cumbrous  load. 
"  The  Amabjean  Eclogues  fecms  to  me  the  lead  happy  of  Mr.  Scott's  produaions;  for  in  his  attempt 
at  novelty,  he  has  admitted  fuch  names  and  circumftancei,  as,  in  my  opinion,  no  verfification,  how- 
ever harnionious,  can  make  poetical ;  thcfs  lines  nr-iy,  in  fome  mcafurc,  fhow  the  force  of  my  ohjcc» 
tions.  •  ■       Z  z  iij 
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Olcl  oaten  ftubs,  tough  faplino;?  there  adorn, 
There  hedge-row  plafhes  yield  the  knotty  thorn, 
The  iwain  for  different  ules  thefe  avail. 
And  form  the  traveller's  ftaff,  the  threfiier's  flail. 

"  In  his  Oriental  Eclogues,  he  has,  with  judgment,  made  ufe  of  fuch  circnmdanccs  as  niip;ht  give 
them  an  air  of  local  truth.  The  Eclogue  of  Seriw,  or  the  Art'if:cud I'amine,  has  much  poetical  merit. 
The  Chinefe  Eclogue,  called  Li-po,  or  the  Good  Governor,  has  pii5lurefque  touches  of  the  country, 
and  contains  many  amiable  refiedions,  political  and  moral.     The  vifion  of  Confuaus  is  -very  poetical. 

"  The  Odes,  as  he  informs  us,  were  written  at  very  different  periods,  and  feme  appear  to 
be  his  earlieft  effufions  in  poetry.  The  flyle  of  thefe  odes  is  various,  gay  and  funilHar,  pathetic  and 
fublime.  In  the  odes  on  Recruii'iug  and  Prh'ateering,  the  thoughts  are  new,  and  fingularly  charavSler- 
iflicof  Mr.  Scott's  religious  tenets,  and  which  ouglit  to  refiecSl.  no  fmall  honour  on  thtfe  tenets, 
ilridlly  conformable  to  the  diiSates  of  every  feeling  mind,  uncorrupted  with  the  maxims  of  human 
policy.  The  Alcxican  Ode  may  admit  of  much  praife.  It  opens  with  a  fpiritcd  ubruptnefs;  it  ends 
with  equal  dignity,  after  the  prophecy  of  the  Alcxican  idol.  The  vanifhing  of  the  demon  is  attend- 
ed with  circumltauces  not  very  diflimilar  from  the  difappearance  of  the  "  Spirit  of  the  Cape,"  in 
Camcens. 

"  The  two  Epiflhs  that  follow  the  odes,  are  written  in  a  very  familiar  and  eafy  flrain  of  verfifi- 
cation.  The  fecond  EfifJe  defcribes  the  occupations  and  amufemcnts  of  a  contemplative  mind  in 
the  country,  and  may  be  confidered  as  a  pifture  of  the  author's  own  manner  of  living. 

"  The  EJfay  on  Painting  is  an'  elegant  piece  of  verfification,  and  fliows,  in  the  fulled  light,  Mr. 
Scott's  turn  for  the  polite  arts.  He  was  always  a  great  admirer  of  painting,  and  for  man,y  years 
never  miffed  an  annual  exhibition.  The  poem  is  faid  to  be  addrefTed  to  a  young  painter,  but  has  no 
reference  to  any  particular  perfon.  It  v^ill  perhaps  be  found,  that  not  any  very  new  remarks  are 
introduced  on  a  lubjeCl  relative  to  which  fo  much  has  been  written ;  but  the  rules  and  obfervations 
are  at  leaft  delivered  with  tafle  and  propriety." 

Of  his  fuccefs  as  a  critic,  in  his  pofthumous  volume,  Mr.  Floole  thinks  no  lefs  favourably  than  of 
his  poetical  prctenfions. 

"  This  volume  difplays  an  open,  manly  fpirit  of  criticifm,  and  may  be  perufed  by  all  lovers 
of  poetry  with  advantage.  He  feenis,  with  reafon,  to  have  difputed  the  claim  of  Denham  to  the 
reputation  which  he  has  fo  long  enjoyed,  and  feveral  of  the  paffages  adduced  by  him  from  Coope/'s 
Hill,  very  well  fupport  his  affertions.  He  has  fkilfully  defended  Milton's  Lyddas  againft  fome  of 
Dr.  Johnfon's  objcdions,  and  has  well  apologifed  for  the  profufion  of  imagery  admitted  into  a 
poem  expreffive  of  grief.  Ele  has  judicioufly  pointed  out  feveral  inaccuracies  in  the  Windjlr  ForeJ} 
of  Pope,  one  of  the  corre6left  of  our  poets.  His  remarks  on  Granger  Hill,  and  xhe  Ruins  of  Rome  of 
Dyer,  and  the  Oriental  Eclogues  of  Collins,  are  replete  with  tafte,  the  defedls  and  beauties  of  each 
poem  being  fmgled  out  with  great  difcernment.  The  Elegy  of  Gray  feems  to  have  given  him  lit- 
tle room  for  objcflion,  but  I  think  that  he  has  indulged  himfelf  too  much  in  his  propofed  tranfpofi- 
tion  of  feveral  paffages  in  that  poem.  Amidft  all  the  beauties  of  Go\Ata\ith.' s  Deferted  FilLige,  he 
has  very  clearly  difcovered  redundancy  and  incorreiSlnefs.  His  ftridlures  on  Thomfon  are  generally 
jufk,  and  feveral  examples  are  given  of  falfe  figures,  and  confufed  metaphors,  wherein  the  poet's 
fancy  has  carried  away  his  judgment." 

Such  are  the  criticifms  of  Air.  Hoolc,  which,  with  a  few  exceptions,  will  be  generally  allowed  to 
he  the  refult  of  a  competent  judgment,  a  candid  diipofition,  and  an  elegant  tafle.  He  has  efhimated 
»';e  moral  and  intellectual  charadlcr  of  Scott  with  impartiality,  and  dilcriminated  the  beauties  and 
dt:fe(5ls  of  his  compofitions  wirh  accuracy. 

Ill  fuch  an  age  as  this,  "  when  diffipation  reigns,  and  prudence  fleeps,"  too  much  cannot  be  faid  in 
favour  cf  a  man  who  was  not  lefs  diHinguifhed  by  the  blamelefs  fimplicity  of  his  manners,  than  the 
warmth  of  his  friendfliip,  and  the  activity  of  his  benevolence.  But  his  amiable  worth  and  poetical 
genius,  may  bt;  better  known  from  his  works,  that  truly  reflcd  their  author's  mind,  than  any  formal 
comments.  Though  a  difciple  of  Barclay,  he  is  alfo  a  legitimate  fon  of  Apollo.  The  prefent  writer  is 
happy  to  agree  with  Mr.  Hoole,  in  affigning  him  a  refpedablc  rank  among  the  poets  of  our  nation. 
His  comjjofitions  are  charadterized  by  elegance,  fimplicity,  and  harmony,  more  than  invention  or  fub- 
limity;  neither  of  which  arc  wanting.     They  breathe  a  fpirit  of  tendernefs  and  philanthropy,  and 
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difplay  an  amiable  and  virtuotis  mind.  In  natural  cntlnifiafm  and  fire,  they  arc  by  lio  means  defi' 
cient.  The  fubjecfts  oti  which  choice  or  accident  has  induced  him  to  write,  afford  no  great  room  for 
invention  to  be  exerciled.  His  thb-J  ind^  fourth  eclu^ues,  and  the/'^««i/  and  ibhJ  Oriental  ones,  and  feme 
other  poems,  have,  however,  a  difjiofition  of  condufSl  not  very  frci|ucntly  met  \\\x\\.  All  his  pieces 
fhow  a  propriety  of  plan,  and  regularity  of  conneiftion  ;  their  cc.mponent  parts  are  homogenous  and 
concordant,  and  clofe  in  an  eafy  and  agreeable  manner.  They  are  diilinguilhed  by  corredlnefs  and 
neatnefs  of  cspreffion ;  a  ftyle  free  from  eliptical  abruptnefs,  violent  tranfpolitions,  or  a  flovenly  re- 
currence of  the  fame  words  in  one  fentence.  His  lines  are  feldom  cold  or  profaic,  though  fomctimcu 
a  vcrfe  may  be  found  purpofely  varied  from  the  common  llru(5ture  by  trochaic  accents,  or  othcrwlfe. 
In  fome  inltances  the  Ima  labor  et  ?norci  are  too  vifiblo,  and  feem  to  have  deltroycd  the  chnrac^tcrif- 
tic  relief,  the  glowing  thought,  and  the  ardent  language.  But  his  poems  have  a  merit  of  no  eonunon 
kind;  they  have  no  poetical  common-places ;  the  fentiments  and  didlion  arc  unborrowed;  and  his 
ftyle  of  compofitioh,  as  well  as  his  modes  of  thinking,  are  entirely  his  own. 

His  Elegies,  Def:rij)ti-v£  and  Moral,  are  chara(5lerizcd  by  a  natural  enthufiafm,  harmony,  and  fimpli- 
ty.  The  defcriptlons  are  truly  poetical,  and  the  morality  fo  happily  interwoven  with  tiicm,  as  to 
feem  almoll  neceffarily  connected  with  the  fubjcdl ;  while  the  melodious  gravity  of  the  verfe,  and  the 
agreeable  melancholy  fpirit  of  the  fentimcnts  and  exprellion,  conipofe  a  very  decent  and  fuitable  garb 
for  the  elegiac  Mufe. 

His  Elegy  "u-riltai  at  ArnivcH,  1768,  at  a  time  when  he  was  fufTering  the  grcateft  of  human  calami- 
ties, the  death  of  the  objcd:  w^hom  he  mourns,  is  fraught  with  hue  poetical  feeling,  that  entitles  it  to 
rank  with  the"  Monodies"  of  Shaw  and  Lyttletou,  and  the"  Verfcs,"  &C.  of  Langhorne  ;  the  moft 
pathetic  funeral  elegies  in  the  Englifh  language. 

His  Amivdl  is  an  eafy  and  melodious  defcriptive  poem ;  the  objeiSls  of  which  are  thofe  rural  fcenes 
and  images  that  ftrike  upon  a  young  mind  impregnated  with  the  feeds  of  poetry,  ol  courfe,  with  an 
ardent  love  of  nature — that  ftrike  with  a  degree  of  enthufiafm,  which  fecms,  like  other  generous  paf- 
fions,  to  have  its  empire  in  youth,  but  can  never  be  divided  from  memory.  He  begins  with  invok- 
ing the  defcriptive  Mufe,  who  infpired  Thomfon,  Dyer,  and  Shenflone  ;  invites  his  Mar'xa,  the  fecond 
fair pi.rtr.er  of  bh  joys,  to  accompany  him  in  his  walk  ;  direds  our  eye  to  HcrtforU's  grr.y  tnuci  Sf — which 
introduces  a  fhort  epifode  of  the  defeat  of  the  Danes  by  Alfred,  in  079;  to  Berleo  and  Ware-Park, 
once  the  refidence  of  Sir  Richard  Fanfliaw,  the  tranfiator  of  the  "  Lufiad"  of  Camoens,  who  is  elegantly 
commemorated  ;  to  the  New  River,  brought  to  London  by  Sir  Hugh  Middleton  ;  to  Ware,  once  fa- 
mous for  its  tournaments,  in  one  of  which  an  Earl  of  Pembroke  was  (lain,  sjtJi  Hen.  III. ;  to  Langley- 
bottom,  an  Llyfian  fcene,  on  which  he  ferioufly  moralizes.  After  lamenting,  in  the  clofe  of  thefc 
melancholy  ideas,  the  death  of  his  friends  Turner  and  Dc  Home,  he  proceeds  in  his  paftoral  land- 
fcape,  near  and  remote,  till  he  rells  at  laft  on  Annvell,  lusfaiourite  Jane ;  of  which  he  gives  a  more 
particular  and  more  graphical  view.  Scarcely  any  thing  of  the  defcriptive  kind  can  be  more  poetical 
tiian  the  farewell  addrefs  to  the  fcene  and  fubjeiS:  of  this  elegant  poem.  It  is  rendered  intereiling  by 
the  introduction  of  hillorical  incidents,  apt  allufions,  and  moral  rtfledions.  Introduced  arc  Ifaac  Wal- 
to,  the  fcene  of  whofe  "Angler's  Dialogues"  is  the  Vale  of  Lee;  William  Warner,  the  author  of 
"  Albion's  England,"  who  relidcd  here  ;  Thomas  Haffal,  vicar  of  yJrr.iveH.who,  like  the  good  Bifliop 
of  A larfeilles,  performed  his  parochial  duty  during  the  jilague  in  1603  and  J625  ;  and  Mr.  Hoole,  tOe 
Britijh  Tajj'o,  his  future  biographer,  who  thither 


Oft  frombufy  fcenes. 


To  rural  calm  and  letter'd  eafe  retires. 

In  his  Amo:hMan  Fdogua,  the  rural  imagery  tha;  is  introduced  and  illuftrated  by  nrtrs,  is  new  and 
Linnaean ;  though  fome  of  his  plants  and  fhrubs,  like  the  barbarous  town  in  Horace,  no  verlification 
can  make  poetical— r'f/-/«  diccre  r.on  ef.  I'hey  evince,  however,  llrong  powers  of  appropriate  and  dif- 
criminating  defcription,  natural  and  pathetic  fentiment,  and  correcft  and  fpirited  veifjfication. 

His  Oricnt.,1  Echguci  have  Httle  to  fear  from  a  comparifon  with  any  of  their  prcdecelTors.  Like 
thofe  of  Collins,  tliey  have  defcription,  incident,  fentiment,  and  moral;  they  have  fimplicity  of 
thought,  and  melody  of  language.  To  defcribe  the  manners  and  habits  of  life  of  a  people,  and  the 
fcenery  of  a  country  that  is  known,  and  known  too  but  imperfedly,  by  the  defcription  of  others,  is  a 
talk  of  confiderablc  difficulty.  Of  the  numerous  attempts  of  this  kind,  whether  in  profe  or  verfe, 
there  are  few,  perhaps,  will  ftacd  the  tcft  of  cpminaticn.  Should  it  pcfllbly  be  objev^cd  to  i\ott, 
''  Z  z  iiii 
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that  he  has  not  wholly  efcaped  the  impropriety  of  fometimes  blending  European  v.'ith  Afiatic  ide^s, 
he  has,  however,  other  beauties,  that  will  more  than  atone  for  what,  perhaps,  in  an  Englilhman  might 
te  unavoidable.  They  breathe  a  fpirit  of  humanity  and  poetry,  that  does  equal  honour  to  his  heart 
and  his  underflanding.  In  the  Eaft  Indian  eclogue,  intituled  Scrim,  or  the  Artifuial Famine,  the  m'l- 
fery  and  dellruiflion  accumulated,  f<ime  years  ago,  on  the  Gentoo  natives  of  Bengal,  &c.  by  themone- 
poly  of  rice,  are  painted  in  ftrong  colours,  and  exhibit  a  piiSture  of  our  unfeeling  countrymen,  from 
which  we  turn  with  horror,  to  fcenes  not  Icfs  horrid,  though  long  pafl  iH  the  Well. 

Tde  Mexican  Vrophecy  is  a  fpirited  produ(5tion.  On  the  approach  oiGortez  to  the  neighbourhood  of  Alex- 
ico,  the  Emperor  Montezuma  fent  a  number  of  magicians  to  attempt  the  deflrudiion  of  the  Spanifn 
army.  As  the  forcerers  were  pracSifing  their  incantations,  a  demon  appeared  to  them  in  the  form  of  their 
idol  Tlcatlepucj,  and  foretold  the  fall  of  the  iVIexican  empire.  On  this  legend  is  founded  the  ode,  of  which 
the  conclufion  approaches  to  fublimity.  Refpedling  the  general  poetical  merit  of  his  EJJ'jy  on  Painting, 
Epifdes,  and  Odts,  the  prefent  writer  is  happy  to  coincide  in  judgment  with  Mr.  Hoole.  His  Sonnets 
are  corredl  and  elegant,  and  will  be  read  with  pleafiire;  though  they  do  not  poflefs  all  the  appropri- 
ate excellencies  of  this  fpecies  of  verfe.  His  verfes  on  the  JEolian  Harp,  and  on  Fear,  are  fpirited  and 
poetical.  But  there  is  not,  perhaps,  in  the  whole  compafs  of  his  poetry,  any  thing  more  exprefiive  of 
his  philanthropical  afledione  and  comprehenfive  benevolence,  than  the  following  little  Ode.  It  is  tru- 
hf  Britilh,  and  truly  humane. 

I  hate  that  drum's  difcorJant  found, 
Parading  round,  and  round,  and  round; 
To  thoughtlefs  youtli  it  pieafure  yields, 
And  lures  from  cities  and  from  fields, 
To  fell  their  liberty  for  charms 
Of  tawdry  lace,  and  glittering  arms ; 
And  when  Ambition's  voice  commands, 
To  march,  and  fight,  and  fall,  in  foreign  lands. 

I  hate  that  drura's  difcordant  found, 
Parading  round,  and  round,  and  round: 
To  me  it  talks  of  ravag'd  plains, 
And  burning  towns,  and  ruin'd  fwains, 
And  mangled  limbs,  and  dying  groans. 
And  widows  tears,  and  orphans  moans ; 
And  all  that  Mifery's  hand  bellows. 
To  fill  the  catalogue  of  human  woes. 

Kls  Critical  EJfays  are  no  inconfiderable  addition  to  his  fame.  They  have  much  merit,  in  the 
mode  of  criticifm  which  he  has  purfued.  In  the  minutenefs  and  rigour  of  his  examination,  he  ap- 
yroaches  to  the  inquifitorial  ftriftnefs  of  Dr  Johnfon.  This  exaftnefo,  however,  is  fometimes  mifap- 
plied,  and  fometimes  Irads  him  into  error.  Jufl  obfervations  are  fometimes  mixed  with  faults.  Some 
.yeculiar  words  and  phrafesdo  not  produce  a  pleafiing  efiedt ;  but,  on  the  whole,  they  may  be  read  by 
ap  ardent  young  poet  with  adv.intage. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 


Such  of  the  following  pieces  as  were  formerly 
pablifliid  having  been  honoured  with  general  ap- 
probation, any  apology  for  reprinting  them  muft 
be  uniieceflarv.  The  others,  which  conflitute  the 
^rnvjelly  17S2. 


principal  part  of  this  volume,  it  is  apprehended, 
are  not  of  inferior  merit;  and  the  whole  may, 
perhaps,  afford  an  innocent  and  agreeable  amufc;- 
meut  to  the  lovers  of  nature  and  poetry. 


MORAL  ECLOGUES. 

At  fecura  quies,  et  nefcia  fallere  vita. 
Dives  opum  variarum  ;  at  latis  otia  fundis, 
SpeliincE,  vivique  lacus  ;  at  frigida  Tempe, 
Mugitufque  bourn,  moUefque  fub  arbore  fomni 
Non  abfunt.    lUic  faltus,  ac  luftra  ferarum, 
Et  patiens  operum  parvoque  aliueta  juventus, 
Sacra  deura,  fandlique  patres  :  extrema  per  illos 
Juititia  excedens  terris  veftigia  fecit. 

ViRG.  Georg  .II.  1.  467. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  moft  rational  definition  of  paftoral  poetry  feems  to  be  that  of  the  learned  and  ingenious  Dr. 
Johnlon,  in  the  37th  number  of  his  Rambler.  '  Palloral,'  fays  he,  '  being  the  reprefentation  of  an 
*  adlion  or  paffion,  by  its  effects  on  a  country  life,  has  nothing  peculiar,  but  its  confinement  to  ru- 
'  ral  imagery,  without  which  it  ceafes  to  be  paftoral.'  This  theory  the  author  of  the  following  ec- 
logues has  endeavoured  to  exemplify. 


ECLOGUE  I. 

theron;  or,  the  praise  ep  rural  Life. 

Scene,  a  Heath:— •Sea/on,  Spring;  Ti7ne,  Morning. 

TATR  Spring  o'er  nature  held  lier  gentleft  fway. 
Fair  morn  diffiib'd  around  her  ferightelt  ray  ; 
Thin  mills  hung  hovering  on  the  diftant  trees, 
Or  roll'd  from  off  the  fields  before  the  breeze. 
The  fhepherd  Theron  watch'd  his  fleecy  train, 
Beneath  a  broad  oak,  on  the  grafTy  plain. 
A  heath's  green  wild  lay  piealant  to  bis  view, 
With  fhrubs  and  tiekl.flowers  deck'd  of  varied  hue 
There  hawthorns  tall  theii  filver  bloom  difclos'd. 
Here  flexile  brocm's  bright  yellow  iiiteipcs'd; 
There  purple  orchis,  here  pale  daifie<  f;  read, 
And  fweet  IMay  lilies  richeft  odoui'*  (bed. 
From  many  a  cople  and  biuflom'd    Tchard  near, 
The  voice  of  bacU  melodious  charm'd  the  ear  ; 
There  llirill  the  lark,  and  foft  the  Tnnet  ai:  g. 
And  loud  through  air  the  tbroftie's  mufic  rung, 


The  gentle  fwain  the  cheerful  fcene  admir'd  ; 

The  cheerful  fcene  the  fong  of  joy  infpir'd. 

'  Chant  on,'  he  cry'd,  '  ye  warblers  on  the  fpray! 

*  Bleat  on,  ye  flocks,  that  in  the  paflures  play  '. 

'  Low  on,  ye  herds,  that  ranj;e  the  dewy  vales! 
'  Murmur,  ye  rilli !  and  whifper  foft,  )e  gales! 
'   Howblel*  my  lot,  in  thefe  Iweet  fields  affi;:i.M, 
'  \Vh<  re  peace  and  leifure  tooth  the  tuneful  mind; 
'  Vhere  yet  lome  pleafing  vtltigCb  remain 
'  Of  unperverted  nature's  g  .;den  reign 
'  When  love  and  vi  tue  rung'd  Arradian  fliades, 
'  With  und-fi:,niiig  yoiithb  .ind   arllefs  maids  I 
'   For  U-,  ihnijgh  d'  Itm'd  to  a  later  time, 
'   A  lefs  lu\ur;ant  fml,  ids  genial  dime, 

•  For  us  the  courtr>  boaft^  .-nough  to  charm, 
'  In  the  wild  woodlaind  or  the  cmtur'd  farm 

'  Come,    Cynthio,    come  '.    m    town   no    longer 

Itay 
'  From  crowds,  and  noife,  and  folly,  hafte  away  I 
'  The  fields,  the  n  ead-,  the  trees,  are  ail  in  bloom, 
'  The  vero4  fljowers  awake  a  rich  perlumc, 
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*  Where  Damon's  manfion,  by  the  glaffy  ftream, 
"  Rears  its  white  walls  that  through  green  wil- 

*  lows  gleam, 

*  Annual  the  neighbours  hold  their  fliearing-day ; 
'  And  blithe  youths  come,  and  nymphs  in  neat  array: 
'  Thole  (liear  their  fiieep,  upon  the  Imooth  turf 

'  laid, 
'  In  the  broad  plane's  or  trembling  poplar's  fhade ; 

*  Thefe  for  their  friends  th'  expedled  fcaft  pro- 

'  vide, 

*  Beneath  cool  bowers  along  th'  enclofure's  fide. 

*  To  view  the  toil,  the  glad  repaft  to  Hiare, 

*  Thy  Delia,  my  Melania,  (hall  be  there  ; 

*  Each,  kind  and  faithful  to  her  faithful  fwain, 

*  Loves  the  calm  pleafures  of  the  paftoral  plain. 

*  Come,  Cynthio,  come  1    If  towns  and  crowds  in- 

'  vite, 
.  *  Andnoife  and  folly  promife  high  delight; 

*  Soon  the  tir'd  foul  difgutted  turns  from  thefe— 

*  The  rural  profpedt,  only,  long  can  pleafe  !' 

ECLOGUE  n. 

PAI.EMON  ;    OR,    BENEVOLENCE. 

Scene,  a  Wood-Jide  on  the  Sroiv  of  a  Hill:— Sea- 
fon,  Summer  ;  'T'/ne,  Forenoon. 

Bkight  fleecy  clouds  flew  fcattering  o'er  the  (ky> 
And  fliorten'd   ftiadows  fliow'd   that   noon   was 

nigh ; 
When  two  young  ftiepherds,  in  the  upland  ihade, 
Their  liftlefs  limbs  upon  the  greenfward  laid. 
Surrounding  groves  the  wandering  fight  confin'd— 
All,  fave  where,  weftward,  one  wide   kndfcape 

fhin'd, 
Down  in  the  dale  were  neat  enclofures  feen. 
The  winding  hedge-row  and  the  thicket  green  ; 
Rich  marfh  land  next  a  gloffy  level  fliow'd, 
And  through  gray  willows  filver  rivers  flow'd  : 
Beyond,  high  hills  with  towers  and  villas  crown'd. 
And  waving  forefts,  form'd  the  profpedl's  bound. 
Sweet  was  the  covert  where  the  fwainsreclin'd  1 
There  fpread  the  wild  rofe,  there  the  woodbine 

twin'd ;  [ground, 

There  flood  the  green  fern  j  there,  o'er  the  graiVy 
Sweet  camomile  and  alehoof  crept  around  ; 
And  centaury  red  and  yellow  cinquefoil  grew, 
And  fcarlet  campion,  and  cyanus  blue  ; 
And  tufted  thyme,  and  marjoram's  purple  bloom, 
And  ruddy  ftrawberries  yielding  rich  perfume. 
Gay  flies  their  wings  on  each  fair  flower  difplay'd. 
And  labouring  bees  a  lulling  murmur  made. 
Along  the  brow  a  path  delightful  lay  ; 
Slow  by  the  youths  Palemon  chanc'd  to  (hay, 
A  bard,  who  often  to  the  rural  throng, 
At  vacant  hours  rehears'd  the  moral  fong  I 
The  fong  the  fliepherds  crav'd  ;  the  fagc  reply'd  : 
'  As  late  my  ftcps  forfook  the  fountain  fide, 
'  Adown  the  green  lane  by  tlie  bcechen  grove, 
'  Their  flocks  young  Pironel  and  Larvon  drove  ; 

*  With  us  perchance  they'll  reft  a  while' — The 

fwains  [plains : 

Approach'd  the  (hade  ;  their  (lieep  fpread  o'er  the 
Silent  they  view'd  the  venerable  man, 
Whofe  voice  melodious  thus  the  lay  began  : 
"VV'ljat  Alcon  fung  where  Evefliam^'s  vales  extend, 
I  fing  \  ye  fwains,  your  .pkas'd  aitertion  lend  '. 


'  There  long  with  him  the  rural  life  I  led, 
'  His  fields  I  cultur'd,  and  his  flocks  I  fed. 

•  Where,  by  the  hamlet  road  upon  the  green, 

'  Stood  pleafant  cots  with  trees  difpers'd  between, 

'  Befide  his  door,  as  waving  o'er  his  head 

'  A  lofty  elm  itsruftling  foliage  fpread, 

'  Frequent  he  fat ;  while  all  the  village  train 

'  Prefs'd  round  his  feat,  and  liften'd  to  his  ftrain. 

'  And  once  of  fair  Benevolence  he  fung, 

'  And  thus  the  tuneful  numbers  left  his  tongue  : 

"  Ye  youth  of  Avon's  banks,  of  Bredon's  groves, 

"  Sweet  fcenes,  where  plenty  reigns,  and  plea- 

"  fure  roves ! 
"  Woo  to  your  bowers  benevolence  the  fair, 
"  Kind  as  your  foil,  and  gentle  as  your  air. 
"  She  comes  1  her  tranquil  ftep,  and  placid  eye, 
"  Fierce  rage,  fell  hate,  and  ruthlefs  avarice  fly. 
"  She  cohies !  her  heav'nly  fmiles,  with  power- 

"  fill  charm,  [arm. 

"  Smooth  care's  rough  brow,  and  reft  toil's  weary 
"  She  comes  I  ye  fliepherds,  importune  her  (tay  I 
"  While  your  fair  farms  exuberant  wealth  difplay, 
"  While  herds  and  flocks  their  annual  increafc 

"  yield, 
"  And  yellow  harvefts  load  the  fruitful  field  j 
"  Beneath  grim  want's  inexorable  reign, 
"  Pale  ficknefs,  oft,  and  feeble  age  complain  '. 
"  Why  this  unlike  allotment,  fave  to  fliow, 
"  That  who  poflefs,  pufl'efs  but  to  beftow  ?" 

Palemon  ceas'd. — '  Sweet  is  the  found  of  gales 
'  Amid  green  ofiers  in  the  winding  vales  ; 

*  Sweet  is  the  lark's  loud  note  on  funny  hills, 

'  What  time  fair  morn  the  (ky  with  fragrance  fills; 
'  Sweet  is  the  nightingale's  love-foothing  ftrain, 
'  Heard  by  ftiil  waters  on  the  moonlight  plain  ? 
'  But  not  the  gales  that  through  green  ofiers  play, 
'  Nor  lark's  nor  nightingale's  melodious  lay, 
'  Pleafe  like  fmooth  numbers   by  the  rnufe  in- 

'  fpir'd  !'— 
Larvon  reply'd,  and  homeward  all  retir'd. 

ECLOGUE  IIL 
armyn;  or,  the  discontented. 

Scenej  a  Valley  :—Seafon,  Summer  j   Time,  After- 
noon. 

Summer  o'er  heav'n  dift'us'd  fereneft  blue. 
And  painted  earth  with  many  a  pleafing  hue  ; 
When  Armyn  mus'd  the  vacant  hour  away. 
Where    willows   o'er   him    wav'd  their  pendant 

fpray. 
Cool  was  the  fiiade,  and  cool  the  pafTing  gale, 
And  fwect  tlie  prolpedl  of  the  adjacent  vale: 
The  fertile  foil,  profufe  of  plants,  beftow'd 
The  crowfoot's  gold,  the  trefoil's  purple  fliow'd. 
The  fpiky  mint  rich  fr;igrance  breathing  round. 
And  meadfweet  tall  with  tufts  of  fiowretscrovvii'd. 
And  conifry  white,  and  hoary  filver  weed, 
The  bending  ofier,  and  the  ruftling  reed. 
There,   where  clear  ftreanici  about  green  iflands 

i'pread. 
Fair  flocks  and  herds,  the  wealth  of  Armyn  fed; 
There,  on  the  hill's  foft  flope,  dcliglitful  view  1 
Fair  fields  of  corn,  the  wealth  of  Armyn  grew  ; 
His  fturdy  hinds,  a  flow  laborious  band, 
Swept  their  bright  fcythes  along  the  level  land  : 
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Blithe  youths  and  maitlcns  nimbly  near  them  paft, 
And  the  thick  fwar:h  in  carelefs  wind-rows  call. 
Full  on  the  landfcape  {hone  the  wedering  fun, 
When  thiu  the  Iwain's  i'oliloquy  hep^un  : 
*  Hafle  down,  O  fun,  and  clofe  the  tedious  day  ! 

•  Time  to  the  unhappy  flowly  moves  away. 

'  Not  fo  to  me,  in  Roden's  fylvan  bowers,  [hourr. ; 

*  Pafs'd   youth's   fliort  blifsful  reign  of    carelels 

♦  When  to  my  view  the  fancy'd  future  lay, 
'  A  rcj,'ion  ever  tranquil,  ever  <;'ay. 

'  O  then,  what  ardoUVs  did  my  breaft  inflame! 
'  What  thoughts  were  mine,  of  friendiiiip,  love 

'  and  fame  ! 
'  How  taftelefs  life,  now  all  its  joys  arc  try'd, 
'  And  warm  piirfuits  in  dull  repofefublide!* 
He  paus'd  ;   his  clofinj^  words  Albino  heard. 
As  down  the  dream  his  little  boat  he  llecr'd  ; 
His  hand  rclcas'd  the  fail,  and  drupt  the  oar, 
And  moor'd  the  light  flciff  on  the  fedgy  fhore. 

•  Ceafe,  gentle  fwain,'  be  faid  ;  '  no  more,  in  vain, 

•  Thus  make  paft  pleafure  caufe  of  prefent  pain  ! 

*  Ceafe,  gentle  fwain,'  he  faid  ;  '  from  thee  alone 

*  Arc  youth's  bleft  hours  and  fancy'd  profpe6ts 

'  flown  ? 
'  Ah  no  ! — remembrance  to  my  view  reftores 

*  Dear  iiatis-e  fields,  which  no^v  my  foul  deplores; 
'  Ricli  hills  and  vales,  and  pleafant  village  icenes 

'  Of  oaks,  whofe  wide  arms  {Irctcli'd  o'er  daified 

'  greens, 
'  And  wiriilmill's  fails  flow-circling  in  the  breeze; 

•  And  cottage  walls  envclop'd  half  with  trees — 

♦  Sweet  fcenes,  where  beauty  met  the  ravifli'd  fight, 

*  And  mufic  often  gave  the  ear  delight ; 

*  Where  Delia's  fmile,  and  Mira's  tuneful  fong, 

*  And  Damon's  convcrfe,  charm'd  the  youthful 

'  throng  !  [plains, 

'  How  chang'd,  alas,  howchang'd  ! — O'er  all  our 
'  Proud  Norvalnow  in  lonely  grandeur  reigns; 
'  His  wide-fprcad  park  a  waile  of  verdure  lies, 
'  And  his  vail  villa's  glittering  roofs  arife. 

*  For  me,  hard  fate! — But  fay,  fliall  I  complain  ? 
'  Thefe  limbs  yet  aftive,  life's  fupport  obtain. 

'  Let  us,  or  good  or  evil  as  we  fhare, 

♦  That  thankful  prize,  and  thiswith  patience  bear.* 
Tlie  foft  reproach  touch'd  Armyn's  gentle  breall ; 
His  alter'd  brow  a  placid  fmile  t;xpreft. 

'  Calm  as  clear  ev'nings  after  vernal  rains, 
'  When  all  the  air  a  rich  perfume  retains, 

•  My  mind,'  faid  he, '  its  murmurs  driv'n  away, 

•  Feels  truth's  full  force,  and   bov/s   to  rcafon's 

'   fway  I' 
He  ceas'd :   the  fun,  with  horizontal  beams, 
Oiltthe  green  mountains,  andtheglittcringflreams. 
Slow  ilown  the  tide  before  the  linking  brtreze 
Albino's  white  fail  gleam'd  among  the  trees; 
Slow  down  the  tid-;  his  winding  courfe  he  bore 
To  wat'ryTalgar'b  afpin-fhaded  fhore. 
Slow  crofs  the  valley,  to  tlie  fouthern  hill. 
The  fteps  of  Arniyn  fought  the  diftant  vill,  [rofe ; 
Where  through  tall  elms  the  mofs-growii  turret 
And  his  fair  manfion  ofllr'd  fweet  rcpofc. 

ECLOGUE  IV. 

LVCORON;    or,    the   UNIlAPrY. 

Scene,a  VuUty  ;   Sejjan,  Autumn  ;    Time,  Evening. 

The  matron.  Autumn,  held  her  fober  reign 
O'er  fading  foliage  on  the  ruffct  plain; 


Mild  evening  came;  the  moon  began  to  rife. 
And  fpread  pale  luftre  o'er  unclouded  Ikies. 
'  Twas  filence  all — fave  where  along  the  road 
The  flow  wane  grating  bore  its  cumb'rous  load; 
Save  where  broad  rivers  roU'd  their  waves  away. 
And  fcreaming  herons  fought  their  wat'ry  prcY<>^ 
When  haplefs  Damon,  in  Aigorno's  vale, 
I'our'd  his  foft  forrows  on  the  pafling  gale. 

'  That  grace  of  fliape,  that  elegance  of  air, 
'  That  blooming  face  fo  exquifitely  fair; 
'  That  eye  of  brightnefs,  bright  as  morning's  ray, 
'  That  fmile  of  foFtiief?,  foft  r.s  clofing  day, 
'  Which  bound  my  foul  to  tliee  ;  all,  all  are  fled^ 
'   All  loll,  in  dreary  maufions  of  the  dead! 
'  I'.v'n  him,  whom  diftance  from  his  love  divides, 
'  Toil'd  on  fcorch'd  fands,  or  toft  on  rolling  tides, 
'  Kind  hope  ftill  cheers,  Hill  paints,  to  footh  hit 

pain, 
'  The  happy  moment  when  they  meet  again. 
'   Far  worfe  my  lot !  of  hope  bereft,  I  mourn  !— 
'  The  parted  fpirit  never  can  return  !' 

Thus  Damon  fpoke,  as  in  the  cyprefs  gloom 
He  hung  lamenting  o'er  his  Delia's  tomb. 
In  the  ftill  valley  where  they  wander'd  near. 
Two  gentle  fliepherds  chanc'd  his  voice  to  hear: 
Lycoron's  head  time's  band  had  filver'd  o'er, 
And  Miio's  cheek  youth's  rofy  blufties  bore. 
'  How  mournful,'  faid   Lycoron,  '  flows   that 

'  ftrain! 
'  It  brings  paft  mifcrics  to  my  mind  again. 
'  When  the  blithe  village,  on  the  vernal  green, 
'  Sees  its  fair  daughters  in  the  dance  convene; 
'  And  youth's  light  ftep  in  fearch  of  pleafure  ftrayj, 
'  And  his  fond  eyes  on  beauty  fix  their  gaze  ; 
'  Should'ft  thou,  then  lingering  midft  the  lovely 

'  train, 
'   Wlfh  fome  young  charmer's  cafy  heart  to  gain, 
'  Mark  well,  that  reafon  love's  purfuit  approve, 
'  Ere  thy  foft  arts  her  tender  paflions  move  : 
'  Elfe,  though  thy  thoughts  in  fummer  regions 

range, 
'  Calm  funny  climes  that  fcem  to  fear  no  change; 
'  Rude  winter's  rage  will  foon  the  fccne  deform, 
'  Dark  with  thick  cloud,  and  rough  with  battering 

ftorm ! 
'  When  parents  interdict,  and  friends  difTuadc, 
'  The  prudent  cenfure,  and  the  proud  upbraid; 
'  Think  !  all  their  efl"orts  then  flialt  thou  difdain, 
'  Thy  faith,  thy  conltancy,  unmov'd,  maintain? 
'  To  Ifca's  fields  me  once  ill-fortune  led; 
'   In  Ifca's  fields  her  flocks  Zelinda  fed  : 
'  There  oft,  when  ev'ning,  on  the  filent  plain, 

*  Colnmenc'd  with  fweet  fcrcnity  her  reign, 

'  Along  green  groves,  or  down  the  winding  dales, 

'  The  fair  one  liften'd  to  my  tender  tales  ; 

'  Ihen  when  her  mind,  or  doubt,  or  fear,  diftrcft, 

'  And  doubt,  or  fear,  her  anxious  eyes  opprcft, 

"  O  no !"  faid  I,  "  let  oxen  quit  the  mead, 

"  With  Climbing  goats  on  craggy  cliffs  to  feed ; 

"  Before  the  hare  the  hound  affrighted  fly, 

"  And  larks  purfue  tha  falcon  through  the  flcy; 

"  Streams  ceafe  to  flow,  and  winds  to  ftir  the  lakci 

"  If  I,  unfaithful,  ever  tliee  forfake! — " 

'  What  my  tongue  uttcr'd  then,  my  heart  be- 

«  licv'd: 
'  O  wretched  heart,  fclf-flatter'd  and  deceiv'd  1 
'  Fell  flandtr's  arts  the  virgin's  fame  accus'd  ; 

•  And  whom  my  love  had  cnofc,  my  pride  rcfus'd. 
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•  For  mc,  that  check  did  tears  of  grief  diftain  ? 
'  To  me,  that  voice  in  anguifh  plead  in  vain  ? 
"  What  fiend  relentlefs  then  my  foul  poffeft  ? 

•  OblivioH  hide !  for  ever  hide  the  rell ! 

•  Too  well  her  innocence  and  truth  were  prov'd ; 

•  Too  late  my  pity  and  my  juflicemov'dl'  [exprell; 

He  ceas'd,  with  groans  that  more  than  words 
And  fmote  in  agony  his  aged  breaft. 


His  friend  reply'd  not ;  but,  with  foothing  ftraina 
Of  folemn  mufic,  fought  to  eafe  his  pains : 
Soft  flow'd  the  notes,  as  gales  that  waft  perfume 
From  cowfllp  meads,  or  linden  boughs  in  bloom. 
Peace  o'er  their  minds  a  calm  compofure  caft  ; 
And  ilowly  down   the  flaadowy  vale  in  penfive 
mood  they  pail. 


ELEGIES;  DESCRIPTIVE  AND  MORAL. 


ELEGY  I. 

.    "WRITTEN   AT    THE  APPROACH   OF   SPRING. 

Stern  Winter  hence  with  all  his  train  removes, 
And  cheerful  fkies  and  limpid  llreams  are  feen ; 

Thick-fprouting  foliage  decorates  the  groves  ; 
Reviving  herbage  clothes  the  fields  with  green. 

Yet  lovelier  fcenes  th'  approaching  months  pre- 
pare; 

Kind  fpring's  full  bounty  foon  will  be  difplay'd  ; 
The  fmile  of  beauty  ev'ry  vale  fhall  wear  ; 

The  voice  of  fong  enliven  ev'ry  fhade. 

0  fancy,  paint  not  coming  days  too  fair  ! 

Oft  for  the  profpecfts  fprightly  May  fhould  yield 
Rain-pouring  clouds  have  darken'd  all  the  air, 
Or  fnovvs  untimely  whiten'd  o'er  the  field : 

But  fhould  kind  fpring  her  wonted  bounty  fhow'r, 
The  fmile  of  beauty,  and  the  voice  of  fong ; 

If  gloomy  thought  the  human  mind  o'erpower, 
Ev'n  vernal  hours  glide  unenjoy'd  along. 

1  fhun  the  fcenes  where  madd'ning  paffion  raves. 

Where  pride  and  folly  high  dominion  hold, 
And  unrelenting  avarice  drives  her  flaves 
O'er  proftrate  virtue,  in  purfuit  of  gold. 

The  graffy  lane,  the  wood-furrounded  field,  [gay. 
The  rude  ftone  fence  with  fragrant  wallflow'rs 

The  clay-built  cot,  to  me  more  plcafure  yield, 
Than  all  the  pomp  imperial  domes  dilplay ; 

And  yet  even  here,  amid  thefe  fecret  Iliades, 
Thefe  fimple  fcenes  of  unreprovd  delight, 

AfflicSlion's  iron  hand  my  breaft  invades, 
And  death's  dread  dart  is  ever  in  my  fight. 

While  genial  funs  to  genial  ihow'rs  fuccced 

(The  air  all  mildnefs,  and  the  earth  all  bloom) ; 

While  herds  and  flocks  range  fportive  o'er  the 
mead. 
Crop  the  fweet  herb,  andfnuffthe  rich  perfume ; 

O  why  alone  to  haplefs  man  deny'd 

To  tafte  the  blifs  inferior  beings  boafl;  ? 

O  why  this  fate,  that  fear  and  pain  divide 

His  few  ihort  hours  on  earth's  delightful  coaft  ? 

Ah  ceafe— no  more  of  Provirlence  complain  ! 

'Tis  fenfe  of  guilt  that  wakes  the  mind  to  woe, 
Gives  force  to  fear,  adds  energy  to  pain, 

.And  pails  each  joy  by  Hcav'ii  indulg'd  below. 


Why  elfe  the  fmillng  infant-train  fo  bleft. 

Ere  ill  propenfion  ripens  into  fin. 
Ere  wild  defire  inflames  the  youthful  breaft, 

And  dear-bought  knowledge  ends   the    peace 
within  ? 

As  to  the  bleating  tenants  of  the  field, 
As  to  the  fportive  warblers  on  the  trees, 

To  them  their  joys  fincere  the  feafons  yield, 
And  all  their  days  and  all  their  profpefts  pleafe ; 

Such  mine,  when  firfl  from  London's  crowded 

ftreets,  [hills, 

Rov'd  my  young  flieps  to  Surry's  wood-crown'd 

O'er  new-blown  meads  that  breath'd  a  thoufami 

fweets. 

By  fliady  coverts  and  by  cryfial  rills, 

O  happy  hours,  beyond  recov'ry  fled  ! 

What  fhare  I  now  that  can  your  lofs  repay. 
While  o'er  my  mind  thefe  glooms  of  thought  are 
fpread. 

And  veil  t.he  light  of  life's  meridian  ray  ? 

Is  there  no  power  this  darknefs  to  remove  ? 

The  long-loll:  joys  qf  Eden  to  reftore  ? 
Or  raife  our  views  to  happi  jr  feats  above,  [more  ? 

Where  fear,  and  pain,  and  death,  Ihall  be  no 

Yes,  thofe  there  are  who  know  a  Saviour's  love 
The  long-loft  ioys  of  Eden  to  reftore. 

And  raife  their  views  to  happier  feats  above, 
Whei-e  fear,  and  pain,  aud  death,  fhall  be  no 
more : 

Thefe  grateful  fhare  the  gifts  of  nature's  hand  ; 

And  in  the  varied  fcenes  that  roiiud  them  fliine 
(Minute  and  beautiful,  or  rude  and  grand), 

Admire  th'  amazing  workmanfiiip  divine. 

Blows  not  a  flow'ret  in  th'  enamell'd  vale. 
Shines  not  a  pebble  where  the  riv'let  ilra}'B, 

Sports  not  an  inletS  on  tlie  fpicy  gale. 

But  claims  ftieir  wonder,  and  excites  their  pralfe. 

For  them  ev'n  vernal  nature  looks  more  gay. 
For  them  more  lively  hues  the  fields  adorn; 

To  them  more  fair  the  faireft  fmile  of  day, 

To  them  more  fweet  the  fweeteft   breath  of 
morn. 

They  feel  the  blifs  that  hope  and  faith  fupply  ; 
They  pafs  fereue  th'  appointed  hours  that  bring 
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Tlie  day  tliat  wafts  them  to  tbf  realms  on  high, 
The  day  tliat  centers  in  eternul  Ipring. 


ELEGY  II. 

WRITTEN  IN   THE   HOT  WEATHER,  JULY  1757- 

Three  hoars  from  noon  the  paningfhadow  fhsws, 
The  fuitry  breeze  glides  faintly  o'er  the  plains, 

The  dazz.'ino-  ether  iltrce  and  fiercer  g  ovvs. 
And  human  nature  i'carce  its  rage  fuflains. 

Now  ftill  and  vacant  is  the  dufky  {Ircet, 
And  Hill  and  vacant  all  yon  lields  extend, 

Save  where  thofe  I'wains,  opprefs'd  with  toil  and 
heat, 
The  grafly  harveft^of  the  mead  attend. 

Loft  is  the  lively  afpciS  of  the  ground, 

Low  are  the  ipiings,  the  reedy  ditches  dry ; 

No  verdant  fpot  in  ail  the  vale  is  found, 

Save  what  yon  llream's  unfaiing  llores  fupply. 

Wliere  are  the  flow'rs,  the  garden's  rich  array  ? 

Where  is  their  beauty,  where  their  fragrance 
fled? 
Their  ftems  relax,  faft  fall  their  leaves  away, 

They  fade  and  mingle  with  their  dufly  bed  : 

All  but  the  natives  of  the  torrid  zone, 

What  Afric's  wilds,  or  Peru's  fields  difplay, 

Pleas'd  with  a  clime  that  imitates  their  own, 
They  lovelier  bloom  beneath  the  parching  ray. 

Where  is  wild  nature's  heart-reviving  fong, 

Thatfill'd  in  genial  ipring  the  verdant  bow'rs .'' 

Silent  in  gloomy  woods  the  fL-ather'd  throng 
Pine  through  this  long,  long  courfe  of  fuitry 
hours. 

Where  is  the  dream  of  blifs  by  fummer  brought? 

The  walkalcng  the  riv'lct-water'd  vale  ? 
The    field    with   verdure    clad,    with    fragrance 
fraught  ? 

The  fun  mild-beaming,  and  the  fanning  gale  ? 

The  Weary  foul  imagination  cheers, 

Her  pleafing  colours  paint  the  future  gay  : 

Time  pafTrs  on,  the  truth  itfclf  appears, 
1'he  plcafmg  colours  inftant  fade  away. 

In  diff'rerjt  feafons  difT'rent  joys  we  place, 

And  thefc  v/ill  Ipring  fupply,  and  Inmmcr  thefe  ; 

Yet  frequent  florms  the  bloom  of  fpring  deface, 
And  fummer  fcarcely  brings  a  day  to  pleaie. 

O  for  fome  fecret  {hady  cool  recefs. 

Some  Gothic   dome  o'erhung  with  darkfome 
trees, 
Where  thick  damp  walls  this  raging  heat  reprefs, 

Where  the  long  aiile  invites  the  lazy  breeze  I 

But   why  thefe  plaints  ? — refled,    nor   murmur 
more — 

Far  worfe  their  fate  in  many  a,  foreign  land  ; 
The  Indian  tribes  on  Darien's  fwampy  fhore. 

The  Arabs  wand'ring  over  Mecca's  fand. 

Far  worfe,  alas !  the  feeling  mind  fuftains,  [fhamc ; 

Rack'd  with   the  poignant  pangs  of   fear  or 
The  hopelefs  lover  bound  in  beauty's  chains, 

The  bard  whom  envy  robs  of  hard-earn'd  fame ; 

He,  who  a  father  or  a  mother  mourns. 
Or  l&vely  cenJTcrt  Joft  in  carlj^  bloom ; 


He,  whom  fell  Febris,  rapid  fury,  burns, 

Or  Phthilib  flow  leads  ling'ring  to  the  tomb- 
Left  man  fhould  fink  beneath  the  preftnt  pain ; 
Left  man  ihould  triumph  in  the  prefcnt  joy  ; 
For  him  th'  unvarying  laws  of  Hcav'n  ordain, 
Hope  in  his  ills,  and  to  his  blifs  alloy. 

Fierce  andopprcflive  is  the  heat  we  bear. 

Yet  not  unufelul  to  our  humid  foil ; 
Fhence  ftiall  our  fruits  a  richer  flavour  fliare, 

I'hcnce  fhall  our  plains  with  riper  harveftsfmilc,' 

flcfledt,  nor  murmur  more— for  good  in  all, 

Heaven  gives  the  due  degrees  of  drought  or  rain; 

Perhaps  ere  morn,  rcfreihing  fliow'rs  may  fall, 
Nor  foun  yon  fun  rife  blazing  fierce  again  : 

Ev'n  now  behold  the  grateful  change  at  hand  ? 

Hark,  in  the  eall  loud-blulVring  gales  arifc  ; 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  dark'ning  cloud';  expand, 

And  diftant  lightnings  flalh  along  the  Ikies! 

O,  in  the  awful  concert  of  the  ftomi. 

While  hail,  and  rain,  and  wind,  and  thunder  join; 
May  deep-felt  gratitude  my  foul  inform, 

May  joyful  fongs  of  rcv'rcnt  praifc  be  mine  !  .  . 

ELEGY  III. 

WRITTEN  IN   HARVEST. 

Farewell  the  pleafant  violet-fcented  fiiade, 
The  primros'd  hill,  and  daify-mantled  mead; 

The  furrow'd  land,  with  fpringing  corn  array'd; 
The  funny  wall,  with  bloomy  branches  fpread : 

Farewell  the  bow'r  with  blufliing  rofcs  gay  ; 

Farewell  the  fragrant  trefoil-purpled  field  ; 
Farewell  the  walk  through  rows  of  new-mown 
hay, 

When  ev'ning  breezes  mingled  odours  yield : 

Of  thefe  no  more — now  round  the  lonely  farms, 
Wliere  jocund  plenty  deigns  to  lix  her  feat; 

Th'  autunuial  landfcape  op'ning  all  its  charms, 
Declares  kind  nature's  annual  work  complete. 

In  diff'rent  parts  what  diff'rent  view?  delight. 
Where  on  neat  ridges  waVts  the  golden  grain; 

Or  where  the  biarJcd  barley  dazzling  white, 
Spreads  o'er  the  fteepy  flope  or  wide  champaign. 

The  fmilc  of  morning  gleams  along  the  hills. 
And  wakeful  labour  calls  her  fons  abroad  ; 

They  leave  with  cheerful  look  their  lowly  vills. 
And  bid  the  fields  refign  their  ripen'd  load. 

In  various  tafks  engage  the  ruftic  bands, 

And  here  the  fcythe,  and  there  the  fickle  wield; 

Or  rear  the  new-bound  fheaves  along  the  lands, 
Or  range  in  heaps  the  fwarths  upon  the  field. 

Some  build  the  Ihocks,  fome  load  the  fpacious 
wains. 

Some  lead  to  flielt'ring  bams  the  fragrant  corn ; 
Some  form  tall  ricks,  that  tow'ring  o'er  the  plains 

For  many  a  mile,  the  homcftead  yards  adorn,— 

The  rattling  car  with  verdant  braiiches  crown'd. 
The  joyful  fwains  that  raifc  the  clam'rous  fong, 

Th'  enclofure  gates  thrown  open  all  around. 
The  Hubble  peopled  by  the  gleaning  throng. 

I  Soon  mark  g'ad  harveft  o'er- Ye  rural  lords, 
Whofc  wide  Jomaini  e'er  Albion's  iflc  estcni; 
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Think  whofe  kind  hand  your  annual  wealth  af- 
fords, 
And  hid  to  Heaven  your  grateful  praife  afcend  ! 

For  though  no  gift  fpontaneous  of  the  ground 
Rofe  thefe  fair  crops  that  made  yourvalley  sfniile, 

Though  the  blithe  youth  of  every  hamlet  round 
Purfued  for  thefe  through  many  a  day  their  toil ; 

Yet  what  avail  your  labours  or  your  cares  ? 

Can  all  your  labours,  nil  your  cares,  fupply 
Bright  funs,  or  foft'ning  fliow'rs,  or  tepid' airs, 

Or  one  indulgent  influence  of  the  fky  ? 

I'or  Providence  decrees,  that  v/e  obtain 
With  toil  each  bkfiir.g  dcftin'd  to  our  ufe  ; 

But  means  to  teach  tis,  that  our  toil  is  vain 
If  he  thfe  bounty  of  his  hand  refulc. 

Yet,  Albion,  blame  not  what  thy  crime  demands, 
While  this  fad  truth  the  blufhing  niufe  betrays — 

More  frequent  echoes  o'er  thy  harv-lt  lands, 
The  voice  of  riot  than  the  voice  of  praife. 

Prolific  though  thy  fields,  and  mild  thy  clime. 
Realms  fam'd  for  fields  as  rich,  for  climes  as  fair, 

Have  fall'n  the  prey  of  famine,  war,  and  time. 
And  now  no  femblance  of  their  glory  bear. 

Afk  Palefline,  proud  Afia's  early  boaft. 

Where  now  the  groves  that  pour'd  her  wine 
and  oil;  [coafl ; 

Where  the  fair  towns  that  crown'd  her  wealthy 
Where  the  glad  fwains  that  till'd  her  fertile  foil : 

Alk,  and  behold,  and  mourn  her  haplefs  fall ! 

Where  rofe  fair  towns,  where  toil'd  the  jocund 
fwain, 
Thron'd  on  the  naked  rock  and  mould'ring  wall, 

Pale  want  and  ruin  hold  their  dreary  reign. 

Where  Jordan's  valleys  fmll'd  in  living  green, 
Where  Sharon's  flow'rs  difclos'd  their  varied 
hues, 

The  wand'ring  pilgrim  views  the  alter'd  fcene, 
And  drops  the  tear  of  pity  as  he  views. 

Afk  Grecia,  mourning  o'er  her  ruin'd  tow'rs, 
Where  novir  the  profpecSts  charm'd  her  bards  of 
old, 
Her  corn-clad  mountains  and  Elyfian  bow'rs. 
And  filver  flreams  through  fragrant  meadows 
roU'd  ? 

Where  freedom's  praife  along  the  vale  was  heard. 
And  town  to  tov/n  return'd  the  fa v 'rite  found  ; 

Where  patriot  war  her  awful  llandard  rear'd, 
And  brav'd  the  millions  Perfiii  pour'd  around  .'' 

There  freedom's  praife  no  more  the  valley  cheers, 
There  patriot  war  no  more  her  banner  waves; 

Nor  bard,  nor  fage,  nor  martial  chief  appears, 
But  ftern  barbarians  rule  a  land  of  flaves. 

of  mighty  realms  are  fuch  the  poor  remains? 

Of  mighty  realms  that  fell,  when  mad  with 
pow'r, 
They  call'd  for  vice  to  revel  on  their  plains; 

The  monfler  doom'd  their  offspring  to  devour ! 

O  Albion  !  woiildft  thon  Hum  their  mournful  fr.te. 
To  fhun  their  follies  and  their  crimes  be  thine  ; 


And  woo  to  linger  in  thy  fair  retreat, 
The  radiant  virtues,  progeny  divine  ! 

Fair  truth,  with  dauntlefs  eye  and  afpeift  bland ; 

Sweet  peace  whofe  brow  no  angry  frown  de- 
forms ; 
Soft  charity,  with  over-open  hand; 

And  courage,  calm  amid  furrounding  florms. 

O  lovely  train  !  O  hafte  to  grace  our  iflc  ! 

So  may  thi;  pow'r  who  ev'ry  blcffmg  yields. 
Bid  on  her  clinic  ferencfl  feafonsfmile, 

And  crown  with  annual  wealth  her  far-fam'd 
fields. 

ELEGY  IV. 

WRITTEN   AT   TBE   APrROACU  OF   WINTER. 

Tiir.  fun  far  fouthward  bends  his  annual  way, 
'I'hc  bleak  north-eafh  wind  lays  the  forefts  bare. 

The  fruit  ungather'd  quits  the  naked  Ipray, 
And  dreary  winter  reigns  o'er  earth  and  air. 

No  mark  of  vegetable  life  is  feen, 

No  biid  to  bird  repeats  his  tuneful  call ; 

Save  the  dark  leaves  of  fome  rude  evergreen. 
Save  the  lone  red-breafl  on  the  mofs-grown  wall. 

Where  are  the  fprightly  profpe6ls  fpring  fupply'd, 
The  may-iiower*d  hedges  fcenting  every  breeze; 

The  white  flocks  Icatt'ring  o'er  th'  mountain's  fide. 
The  woodlarks  warbling  on  the  blooming  trees; 

Where  is  gay  fummer's  fportive  infeA  train, 

That  in  green  fields  on  painted  pinions  play'd  ? 

The  herd  at  morn  wide-pailuring  o'er  the  plain. 

Or  throng'd  at  noon-tide  in  the  willow  fhade  ? 

Where  is  brown  autumn's  ev'ning  mild  and  flill, 
What  time   the    ripen'd   corn    frefli   fragrance 
yields, 

What  time  the  village  peoples  all  the  hill. 
And  loud  fliouts  echo  o'er  the  harvefl  fields  ? 

To  former  fcenes  cur  fancy  thus  returns. 

To  former  fcenes  that  little  pleas'd  when  here  ! 

Our  winter  chills  us,  and  our  fummer  burns. 
Yet  we  diflike  the  clianges  of  the  year. 

To  luippier  lands  then  relllefs  fancy  flies,  [flow  5 
Where  Indian  fireams  through  green  Savannahs 

Where  brighter  funs  and  ever  tranquil  fkies 
Bid  new  fruits  ripen,  and  new  flow'rets  blow. 

Let  truth  thefe  fairer  happier  lands  furvey — 
I'here   frowning    months  defcend  in    wat'ry 
fiorms ; 

Or  nature  faints  amid  the  blaze  of  day, 

And  one  brown  hue  the  fun-burnt  plain  deforms. 

There  oft,  as  tolling  in  the  fultry  fields, 
Or  homeward  paffing  on  the  fliadelefs  way, 

His  joylefs  life  the  weary  lab'rer  yields. 
And  inilant  drops  beneath  the  deathful  ray. 

Who  dreams  of  nature,  free  from  nature's  flrife  I 
Who  dreams  of  conftant  happinefs  below  ? 

The  hope-flulh'd  ent'rcr  on  the  ftage  of  life  ; 
The  youth  to  knowledge  unchaftis'd  by  woe. 

For  me,  long  toil'd  on  many  a  weary  road. 
Led  by  h'lk  hope  in  fcarch  of  many  a  joy; 
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I  find  in  earth's  blcalc  clime  no  blcft  abode, 
No  place,  no  fealon,  facrcd  frooi  annoy  : 

Forme,  while  winter  rages  romid  the  plains, 
With  his  dark  days  I  human  life  compare  •, 

Not  thol'e  more  fraught  with  clouds,  and  >vinds, 
a.nd  rains. 
Than  this  with  pining  pain  and  anxious  cure. 

O !    whence  this  wondrous  turn  of  mind  our 
fate — 

Whatc'er  the  feafon  or  the  place  pofTcft, 
We  ever  murmur  at  our  prefent  (luce  , 

And  yet  t!iR  thought  of  parting  breaks  our  rcH  ? 

Why  elfe,  v.hen  heard  in  ev'nin^'s  folemn  gloom, 
Does  tic  fad  knell,  that  founding  o'er  the  plain 

Tolls  loni--  poor  lifehfs  body  to  the  tomb, 
Thu?  thrill  my  breull  with  melancholy  pain  ? 

The  vo'ce  of  reafon  thunders  in  my  ear:      [clay; 

'    Thus  thou,  ere  lon;^,  mull  join   thy  kindred 
'  No  J  lore  thole  noftrils  breathe  ihe  vital  air, 

'  No  more  thofe  eyelids  open  on  the  day  !' 

O  winter,  o'er  me  hold  thy  dreary  reign  ! 

Spread  wide  thy  (kies  in  darkeR  horrors  drefl  f 
Of  their  d'--id  rage  no  longer  I'll  complain 

Nor  afk  an  Eden  for  a  tranficnt  gucll:. 

Enough  has  Heaven  indulg'd  of  joy  below. 
To  tempt  our  tarriance  in  this  lov'd  retreat; 

Enough  has  Heaven  ordain'd  of  ufcful  woe, 
To  make  us  languifli  for  a  happier  feat. 

There  is,  who  deems  all  climes,  all  feafons  fair ; 

There  is,  who  knows  no  reftlefs  paffion's  flrife  ; 
Contentment,  fmiling  at  each  idle  care  ; 

Contentment,  thankful  for  the  gift  of  life  1 

She  finds  in  winter  many  a  view  to  pleafe  ; 

The  morning  iandfcape  fring'd  with  froft-work 

gay, 

The  fim  at  noon  feen  through  the  leaflefs  trees, 
The  clear  calm  ether  at  the  clofe  of  day  : 

She  marks  th'  advantage  ftorms  and  clouds  bellow, 
When  blull'ring  Caurus  purifies  the  air  ; 

When  moift  Aquarius  pours  the  fleecy  Ihow, 
That   makes    th'    impregnate   glebe   a   richer 
harveft  bear : 

She  bids,  for  all,  our  grateful  praife  arife. 

To  him  whofe  mandate  Ipake  the  world  to  form; 
Gay  fpring's  gay  bloom,  and  fummer's  cheerful 
{kies. 
And    autumn's    c(xn»clad    field,    and   winter 
founding  florm. 

ELEGY  V. 

WRITTEN  AT  AMWELI.,   IN  HERTFORDSHIRE, 
1768. 

O  FRIEND  !  though  filcnt  thus  thy  tongue  remains, 

I  read  inquiry  in  thy  anxious  eye. 
Why  my  pale  cheek  the  frequent  tear  diftains, 

Why  from  my  bofom  burfts  the  frequent  figh. 

Long  from  tlicfc  fccnes  dctaln'd  in  diftant  fields. 
My  mournful  tale  perchance  efcap'd  thy  ear  ; 

Frefli  grief  to  me  the  repetition  yields  ; 
Thy  kind  attention  gives  thee  right  lo  hear  ! 
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Foe  to  the  world's  piirfuit  of  wealth  and  fame, 

Thy  Theron  early  from  the  world  retir'd. 
Left  to  rlii;  hufy  throng  each  boaiUd  aim. 
Nor  aught,  lave  peace  in  folitude,  defir'd. 

A  few  choice  volumes  there  could  oft  engage, 
A  few  choice  friends  there  oft  amus'd  the  day; 

There  his  lov'd  parent's  flow-declining  age, 
Life's  calm  unvary'd  ev'iiing,  wore  away. 

Foe  f  o  tlie  futile  manners  of  the  proud. 
He  cliol'o  un  humble  virgin  tor  his  own  ; 

A  form  withnatuie'a  faireii  gifts  eiidow'd. 
And  ptirc  as  vernal  blofToms  newly  blown. 

Her  hand  flic  gave,  and  with  it  gave  a  heart 
By  love  engag'd,  with  gratitude  impreft, 

Free  without  folly,  prudent  without  art. 

With  wit  acconipliih'd,  and  with  virtue  blcft. 

Swift  pafb'd  the  hours;  alas,  to  pafs  no  more  ! 

Flown  like  the  light  clouds  of  a  fummer's  day! 
One  beauteous  pledge  the  beauteous  confort  boref 

The  fatal  gift  forbade  the  giver's  flay. 

Ere  twice  the  fun  perform'd  his  annual  round. 
In  one  fad  fpot  where  kindred  afhes  lie, 

O'er   wife,   and  child,    and   parents,    clos'd  the 
ground ; 
The  final  home  of  naan  ordain'd  to  die ! 

O  ceafe  at  length,  obtrufive  meni'ry  !  ceafe, 
Nor  in  my  view  the  wretched  hours  retain. 

That  faw  difeafe  on  her  dear  life  increafe. 
And  med'cine's  lenient  arts  effay'd  in  vain. 

O  the  dread  fccne  (in  niifery  how  fublime)  ! 

Of  love's  vain  pray'rs  to  flay  her  fleeting  breath ! 
Sufpenfe  that  reftlefs  watch'd  the  flight  of  time, 

And  helplefs  dumb  defpair  awaiting  death ! 

O  the  dread  fccne  !— 'Tis  agony  to  tell. 

How  o'er  the  couch  of  pain  dcclin'd  my  head, 

And  took  from  dying  lips  the  long  farewell. 
The  laft,  lail  parting,  ere  her  fpirit  fled. 

'  Reftoreher,  Heaven,  as  from  the  grave  retrieve— 
'  In  each  calm  moment  all  things  tlfc  rcfign'd, 

'  Her  looks,  her  language,  fhow   how  Viard   to 
leave 
•  Tha  lov'd  companion  Ihc  muft  leave  behind. 

'  Reftore  her.  Heaven  1  for  once  in  mercy  fpare— ' 
Thus  love's  vain  prayer  in  anguifli  interpos'd: 

And  loon  fufpenfe  gave  place  to  dumb  defpair. 
And  o'er  the  paft,  death's  fable  curtain  clos'd — 

In  filence  clos'd — My  thought?  rov'd  frantic  round. 
No  hope,  no  wifli  beneath  the  fun  remaia'd ; 

Earth,  air,  and  flcies  one  difmal  walle  I  found. 
One  pale,    dead,    dreary    blank,   with  horror 
llain'd. 

O  lovely  flow'r,  too  fair  for  this  rude  clime '. 

O  lovely  morn,  too  prodigal  of  light  ! 
O  traufieiit  beauties,  blafl:cd  in  thsir  prime  I 

O  tranficnt  glories,  funk  in  fuddcn  night ! 

Sweet  excellence,  by  all  who  knew  thee  mourn'd ' 
Where  is  that  form,  that  mind,  my  foul  admit 'd; 

That  form,  with  every  pleafing  charm  adorn'd; 
That  mind,  with  every  gentle  thought  infpir'd? 

The  face  with  rapture  view'd,  I  view  no  more ; 
'ihe  voice  with  rapture  he.'.rd,  no  n;orc  I  hear  ; 
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Yet  the  lov'd  features  mem'ry's  eyes  explore ; 
Yet  the  lov'd  accents  fall  on  mem'ry's  ear. 

Ah  fad,  fad  change  (fad  fource  of  daily  pain)  ! 

That  fenfe  of  lofs  ineffable  renews ; 
While  nay  rack'd  bofoni  heaves  the  figh  in  vain, 

While  my  pale  cheek  the  tear  in  vain  bedews. 

Still  o'er  tlie  prrave  that  holds  the  dear  remains. 
The  mould'ring  veil  her  fpirit  left  below. 

Fond  fancy  dwells,  and  pours  funereal  flrains, 
The  foul-diffolving  melody  of  woe. 

Nor  mine  alone  to  bear  this  painful  doom, 
Nor  (he  alone  the  tear  of  fong  obtains ; 

The  mufe  of  Blagdon  *,  o'er  Conftantia's  tomb. 
In  all  the  eloquence  of  grief  complains. 

JMy  friend's  fair  hope,  like  mine,  fo  lately  gain'd ; 

His  heart,  like  mine,  in  its  true  partner  blefl ; 
Both  from  one  caufe  the  fame  diftrefs  fuftain'd. 

The  fame  fad  hours  beheld  us  both  diftreft. 

O  human  life  !  how  mutable,  how  vain  ! 

How  thy  wide  forrows  circumfcribc  thy  joy— 
A  funny  ifiand  in  a  flormy  main, 

A  fpot  of  azure  in  a  cloudy  Iky  ! 

All-gracious  Heaven  !  fmce  man,  infatuate  man, 
Refts  in  thy  viforks  too  negligent  of  thee, 

Lays  for  himfclf  on  earth  his  little  plan. 
Dreads  not,  or  diftant  views  mortality; 

'Tis  but  to  wake  to  nobler  thought  the  foul. 
To  roufe  us  ling'ring  on  earth's  flowery  plain. 

To  virtue's  path  our  wand'rings  to  controul, 
Afflitftion  frowning  comes,  thy  minifier  of  pain  ! 

AA-IWELL : 

A-DESCSIPTIVE  POEM. 

There  dwells  a  fond  defire  in  human  minds. 
When  pleas'd,  their  pleafure  to  extend  to  thofe 
Of  kindred  tafte ;  and  thence  th'  inchanting  arts 
Of  pidture  and  of  fong,  the  femblance  fair 
Of  nature's  forms  produce.     This  fond  defire 
Prompts  me  to  fmg  the  lonely  fylvan  fcenes 
Of  Amwell ;  which,  fo  foft  in  early  youth, 
■While  novelty  enhanc'd  their  native  charms, 
Gave  rupture  to  my  foul ;  and  often,  ftill, 
On  life's  calm  moments  fhcd  ferener  joy. 

Defcriptivemufe  !  whofe  hand  along  the  ftream 
Of  ancient  Thames,  through  Richmond's   fhady 

groves. 
And  Sheen's  fair  valleys,  once  thy  f  Thomfon  led, 
And  once  o'er  green  Carmarthen's  woody  vales, 
And  funny  landfkapes  of  Campania's  plain. 
Thy  other  favour'd  bard  f  ;  thou,  who  fo  late, 
5n  bowers  by  Clcnt's  wild  peakes  §,  to  Shenftone's 

car 
Didft  bring  fweet  drains  of  rural  melody, 
(Alas  no  longer  heard  !) — vouchfafe  thine  aid: 


*  See  verfss  ivrltten  at  Sandgate  cajile,  in  memory 
af  a  lady,  by  the  late  ingenious  Dr.  Langhorne. 

*t"  'Thomfon,  author  of  the  Seafens,  rcjided  fart  of 
his  Ife  near  Richmond. 

\  Dyer,  Author  of  Grongar  Hill;  The  ruins  of 
Mome  ;   and  that  excellent  negleSlid poem,   The  Fleet-c. 

§  The  Clent-hills  adjoin  to  H-igley-parkj  and  are 
'■'iVfar  dijlant  ficm  the  Leajowes. 


From  all  our  rich  varieties  of  view, 
What  bed  may  pleafe,  alfift  me  to  feledl-, 
With  art  difpofe,  with  energy  defcribe, 
And  its  full  image  on  the  mmd  imprefs. 

And  ye,  who  e'er  in  thefe  delightful  fields 
Confum'd  with  me  the  focial  hour,  while  I 
Your  walk  conduced  o'er  their  lovelieft  fpots. 
And  on  their  faireft  objeils  fix'd  your  fight; 
Accept  this  verfe,  which  may  to  memory  call 
That  focial  hour,  andiweetly  varied  walk  1 

And  thou,  by  ftrong  connubial  union  mine  ; 
Mme,  by  the  ftronger  union  of  the  heart  j 
In  whom  the  lofs  of  parents  and  of  friends. 
And  her,  the  firft  fair  partner  of  my  joys, 
All  recompens'd  I  find  ;  whofe  prelence  cheers 
The  foft  domeftic  fcene :    Maria,  come  ! 
The   country    calls   us  forth ;    blithe    fummer's 

hand 
Sheds  fweeteft  flowers,   and  morning's  brighteft 

fmile 
Illumines  earth  and  air  ;  Maria,  come  I 
By    winding    pathways    through    the    waving 

corn. 
We  reach  the  airy  point  that  profpefl  yields. 
Not  valt  and  awful,  but  confin'd  and  fair; 
Not  the  black  mountain  and  the  foamy  main ; 
Not  the  tlirong'd  city  and  the  bufy  port  j 
But  pleafant  interchange  of  foft  afcent. 
And  level  plain,  and  growth  of  ftiady  woods. 
And  twining  courfe  of  rivers  clear,  and  fight 
Of  rural  tovi;ns,  and  rural  cots,  whofe  roofs 
Rife  fcattering  round,  and  animate  the  whole. 
Far   tovv'rds  the  weft,  clofe  under  flieltering 
hills, 
In  verdant  mends,  by  Lee's  cerulean  ftream, 
Hertford's  gray  towers  *  afcends ;  the  rude  re- 
mains 
Of  high  antiquity,  from  wafte  efcap'd 
Of  envious  time,  and  violence  of  war. 
For  war  there  once,  fo  tells  th'  hiftoric  page, 
Led  dcfolation's  fteps  :  the  hardy  Dane, 
By  avarice  lur'd,  o'er  ocean's  ftormy  wave. 
To  ravage  Albion's  plains,  his  favourite  feat, 
There  fijf'd  awhile  ;  and  there  his  caftles  rear'd 
Among  the  trees ;  and  there,  beneath  yon  ridge 
Of  piny  rocks,  his  conquering  navy  moor'd, 
^\'■ith  idle  fails  furl'd  on  the  yard,  and  oars 
Recumbent  on  the  flood,  and  Itreamers  gay 
Triumphant  fluttering  on  the  paffing  winds. 
In  fear,  the  (hepherd  on  the  lonely  heaih 
Tended  his  fcanty  flock  ;  the  ploughman  turn'd> 
III  fear,  his  hafty  furrow  \  eft  the  din 
Of  hotlile  arms  alarm'd  the  eai^-End  flames 
Ofplunder'd  towns  through  night's  thick  gloom 

from  far 
Gleam'd  difmal  on  the  fight  :  till  Alfred  came, 
rill  Alfred,  father  of  his  people,  came, 
Lee's  rapid  tide  into  new  channels  turn'd. 
And  left  a-ground  the  Daman  fleet,  and  forc'd 

*  In  the  beginning  of  the  Beptarchy,  the  ionvn 
of  Hertford  ivas  accounted  one  of  the -principal 
cities  cf  the  Ea/l  Saxons,  nuhere  the  kings  of  that 
prownce  often  kept  their  courts,  and  a  parlia- 
mentary council,  or  nationalfynod,  luas  held,  Sept. 
2i^thi  675.  Chauncy's  Hift.  of  Hertfordfliire,  p-  23?* 
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The  foe  to  fpeedy  flight  *.    Then  freedom's  voice 

Reviv'd  the  drooping  fwain  ;  then  plenty's  hand 

Recloth'd  the  dei'ert  fields,  and  |)i--,ice  und  love 

Sat  finiling  by  j  as  now  they  fmiling  lit. 

Obvious  to  fancy's  eye,  upon  the  fide 

Of  yon  bright  funny  theatre  of  hills, 

V/here    Bengeo's    villas  rife,    and   Ware   Park'3 

lawns 
Spread  their  green  furface,  interfpers'd  with  groves 
Of  broad  umbrageous  oak,  and  fpiry  pine, 
Tall  elm,  and  linden  pale,  and  bion'otn'd  thorn, 
Ereathing  mild  fragrance,  like  tlie  fpicy  gales 
Of  Indian  iflands.    On  the  ample  brow, 
Where  that  white  temple  rears  its  piliar'd  front 
Half  hid  with  glofTy  foliage,  many  a  chief 
Renown'd  for  martial  deeds,  and  many  a  bard 
Renown'd  for  fon  j,  have  pafs'd  the  rural  hour. 
The  gentle   Fanlhaw  -j-    there,   from  "  noife  of 

"  camps, 
"  From  courts  dileafe  retir'd  |,"  delighted  vievv'd 
The  gaudy  garden  fam'd  in  Wotton's  page  ||  ; 
Or  in  the  verdant  maze,  or  cool  arcade, 
Sat  mufing,  and  from  fmooth  Italian  drains 
The  foft  Guarini's  amorous  lore  transfus'd 
Into  rude  Britilh  verfe.     The  warrior's  arm 
Now  refis  from  toil ;  the  poet's  tuneful  tongue 
In  filence  lies  ;  frail  man  his  lov'd  domains 
Soon  quits  for  ever  !  they  themfelves,  by  courfe 
Of  nature  often,  or  caprice  of  art. 
Experience  change  :  even  here,  'tis  faid  of  old 
Steep  rocky  cliffs  rofe  where  yon  gentle  (lopes 
Mix  with  the  vale  ;   and  flucfluating  waves 
Spread  wide,  where  that  rich  vale  with  golden 

flowers 
Shines,  and  where  yonder  winding  chryftal  rill. 


M     S. 


737 


■*  Toivards  the  latter  end  of  the  year  ^il^,  the 
Danes  advanced  to  the  borders  of  Mercia,  and 
erecled  two  forts  at  Hertford  on  the  Lee,  for  the 

fecnrity  of  their  fljips,  ivhich  they  had  brought  up 
that  river.  Here  they  'Were  attacked  by  the  Lc7i- 
doners,  -vjho  'were  repulfed.  But  Alfred  adi'aticed 
'With  his  army,  arzd  -jicwing  toe  nature  of  their 

Jitiialloii,  turned  the  courfe  of  the  fire  am,  fo  that 
their  "jejels  'were  left   on  dry  ground  ;  a  cii  cum- 

Jlance  luhich  terrified  them  tofuch  a  degree,  that 
they  abandoned  their  forts,  and,  flying  to'wtirds 
the  Sei'ern,  'Were  pnrfued  by  Alfred  as  fur  as 
^iitbridge.  SmoUet's  Hjft.  of  England,  8vo. 
Edition,  vol.  i.  p.  1S3. 

t  Sir  Richard  Fanjhww,  tranjlator  of  Guarini's 
Pafior  Fido,  the  Lufiad  of  Catncens,  b^r.  He 
was  fm  of  Sir  Henry  Fanjljaw  of  fVare  Part, 
and  is  faid  to  have  reftded  much  there.  He  10a  s 
ambajfador  to  Portugal,  and  nfcer'wards  to  Spain, 
and  died  at  Madrid  in  1666.  His  body  'was 
brought  to  England  and  interred  in  Jl^are  church, 
<vhere  his  monument  is  fill  exifling.  In  Cihber's 
Lives  of  the  Poets,  it  is  ctroneoujly  offerted,  that 
be  "was  buried  in  All-faints  church,  Hertford. 

X  The  ivords  marked  'with  in'vertcd  commas  arc 
pnrt  ofafania  ofTanjhavj's. 

II  See  RcliqucE  VVottonia-^i£,  'where  the  author 
makes  a  particular  faention  of  the  garden  of  Sir 
Henry  Fanfha'w  at  IVare-Parky  "  as  a  delicate 
and  diligent  cun'ofUy,'"  remarkable  for  the  nice 
arrangement  cfitsfii'Wirs. 
Vol  XI. 


Slides  through  its   fmodth  (horn  margin,  to  the 

brink 
Of  Chadwell's   azure   pool.      From    CliadwcU'* 

pool 
To  London's  plains,  the  Cambrian  artift  brought 
His  ample  aqueduct  *;  fupposM  a  work 
Of  matchlefs  ikill,  iiy  thole  who  near  had  heard 
Ho'.v,  from  Prenefte's  heights  and  Anio's  banks, 
By  Tivott,  to  Rome's  imperial  walls, 
On  marble  arches  came  the  limpid  (lore, 
And  out  of  jaiper  rocks  in  bright  calcades 
With  never-cealing  murmur  gtiih'd;  or  hoW| 
Vo  Lufitaniati  Ulylippo's  towers  f , 
Tiie  (liver  current  o'er  Alcant'ra's  vale 
RoU'il  hiijh  in  air,  as  ancient  poets  feign'd 
Eridanus  to  roll  through  heavin  :   to  theft; 
Not  fi)idid  lucre,  but  the  honelf  wifh 
Of  future  fame,  or  care  for  public  weal, 
Exiftence  gave  ;   and  unconfin'd,  as  dew 
Fails  from  the  hand  of  evening  on  the  fields, 
They  flow'd  for  all.     Our  mercenary  ftream. 
No  grandeur  boalling,  here  obfciirely  glides 
O'er  graliy  lawns  or  under  willow  (hades. 
As,  through  the  human  form,  arteriaJ  tubes 
Branch'd  everji  way,  minute  and  more  minute. 
The  circulating  fanguirie  tluid  extend; 
So,  pipes  inhuriierable  to  peopled  ftreets 
I'ranfmit  the  purchas'd  wave.     Old  Lee,  meati- 

whilei 
Beneath  his  molTy  grot  n'erhung  with  boughs 
Of  poplar  quivering  in  the  breeze,  furveys 
With  eye  indignant  his  diminilh'd  tide  \ 
That  laves  yon  ancient  priory's  wall  §,  and  fliows 
In  its  clear  mirror  Ware's  invt-rted  roofs. 

Ware  once  was  known  to  fame ;   to  her  fair 
fields 
Whilom  the  Gothic  tournament's  proud  pomp 
Brought    Albion's   valiant  youth   and   blooming 

maids : 
Pleas'd  with  ideas  of  the  pad,  the  mufe 
Bids  fancy's  pencil  paint  the  fcene,  where  they 
In  gilded  batges  on  the  glairy  (Iream 
Circled  the  reedy  ifles,  ihe  fportive  dance 
Along  the  fmooth  lawn  led,  or  in  the  groves 
Waiider'd  converfing,  or  reclin'd  at  eafe 
To  harmony  of  lutes  and  voices  Iweet 
R'-tlgn'd  the  enchanted  ear;  till  fudden  heard 
The  filver  trumpet's  animating  loinci 
Summon'd  the  champions  forth  ;  on  (tately  fteeds. 
In  fplendid  armour  clad,  the  ponderous  lance 
With  (trenuous  hand  fudaining,  forth  they  came. 
Where  gay  pavilions  rofe  upon  the  plain, 
Or  a2jre  awnings  (tretch'd  from  tree  to  tree, 

*  The  Ne'W  River  brought  from  ChadweU,  a 
fl-'ii!g  in  the  meadows  betivcen  Hertford  and 
'  >Vure,  by  Sir  Hugh  Middleton,  a  native  of 
IVales. 

t  The  ancient  name  of  Lijbon. 

i  A  conjiderahle  part  of  tlie  New  River  'water 
is  derived  from  the  Lee,  to  the  difadvantage  of 
the  navigation  on  that flream. 

§  "  About  the  Yith  of  Henry-  JU.  Margaret^ 
"  Count efs  of  Leicefer,  and  Lady  of  the  Manor, 
"  founded  a  priory  for  friars  in  Ibc  north  part  of 
"this  town  oflVare,  and  dedicated  the  fame  to 
"  Sf.  Fra^ici."    Chatincy'sHift.  tf  riertfordfhire. 
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Mix'J  with  tliick  foliage,  fovm'd  a  mimic  Iky 
Of  grateful  fliade  (ab  oft  in  Agra's  flreets 
The  filken  canopy  from  (ide  to  tide 
Extends  to  break  the  fun's  impetuous  ray, 
While  monarchs  pafs  beneath)  ;  there  fat  the  fair, 
A  glittering  train  on  collly  carpets  rang'd, 
A  gvoup  of  beamies  all  m  youthful  prime, 
Of  vaiious  feature  and  of  various  grace  ' 
The  penfive  langnifn,  and  the  fpngbtly  air, 
T.i'  engaging  fmile,  and  all  the  namelefs  charms 
"Which  tranfient  hope,  or  fear,  or  grief,  or  joy, 
Wak'd  in  th'  cxprefllve  eye,  th'  enamour'd  heart 
Of  each  young  hero  rous'd  to  daring  deeds. 
I>for  this  aueht'ftrange,  that  thofe  whom  love  in- 

fpir'd  ■  ! 

Proved  ev'ry  means  the  lovely  fex  to  pleafe  :  I 

'Tis  ilrange,  indeed,  how  cuftom  thus  could  teach 
The  tender  bread  complacence  in  the  fight  | 

Of  barb'rous  fport,  where  friend  from    hand  of 

friend 
The  fatal  wound  full  oft  receiv'd,  and  fell 
A  vicftim  to  falfe  glory  ;  as  that  day 
Fell  gallant  Pembroke,  while  his  pompous  fljow 
Ended  in  filent  gloom  *.     One  pitying  tear 
To  human  frailty  paid  ;   my  roving  light 
Purfues  its  pleahng  courfe  o'er  neighb'ring  hills, 
Where  frequent  hedge-rows  interfecl  rich  fields 
•<0f  many  a  different  form  and  different  hue, 
bright  with   ripe  corn,   or  green  with  grafs,  or 
dark  ^  [mount 

W^ith    clover's    purple    bloom;    o'er   Widbury's 
With  that  fair  crefcent  crown'd  of  lofty  elms, 
Its  own  peculi  r  boaft  ;  and  o'er  the  woods 
That  round  immure  the  deep  fequeiler'd  dale 
Of  Langley  |,   down   whofe   tlow'r-embroider'd 

meads 
Swift  Afli  through  pebbly  fliores  meandering  rolls, 
,  Elyfian  fcene  !   as  from  the  living  woild 
Secluded  quite  ;  for  of  that  world,  to  him 
"Whofe  wand'rings  trace  thy  winding  length,  ap- 
pears 
Ko  mark,  fave  one  white  folitary  fpire 
At  diftance  rifmg  through  the  tufted  trees— 
Elyfian  fcene  !  reclufe  as  that,  fo  fam'd 
Per  foiitude,  by  Warwick's  ancient  walls, 

*  «  In  the  2  5?A  of  Henry  III.  on  the  i^th  of 
"  yune,  Gilh:rt  Mivjhall,  Earl  of  Pembroke,  a 
,  ■*'  potent  peer  of  the  realm,  proclaimed  here  {at 
"'  Ware]  a  di/poi't  cf  rnnnifig  on  ho?feback  with 
*'  lances,  ivhich  iiias  then  called  a  tour?iawe/it.'" 
Chauncy's  Hift.  of  Hertforddure. 

"  j4t  this  tournamentt  the  /aid  Gilbert  ivas 
*'  flain  by  n  fill  from  his  horfc  ;  Robert  de  Say, 
"  OTie  of  his  kaigbts,  ivas  killed,  and  federal 
*'  ethers  wounded."  SuioUet's  Hitl.  cf  Eng- 
land. 

f  This  delightful  retreat,  commonly  called 
JLmigley -hot  torn,  zsfitiiated  about  half  a  mile  from 
IVare,  and  the  fame  diflance  from  Amivcll.  The 
fcene  is  adapted  to  co?.trmplatio;t,  and  poljcfes 
fvch  capabilities  of  improvement,  that  the  genius 
cf  a-  Shenflone  might  e.ifUy  convert  it  to  a  fccond 
i^eafowes.  Ihe  tranfition  from  this  foiitude  to 
Widbury-Hill,  is  made  in  a  ivalk  ofafeiv  minutes, 
Kind  the  prcfpiil  frotn  that  hill,  in  a  fine  i.'^jeuing, 
is  beautiful  beyond  d  cf  crip  t  ion. 
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Where  under  umbrage  of  the  mofTy  cliff 
Victorious  Guy,  fo  legends  fay,  reclin'd  ' 

His  hoary  headbefide  the  filver  ftream, 
In  meditation  rapt — Elyfian  fcene  1 
At  ev'ning  often,  while  the  fetting  fun 
On  the  ijreen  fumm.it  of  thy  eaftern  groves 
Pour'd  full  his  yellow  radiance  ;  while  the  voice    ' 
Of  zephyr  whifpering  'midlt  the  ruttling  leaves. 
The  found  of  water  murmuring  through  the  fedge. 
The  turtle's  plaintive  call,  andniufic  fott 
Of  dittant  bells,  wliofe  ever  varying  notes 
In  How  fad  meafure  mov'd,  combin'd  to  footh 
The  foul  to  fweet  Iblemnity  of  thought ; 
beneath  thy  branchy  bowers  of  thickeff  gloom, 
Much  on  the  imperfeCl  itate  of  man  I've  mus'd: 
How  pain  o'er  half  his  houts  her  iron  reign 
I  R-uthlefs  extends  !  how  pleafure  from  the  path 
I  Of  innocence  allures  his  fteps;  how  hope  ' 

Dire(fts  his  eye  to  diftant  joy,  that  flies 
His  fond  p'urfuit ;  how  fear  his  fluiddering  heart 
Alarms  with  fancy'il  ill;  how  doubt  and  care 
Perplex  hi';  thought ;  how  foon  the  tender  rofe 
Of  beauty  fades,  the  fturdy  oak  of  (Irength 
Declines  to  earth,  and  over  all  our  pride 
Stern  time  triumphant  Hands.    From  general  fate 
To  private  woes  then  oft  has  memory  pafs'd. 
And  mourn'd  the  lofs  of  many  a  friend  belov'd  ; 
Of  thee,   de   Home,   kind,    generous,  wife,  atrd 

good! 
And  thee,  my  Turner,  who,  in  vacant  youth, 
Here  oft  in  converfe  free,  or  (tudious  fearch 
Of  claflic  lore,  accompany'd  my  walk  '. 
From  Ware's  green  bowers,  to   Devon's  myrtle 

vales, 
Remov'd  awhile,  with  profpedl  opening  fair 
Of  ufefel  life  and  honour  in  his  view  ; 
As  falls  the  vernal  bloom  before  the  breath 
Of  blafting  Eurus,  immature  he  fell  ! 
The  tidint;s  reach'd  my  ear,  and  in  my  breaft. 
Aching  with  recent  wounds  *,  new  anguifh  wak'd-  • 
When  melancholy  thus  has  chang'd  to  grief. 
That  grief  in  foft  forgetfulnefs  to  iofe, 
I've  left  the  gloom  for  gayer  fcenes,  and  fought 
'i'hiough  winding  paths  of  venerable  fhade, 
'1  lie  airy  brow  where  that  tall  fpreading  beech 
O'ertops  furrounding  groves,  up  rocky  fteeps. 
Tree  over  tree  difpos'd  ;  or  ftretching  far 
Their  lliadowy  coverts  down  th'  indented  (ide 
Of  fair  corn-fields ;  or  pierc'd  with  funny  glades. 
That  yield  the  cafuul  glimpfe  cf  flowery  meads 
And  fliining  filver  rills ;  on  thefe  the  eye 
Then   wont   to   e.xpatiate   pleas'd ;  or  more   re- 
mote 
Survey'd  yon  vale  of  Lee,  in  verdant  length 
Of  level  lawn  fpread  out  to  Kent's  blue  hills, 
And  the  proud  range  of  glitt'ring  fpires  that  rife' 
lu  miity  air  on  Thames's  crowded  Ihores. 

How  beautiful,  how  various,  is  the  view 
Of  thefe  iweet  pa!foral  landicapes  '.  fair,   perhaps- 
As  thofe  renown'd  of  old,  from  Tabor's  height, 
Or  Carmcl  fcen  ;  or  thofe,  the  y)ride  of  Greece, 
Tempe  or  Ai>ady  ;   or  thofe  that  grac'd 
'J'he  banks  of  clear  Elorus,  or  the  Ikirts 
Of  thymy  Hybla,  where  Sicilia's  ide 
Smiles  on  the  azure  main  ;  there  once  was  heard^ 

*  fSa  E'e^^y  ivrinen  ai  Aimi'ell,1-j6S. 
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The  mufe's  lofty  lay.— How  beiiitifiil, 
■  Hou'  various  is  yen  view  !  delicious  lulls 
Bounding  imooth  vales,   fmootii  vales  by  winding 

ftfeams 
Divided,  that  here  glide  through  grally  banks 
In  open  fun,  there  wander  under  lh:ule 
Of  afpen  tall,  or  ancient  elm,  whole  boughs 
O'erhang  gray  caflles,  ^nd  romantic  farms, 
And  humble  cots  of  haijpy  lliephcrd  fu-ains. 
])i'lightliil  habitations  !   with  the  fong 
Of  birds  melodious  charm'd,  and  bleat  of  flocks 
T'roni  upland  paltures  heard,  and  low  of  kine 
"ng  the  rufiiy  mead,   and  mingled  founds 
j'.iing  waters  and  of  whiffi'ring  winds — 
Uflightful  habitations!   o'er  the  land 
Difpcrs'd  around,  Irdra  Waltbam's  oliei'd  ifles 
To  where  bleak  Naling's  lonely  tower  o'erlooks 
iHer  verdant  fields ;  from  Raydon's  pleafant  groves 
And  Hunfdon's  bowers  on  Stori's  irriguous  marge, 
By  Rhye's  old  walls,  to  Hodfdon's  airy  Itreet ; 
From  Haly's  woodland  to  the  flow'ry  meads 
Of  willow-fli.ided  Stanfted,  and  the  flape 
Of  Amwell's  mount,    that   crown'd  with  vellow 

corn ; 
There  from  the  green  flat,  foftly  fweliing,  fliows 
Like  forne  brijjht  vernal  cloud  by  zephyr's  breath 
Juft  rais'd  above  the  horizon's  azure  bound. 

As  one  long  travell'd  on  Italia's  plains. 
The  land  of  pomp  awi  beauty,  llill  his  feet 
\Dn  his  own  Albion  joys  to  fix  again; 
So  my  pleas'd  eye,  which  o'er  the  prof))ecT;  wide 
-la^  \vander"d  round,  and  various  objects  mark'd, 
Jn  Amwell  reits  at  lafl,  its  favourite  fcene  I 
rlow  piciurel'que  the  view  1    where  up  the  fide 
Of  that  lleep  bank,  her  roofs  of  ruH'et  thatch 
:<.ife  mix'd  with  trees,  above  whofe  Iwelimg  tops 
■Vfcends  the  tall  church  tow'r,  and  loftier  llill 
The  hill's  extended  ridge.    How  picturcique  I 
W.ere  flow  beneath  that  bank  the  nlver  itream 
jlides  by  the  flowery  ifle,  and  willow  groves 
iVave  on  its  northern  verge,  with  trembling  tufts 
H  c'ler  intermix'd.     How  piclurefque 
"sndtr  group  of  airy  elm,  the  clump 
Hard  oak,  or  afli,  with  ivy  brown 
1:1 'd  ;  the  walnut's  gloomy  breadth  of  boughs, 
orchard's  ancient  fence  of  rugged  pales, 
'layftaclv's  dufky  cone,  the  mofs-grown  flied, 
lay -built  barn  ;  the  elder-fliaded  cot, 
,     ^^;c  white-wafli'd    gable    prominent  through 
green 
)f  waving  branches  fliows,  perchance  infcrib'd 
•Vith  feme  paft  owner's  name,  or  rudely  grac'J 
'Vith  ruftic  dial,  that  fcarcely  ferves  to  mark 
rime's  ceafelefs  flight ;  the  wall  with  mantling 

vines 
)'erfpread,  the  porch  with   climbing  woodbine 

wreath'd, 
Vnd  under  (helteving  eves  the  funny  bench 
iVhere  brown  hives  range,  whcie   buly  tenants 

fill, 
Vith  drowfy  hum,  the  little  garden  gay, 
A'hence    blooming    beaos,  and  fpJcy  herbs,  and 

flower?, 
'.iiult  around  a  rich  perfume  I  Here  rtfts 
'he  empty  wain  ;  there  idle  lies  the  plough  : 
iy  Summer's  hand  unharnefs'd,  here  the  Aecd, 
rt  cu'e  enjojLpg,  cropi  tl.e  dallied  kwt;; 
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Here  bleats  the  nuffling  hmb,  thci  heifer  there 
\\  aits  at  the  yard-j^;ate  lowing.     Ly  the  road, 
Where  tlie  neat  ale-houlc    Itauds  (fo   oiuc  flood 

thine, 
Dcfortcd  Auburn!   in  immortal  fonp^ 
Conllgii'd  to  fame  "),  the  cottage  fire  recounts 
Tile  piaife  he  earn'd  vvhen  crols  the  field  he  drew 
The  itraightcft  furrow,  or  neatcll  built  the  lick, 
Or  Icil  the  reaper  hand  in  fultry  noons 
With  uiialjating  ftn.iigth,  or  won  the  prize 
At  many  a  crowded  wake.     Befidc  her  door, 
The  cottage  matron  whirls  her  circling  wheel. 
And  jocund  chants  her  lay.     The  cottage  maid 
Feeds  from  her  loaded  lap  her  mingled  train 
Of  clamorous  hungry  fowls  ;  or  oer  the  ftllc 
Leaning  with  downcaft:  look,  the  artlcfs  talc 
Of  ev'ning  courtlhip  hears.  The  fportivc  troop 
Of  cottage  children  on  thegralTy  wa(l>^ 
Mix  in  rude  gambols,  or  the  bounding  ball 
Circle  from  hand  to  hand,  or  ruftic  notes 
Wake  on  their  pipes  of  jointed  reed  :   while  near 
The  careful  flicpherd's  frequent-falling  flrokcs 
Fix  en  the  fallov*'  lea  his  hurdled  fold. 

Such  rural  life  !  fo  calm,  it  little  yields 
Of  intercfting  acl,  to  fwell  the  page 
Of  hiftory  or  long;   yet  much  the  foul 
Its  fvvcet  fmiplicity  delights,  and  oft 
From  nolle  of  hufy  towns,  to  fields  and  groves, 
The  mufe's  fons  have  fled  to  find  repofe. 
Fam'd  Walton  f,  eril,the  ingenious  fiflier  fwain^ 
Oft  our  fair  haunts  explor'd  ,  upon  Lee's  fliore. 
Beneath  fome  green  tree  oft  his  angle  laid, 
His  fport  fufpending  to  admire  their  charms. 
He,  who  in  verfe  his  country's  itory  told  \, 

*  Sc-e  T/je  Defert.'d  f'illjgi,  a  beaut  if  id  poem  ^  l<y  {la 
late  Dr.  GoUfmhh. 

f  JJaac  Walton,  author  of  The  Complete  Angler ,  an 
higenious  biographer,  and  Ko  dfpkable  pOit.  The  fene 
(f  his  Anglers^  Dialogue.!,  is  the  -vale  of  Lee,  Ictweer: 
'Tctlenham  and  IVare ;  it  fams  to  ha-jc  been  a  pic  re  he 
much  frequented :   he  pjrtiiularl^  mentions  Amxicll-hill. 

I  VVil'.iaiii  Warner,  author  »f  Albion- s  Enghnd,  an 
Hiforical  Foem ;  an  cp'fod;  ofivhi^h,  intituled  Argentilc 
and  Curan,  has  been  frequently  reprinted,  and  is  tnuch 
admit ei  by  the  lo'vers  of  old  Enalifo  poetry.  The  in^e' 
nious  Dr.  Peicy,  -whu  has  inferled  this  piece  in  hit  Col- 
leilion,clfr'iies,  that,  "  though  IVarner's  naoie  is  fo  fel- 
"  dam  mentioned,  his  eotcniporaries  ranked  him  on  a  level 
"  ivith  Spenfr,  and  called  them  the  ll^mer  and  Virril 
"  of  their  age  \^  that  Warner  luat  faid  to  have  be,-n 
"  a  War-u'ickfoire  mcin,  and  to  have  been  educated  at 
"  Magdalen  Hall;  that,  in  the  Liter  part  of  his  life, 
"  he  icas  retained  in  the  fervice  of  Henry  Cary,  Lord 
"  HiinfJci,  to  tuhom  he  dedicates  his  pocrn  ;  but  that 
"  MJ/-.-  rf  bis  hif.ory  is  not  kno'ivn."  J\Irs.  Cooper,  in 
her  ^I:fet''  Library,  after  highly  applauding  l^is  poetry j 
adds,  "  What  ivere  the  circurr.jlancts  and  acidenis  of 
"  his  If,  ice  havi  hardl'j  light  enough  to  ccijeP.ute  ; 
"  an\  more  than,  b^  his  dedication,  it  appears  he  ivas  in 
"  the  fer-vice  cf  the  Lcrd  Hunfdin,  and  a^hno'Mlcdges, 
'■  -very  gratefully  both  father  and fon  for  his  patrons  and 
"  bemfaHors.^' — By  ihefcUoiving  e\t  rail  from  the  Pa^ 
rife  Re'fifer  cf  Am'jUtU,  il  may  bf  reafonail'  amludedf, 
that  IVarner  refideJfur  fomt  time  at  that  'i'lfla^r;  and., 
as  his  prcfeffon  of  an  attorney  ii  p.^rtitnlarly  mentioned, 
it  is  pretty  evident,  tlnit,  ith.-itever  dependence  he  night 
jM-,it  ei  Lcrd  Hunfdon,  ii  could  net  be  in  the  lapciiity  of  a 

2.  A  ij 
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Here  dwelt  d  while ;  perchance  here  fketch'd  the 

.  fcene. 
Where  his  fair  Argentile,  from  crowded  couris 
For  pride  felf-banilh'd,  in  fequefter'd  (hades 
Sojourn'd  diiguis'd,  and  met  the  flighted  youth 
Who  long  had  fought  her  love— the  gentle  burd 
Sleeps  here,  by  fame  forgotten^  (fickle  fame 
Too  oft  forgets  her  favourites  !)   By  his  fide 
Sleeps  gentle  Haffal  *,  who  with  tenderell  care 
Here  watch'd  his  village  charge ;  in  nuptial  bonds 
Their  hands  oft  join'd  ;  oft  heard,  and  oft  reliev'd 
Their  little  wants  ;  oft  lieard  and  oft  compos'd, 
Sole  arbiter,  their  little  broils;  oft  urg'd 
Their  flight  from  folly  and  from  vice  ;  and  ©ft 
Dropt  on  the  graves  the  tear,  to  early  worth 
Or  ancient  friendfhip  due.  In  dangerous  days, 
When  death's  fell  fury,  pale-ey'd  peftilence, 
Glar'd  horror  round,  his  duty  he  difcharg'd 
Unterrified,  unhurt;  and  here,  at  length, 
Clos'd  his  calm  inoflenflve  ufeful  life 
In  venerable  age  :  her  life  with  him 
His  faithful  confort  clos'd;  on  earth's  cold  breaft 

Both  funk  to  reft  together. On  the  turf. 

Whence  time's  rude  grafp  has  torn    their  ruftic 

tombs, 
i  ftrew  frefli  flowers,  and  make  a  moment's  paufe 


menial  fcrvant.  7hoii^h  IVarncr's  merit,  as  a  poet, 
may  ha-oe  been  too  highly  rated,  it  luas  redly  not  incoii- 
Jiderable ;  his  irgcntillj  and  Ctiran  has  many  beauties  ; 
htit  it  has  jI/o  the  faults  coinmcn  to  the  cotr.pcjitions  of  his 
agc,efbecidlly  a  tiiojl  difgujling  indelicacy  of  fLntiment  and 
cxprejjion. 

"  Ma.  William  Warner,  a  man  cf  good ycnres  and 
•'  honejl  reputation,  by  his  profeffion,  an  afturne^  at  the 
"  Common  Pleafe,  author  of  Albion  s  JEngland ;  dying 
*'  foddenly  in  the  night  in  his  bedde,  ivithoiit  any  former 
"  comblaynt  orjichnejfe,  on  Thurfday  night,  beeing  the  <jih 
*'  cf  March,  "was  buried  the  Saturday  foUoiving,  and 
"  lieth  in  the  church  at  the  upper  end,  under  the  fone  of 
"  Givalter  Fader." 

Parifli  Regifterof  Amwell,  1608-9. 
*  Thomas  Hajprl,  vicar  of  Amivell i  he  kept  the  a- 
hove-mentioned pa)  ifb  regifer  ivith  uncommon  care  and 
precifion,  enriching  it  ivith  many  entertaining  anecdotes 
of  the  parties  regiflered.  He  performed  his  duty  in  tt.-e 
■mofl  hazardous  circumfanccs-,  it  appearing  thai  the  plague 
izvice  raged  in  the  -ji'Lige  during  his  refidenc:  there  ;  in 
Xdox,  ivhcn  it  perfons,  and  in  1 625  ti'hen  %l  perfuns 
died  of  it,  and  ixere  buried  in  his  church-\ard.  The  eha- 
raSier  here  gi-uen  of  him  jnuf  be  atloived  ,f:rlfily  ffieaki  ng, 
to  be  imaginary  ;  but  his  compofiiion,  in  thefaid  regiftcr, 
appeared  to  me  to  breaihefuch  a  fpirit  of  jitty,Jim;:Hcity, 
and  benevolence,  that  J  atmcfl  think  wifelf  authorifcd  to 
ajfert  that  it  icas  his  real  one.  He  himfelf  is  regijicred 
by  his  foil  Edmund  Hafjul^as  follcivs  : 

"  Thomas  Hafj'aL  I'i.ar  of  this parifij,  ivhere  he  had 
*•  continued  refid-nt  t^"]  years  "J  months  and  j6  days,  iv 
"  the  reigns  of  ^ueen  Elizabeth,  King  fames ,  and  King 
"  Charles,  departed'this  life  Septemher  1/[lh,  Tlurfdcy, 
"  and  "was  buried  Sepietnber  z()th,  Saturday.  His  body 
•'  "wets  laid  in  the  chancel  nf  this  church,  under  the  priefs, 
"  or  marble  fione.  jEtatis  84.  Non  erat  ante,  nee 
*'  erit  pofl  te  fimiUs.  Edmund  Hajfal.'" 

Regifter  of  Amwell,  1657. 
Blifaheth   Haffal,   -wife  of  the  fald  Thomas  Haffal, 
died  about  thefawe  time, -aged  78  years  8  months, Married 
46  ^ears  and  4  months. 


Of  folemn  thought ;  then  fectt  th'  adjacent  fpot, 
From  which,  through thefe  broad  lindens'  verdant 

arch, 
The  fteeple's  Gothic  wall  and  window  dim 
In  perfpective  appear;  then  homeward  turn 
By  v/herc  the  niufe,  enamour'd  of  our  fliades, 
Deigns    ftill  her  favouring  prefence  ;    where  xnj 

friend, 
The  Brjtiih  Taffo  *,  oft  from  bufy  fcenes 
I'o  rural  calm  and  lettcr'd  eafe  retires. 

As  fome  fond  lover  leaves  his  favourite  nymph, 
Oft  looking  hack,  and  lingering  in  her  view, 
So  r../w  rclmflant  tliis  retreat  I  leave. 
Look  after  look  indulging;   on  the  right. 
Up  to  yon  airy  battlement's  broad  top  [fi;eep 

Half  veil'd  with  trees,  that,  from  th'  accllvious 
Jut  like  the  pendent  gardens,  fam'd  of  old, 
Befide  Euphrates'  bank;  then,  on  the  left,  .1 

Down  to  thofe  fhaded  cots,  and  bright  expahfe 
Of  water  foftly  Aiding  by  :  once,  where 
That  bright  expanfe  of  water  foftly  Aides, 
O'erhimg  with  fhrubs  t'nat  fring'd  the  chalky  roc^ 
A  little  fount  pour'd  forth  its  gurgling  rill, 
In  flinty  channel  trickling  o'er  the  green, 
From  Kmma  nam'd  ;  perhaps  fome  fainted  mai4> 
For  holy  life  rever'd  ;  to  fuch,  ercwhile. 
Fond  fupcrftition  many  a  pleafant  grove, 
And  limpid  fpring,  was  wont  to  confecrate* 
Of  Emma's  ftory  nought  tradition  fpeaks  ; 
Conjeifturc,  who,  behind  oblivion's  veil. 
Along  the  doubtful  paft  delights  to  ftray, 
Boafls  now,  indeed,  that  from  her  well  the  place   I 

Rcceiv'd  its  appellation  | Thou,  fweet  Vill,    .1 

Farewell!  and  ye,  fweet  fields,  where  plenty's  horB] 

Pours  liberal  boons,  and  health  propitious  deigns  J 

Mer  cheerijig  fmile  !  you  not  the  perching  air 

Of  arid  fands,  you  not  tlie  vapours  chill 

Of  iiumid  fens,  annoy  ;  Favonius'  wing, 

From  off  your  thyme-banks  and  your  trefoil  meadsjl 

Wafts  balmy  redolence ;  robuft  and  gay 

Your  fwainsinduftrious  iffue  to  their  toil, 

'Fill  your  ricli  glebe,  or  in  your  granaries  ftore 

Its  generous  produce  :  annual  ye  refound 

Tlic  ploughm.an's  fong,  as  he  through  reeking  foil 

Guides  flow  Ids  fnining  fhare;  ye  annual  hear 

'Fhe  fliouts  of  harvefl,  and  the  prattling  train 

Of  cheerful  gleaners: — and  th'  alternate  flroke* 

Of  loud  fiaiis  echoing  from  your  loaded  bams, 

The  pallid  m.orn  in  dark  November  wake. 

But,  happy  as  ye  are,  in  marks  of  wealth 

And  population  ;  not  for  thcfe,  or  aught 

Eeflde,  wifti  I,  in  hyperbolic  ftrains 

Of  vain  applaufe,  to  elevate  your  fame 

Above  all  other  fcenes ;  ftir  fcenes  as  fair 

Have  charm'd  my  fight,  but  tranficiit  was  the  vIeW 

You,  through  ail  feafons,  in  each  varied  hour 

For  obfervation  happieft,  oft  my  ileps 

*  Mr.  Hoole,  Trcnfator  of  Taffo  s  J'rrfaUm  Di 
li'Veted. 

■f  In  Dsomfday-borif,  this  •village  of  Amtvell  is  tvrh: 
ten  E?nmc'jille, perhaps  originally  E.mma' s  ivell.  Wht' 
thf  A'eiu  Rii'tr  luas  opened,  there  icas  a  fpring  bei 
ttjhiih  ivas  taken  into  that  aquedtiil.  Chadivcll,  ti 
other  fvurce  of  that  rii<cr,  ei'idenlly  receiz-ed  its  denont. 
nation  from  the  tutelar  Saint,  St.  Chad,  -who  feems  . 
hai'e  gill  tit  name  Ufprings  and  iieUs  in  dij^ercnt  par 

vf  Englini. 


P    O     G     AI    S. 


Have  traversM  o'er;  oft  fancy's  eye  has  fcen 

Gay  fpriii}^  trip  lightly  on  your  lovely  lawns. 

To  wake  frelh  flowers  at  inor:i;  and  fummcr  fprcaJ 

His  lifllcfs  limbs,  at  noon-tide,  on  the  marge 

Of  fmooth  tranflucent  pools,  where  willows  green 

CJave  lhp.de,  and  breezes  from    the  wild  n-.int's 

bloom 
Brought  odour  exqulfite  ;  oft  fancy's  ear, 
Deep  in  the  gloom  of  evening  woods,  has  heard 
The  lafl  fid  figh  of  autumn,  when  his  throne 
To  winter  he  refign'd  ;  oft  fancy's  thought, 
In  ecllafy,  where  from  the  golden  eaft. 
Or  dazzling  fouth,  or  crimfon  wefk,  the  fun 
A  different  luflre  o'er  the  landfcape  threw, 
Some  Paradife  has  fcim'd,  the  blifbful  feat 


f4l 


Of  innocence  and  brauty !  while  I  wifli'd 

The  ficill  of  Claude,  or  Rubens,  or  of  him 

\\  Jiom  now  on  Lavant's  banks,  in  groves  thit 

breathe 
Enthufrafm  fuhlimcthe  fiftcr  nymphs* 
j  Infpirc  f  ;  that,  to  the  idea  fair,  my  hand 
Might  permanence  have  lent ! — Attachment  ftrong 
Springs  from  delight  beftow'd;  to  me  delight 
JLong  ye  have  given,  and  1  have  given  you  praife  '. 

*   Pointing  and  poetry. 

f  Mr.  Ciorgc  Smith  of  Chkhefter,  a  juf'.y  celebrat- 
ed landfcape  pbiri'er,  and  alfo  a  pott.  Levant  is  a  name 
of  the  ri-jfr  at  Cbichefier,  "iuhich  city  gave  birth  t9  the 
fublime  Collins, 


AMOEBEAN    ECLOGUES, 


ECLOGUE  I. 

or,  THE   DESCRIBEHS. 

frofl    had  bound  the    fields  and 


sural  scenery 

December 

fireams. 
And  noon's  bright  fun  efTus'd  its  cheerful  beams  : 
Where  woodland,  northward,  fcreen'd  a  pleafant 

plain. 
And  on  dry  fern-ban>.5  brouz'd  the  fleecy  train, 
Two  gentle  youths,  whom  rural  fcones  could  pleafc, 
Both  ik-ill'd  to  frame  the  tuneful  rhyme  with  eafe. 
Charm"  J  with  the  profpedl,  flowly  liray'd  along, 
TliLmfelves  amufing  witli  alternate  fong. 

Firji. 

Thefe  pollard  oaks  their  tawny  leaves  retain, 
Thefe  hardy  hornbeams  yet  unflripp'd  remain  ; 
The  wint'ry  groves  all  elfe  admit  the  view 
Through  naked  items  of  many  a  varied  hue. 
Secoii'l. 

Yon  flirubby  flopcs  a  plenfing  mixture  fliow ; 
There  the  rovigh   elin    and  fmooth  white  privet 

grow, 
Strait  fhoots  of  afh  with  bark  of  gloffy  gray. 
Red  cornel  twigs,  and  maplc'j  ruffet  fpray. 

Firji. 

Thefe  flony  P.ecps  with  fpreading  mofs  abound, 
Cray  on  the  trees,  and  green  upon  the  ground; 
With  tangling  brambles  ivy  intertvcavcs. 
And  bright  laczerion  •  fpreads  its  clufl'ring  leaves. 

•  JHezeric.i,  Laureola  Senipervirens  :  vulg.  Spurge- 
laurel.  This  beautiful  little  eiiirgretn  is  frequent  among 
our  ivccJs  end  coppices.  Its  fmtoth  fbining  leaves  are 
•placed  on  the  top  of  the  ferns  in  circular  tufts  cr  clufers. 
Itiflo-jitn  trefmdl^  of  a  light  gr^eti^  and  perfume  the 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Much  of  the  rural  imagery  which  our  country  affords,  has  already  been  introduced  in  poetry;  but 
many  obvious  and  pleafmg  appearances  feem  to  have  totally  efcaped  notice.  To  defcribe  thefe  is 
the  bufinels  of  the  following  Eclogues.  The  plan  of  the  Carmen  Amofbieum,  or  refponfive  verfe  of 
the  ancients,  inconfiftent  as  it  may  be  deemed  with  modern  manners,  was  preferred  on  this  occafion 
as  admitting  an  arbitrary  and  dcfultory  difpofition  of  ideas,  where  it  was  found  difficult  to  prefgrvc 
a  regular  conneiition. 

Second. 
Old  oaken  ftubs  tough  faplings  there  adorn, 
There  hedge-row  plalhes  yield  the  knotty  thorn  ; 
The  fwain  for  different  ufes  thefe  avail, 
And  form  the  traveller's  ilaff,  the  throfher's  flail. 

FirJ}, 

Where  yon  brown  hazel's  pendent  catkins  bear, 
And  prickly  furze  unfolds  its  bloffoms  fair, 
The  vagrant  artift  oft  at  eafe  reclines. 
And  broom's  green  fhoots  in  befom's  neat  combines. 

Sc'ond. 

See,  down  the  hill,  along  the  ample  glade, 
Tht  ncw-fnl!en  wood  in  even  ranges  laid  ! 
There  his  keen  bill  the  bufy  workman  plies. 
And  bids  in  heaps  his  well-bound  faggots  rife. 

Firfl. 

Soon  fhall  kind  fpring  her  flowery  gifts  beftow,^ 
On  funny  banks  when  filver  fnowdrops  blow, 
And  tufts  of  primrofe  all  around  are  fpread. 
And  purple  violets  all  their  fragrance  Ihed. 
Second. 

The  woods  then  white  anemonics  array. 
And  lofty  fallows  their  fwect  bloom  difplay. 
And  fpi^-y  hyacinths  azure  bells  unfold, 
••Ynd  crowfoot  clothes  the  mead  with  fhining  gold, 
FirJ}. 

Then  foon  gay  fummer  brings  his  gaudy  traio. 
His  crimfon  poppies  deck  the  corn-clad  plain  ; 


air  at  a  diflance  in  an  agreeable  manner.  It  blotoi  very 
early  in  milJ feafons  aiid  ■warmfituaticns.  The  (ommcrt 
deciduous  mezcriou,  frequently  planted  in  gardens,  though 
■very  dijj'erent  in  appearance,  is  another  fpeciei  of  Ibij 
genus. 

jAijj 


;^z  T-HE   :WORKS  pp   SCOTT. 

There  fcabious  blue  *,  and  purple  knapweed  f  rife, 
And  weld  I  and  yarrow  fliow  their  various  dyts. 
Second. 

In  fhady  lanes  red  foxglove  bells  appear, 
And  golden  fpikes  the  downy  mulkiiis  rear  ||  ; 
The  inclofure  ditch  luxuriant  mallows  hide. 
And  branchy  fuccory  crowds  the  pathway  hde. 
J-i,Ji. 

The  autumnal  fields  few  pleafing  plants  fupply, 
Save  where  pale  cyebright  grows  in  paftures  dry, 
Or  vervain  blue,  for  magic  rites  renown'd, 
And  in  the  village  preciri6ls  only  found  §. 

Second.    '  , 

Th'  autumnal  hedges  withering  leaves  embrown, 
Save  where    wild    chmbeK   fpreid    their  filvery 

down  <f, 
And  rugged  blackthornes  bend  with  purple  floes, 
And     the    green    Ikewcrwood    feeds    of    fcarkt 
ihows  **, 

Fi,-/. 
"When  healthful  fallads  crown  the  board  in  fpring, 
And  nymp.'is  green'parfley  from  the  gardens  bring; 
Mark  well  left  hi^mlock  mix  its  poifonoiis  leaves— ' 
'J'heir  femblance  oft  th'  incatious  eye  deceives. 

Second, 

Warn,  O  ye  fliepherds !  warn  the  youth  who  play 
On  hamlet  waftes,  befide  the  public  way  ; 
Inhere  oft  ranlc  foils  pernicious  plants  produce. 
There  nightlliade's  berry  fwells  with  deadly  juice. 

What  varied  fcenes  this  pleafant  country  yields, 
Form'd  by  th'  arrangement  fair  of  woods  and  fields ! 
On  a  green  hillock,  by  the  Paady  road,  ( 

My  dwelling  Hands — a  fweet  rcclufe  abode  ! 
And  o'er  my  darken'd  cafcment  intertwine 
■  The  fragrant  briar,  the  woodbine,  and  the  vine. 

Seconel. 

How  different  fcenes  our  different  tafles  delight ! 
Some  feek  the  hills,  and  fonie  the  vales  invite. 
Where  o'er  the  bi^ook's  moifi.  margin  hazels  meet, 
Stands  my  lone  hoipe — a  pleafant,  cool  retreat ! 
Gay  loofeftrife  there  and  paic  valerian  fpring  -{]•,   . 
And  tuneful  reed-birds  midft  the  fedges  iing. 


Fi^ih 


*   Scahiniis,:   Scahiofci  vulgaris, 

■("   Knapivsed :  ^facca  •v!:I<rarij.- 

.j;  H'^cld :  Luteola  vulgaris,  or  dyers'  ,  lueed.  — — 
T/'f/t'  plants.,  -with  'many  ethers  mtinferior  in  beauty,  are 
Jrequent  on  the  balls,  cr  ridges,  ivhich fepar ate  dijj'crint 
kinds  of  corn  in  our  common  fields , 

•  Ij  'Xhe  digHirlis,  orforglave,  is  a  -ucry  beautiful  plant ; 
there  are  feveral  'varieties  of  it  which  are  honunrcdivith 
a  place  in  cur  gardens.  The  mullein  is  twt  inferior  in 
beauty,  confcquertly  merits  equal  notice. 

§  It  is  a  -vulgar  opinion,  that  iicrvain  never  ^roxvs  in 
any^ place  more  than  a  quarter  of  a  mile  diliant  from  a 
.?tf;(/i'.— Vide  AIillcr''s  Gardener  s  DiSiivnary,  article 
■jeroena.         \  ' 

%  IVild  climbers  :  Clematis.,  wrna,  or  traveller'' s 
Jry.  The  ivh'ile  do-xvny  feeds  of  this  pLini  7naLe  a  n.\cry 
confphtwHs figure  on  aur  hedges  iii  autuh-iru, 

_•*  Sheiverivocid :■  EvOnymus  ;  or  fpuidlctree.  The 
truigs  of  this  f:rub  are  of  a  fine  green  ;.  the  capfiiles,  or 
feed-ijefi'els,of  a  fine  purple ;  and  the  feeds  of  a  rich  fear- 
let.  In  autiiinn,  ivhen  the  capfules  open  and fhoiv  the 
feds, the  plant  has  a  mofl  beautiful  abpearance. 

.■(■■}•  Loofeflrife ;  Lyfimachia  luiic  '■jiilgaris.  Dr.  Hill 
fbj'erves,  that  i(  i:f»  bca:i!fil  al'.a:it^  in  its  creStfatnre., 


Before  my  door  the  box-edg'd  border  lies, 
Wlierc  flowers  of  mint  and  thyme  and  tanfy  rife  J' 
Along  my  wail  the  yellow  ftontcrop  grows, 
And  the  red  houfelcek  on  my  brown  thatch  blows, 
Second. 

Among  green  oiiers  winds  my  Rream  away. 
Where  tiie  blue  halcyon  ikims  I'rcm  Ipray  to  fpray 
Where  waves  the  buluilh  as  the  waters  glide, 
And  yellow  flag-flow 'rs  deck,  the  funny  fide. 
Firf. 

Spread  o'er  the  flope  oi  yon  ftcep  weftern  hill. 
My  fruitful  orchard  fnelters  all  the  vill ; 
ihcre  pear-trees  tall  their  topsalpiring  fliow. 
And  apple-boughs  their  branches  mix  belovy. 
Se  •ond. 

Eaft  from  my  cottage  ftretch  delightful  meads,. 
Wlieie  rows  of  willows  rife,  and  banks  of  reeds; 
['here  roll  clear  rivers  ;  there,  old  elms  between, 
T-'he  inili's  white  loof  and  circling  wheels  are  leeni 

Palemon  s  garden  hawthorn  hedges  bound, 
With  flow'rs  of  vvhji  .,  or  fruit  of  crimion,crown'd 
There  vernal  lilacs  ibov^'  their  purple  bloom. 
And  fweet  lyringas  ail  the  air  perfume  ; 
The  fruitlul  inulberry  fpreads  its  umbrage  cool. 
And  the  rough  quince  o'erhangs  the  little  pooL 
Second. 

AlI>ino's  fence  green  currants  hide  from  view, 
With  bunches  hung  of  red  or  amber  hue  ; 
Befide-  his  arbour  blows  the  jafniine  fair. 
And  fcarlet  beans  their  gaudy  bioffoms  bear; 
The  lol'ty  hollyhock  there  its  fpike  difplays. 
And  the  broad  funflow'r  fl:ows  its  golden  rays. 

■     /■;,/•. 

Where  mofs-grown  paies  a  funny  fpot  enclcs'd. 
And  pinks  and  lilies  all  their  hues  expos'd. 
Beneath  a  porch,  with  mantling  vines  enwreath'c 
The  morning  breeze  the  charming  Sylvia  breath' d' 
Not  pink  nor  lily  with  her  face  could  vie, 
And,  O  how  foft  the  languiih  of  her  eye  ! 
I  faw  and  lov'd  ;  but  lov'd,  alas,  in  vain  ! 
She  chcck'd  my  paflion  with  fevere  difdain. 

SeC0!^d. 

When  o'er  the  meads  with  vernal  verdure  gay 
The  village  children  wont  at  eve  to  If  ray, 
I  pluck'd  freib  flow 'rets  from  the  graffy  ground. 
And  their  green  f:alks  with  bending  rtifties  bouuc 
My  v/reaths,  my  nofcgays,  then  niy  Delia  drefl, 
Crown'd  her    fair   brow,  or    bloom'd    upon  he 

breafl;. 
Young  as  I  was,  the  p'eafing  thought  was  mine. 
One  day,  fond  boy,  that  beauty  will  be  thine  \     . 
■    litjl. 

teflde  his  gate,  beneath  the  lofty  tree. 
Old' 'fhyrlis' well-kno^^^l  feat  1  va'cant  fee ; 
There,   while    his  prattling'  offspring  iound  hiij 

play'd, 
Ho  oft,  to  pleafc  them,  toys  of  ofiers  made : 
That  I'eat  his  weight  fliall  never  more  fullain, '^' 
That  offspring  round  him  ne'er  Ihall  fport  again. 
•       ■    •  Seco?!d.  .        _     ■ 

Yon  lone  church  tow'r  that  overlooks  the  hills!- 
The  light  my  foul  full  oft  with  forrovv  fills : 

regular  grazvth,  and  elegant  foiuets,  that  is  every  W, 
ivjrthy  to  be  taken  into  our  gardens.  It  is  frequent 
i/icijl  places,      Thefoivcrs  are  rf  a  bright  gold  cukur. 
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There  Damon  lies ; — in  prime  of  youth  he  died ! — 
A  ford  unknown,  by  night  he  vent'iuus  tried  ; 
In  vain  he  itruggled  \n  ith  the  foaming-  wave  ; 
No  friendly  arm,  uhis,  was  near  to  fave  ! 

Ceafe,  friend !  and,  homeward  as  we  bend  our 
way, 
Remark  the  beauties  of  the  ciofing  day  ; 
See,  tow'rds  the  weft,  the  redd'ning  fun  declines, 
And  o'er  the  fields  his  level  lullre  fhines. 
S:-orJ. 
How  that  bright  lanJfcapa  lures  the  eye  to  gaze. 
Where  witli  his  beams  the  dillant  windows  blaze! 
And  the  gilt  vane,  high  on  the  fteeplcfpire. 
Glows  in  the  air — a  dazzling  fpot  of  fire  ! 
FnJ}. 
Behind  yon  hill  he  now  forfakes  our  fight, 
'        And  yon  tall  beeches  catch  his  latell  light; 
:'       The  hamlet  fmokes  in  amber  wreaths  arife  ; 
.       White  mift,  like  water,  on  the  valley  lies. 
Second. 
Where   yon    chalk   cliifs  th'  horizon  eafcward 
bound, 
And  fpreading  elms  the  ancient  hall  furround, 
The  moon's  bright  orb  arifes  from  the  main. 
And  night  in  filencc  holds  her  foleran  reign. 

ECLOGUE  II. 

RUBAI.  BUSINESS  ;    Or,  THE    ASRICU  LTURIST  S. 

May's  lib'ral  hand  her  fragrant  bloom  difclos'd, 
And  herds  and  flocks  on  graffy  banks  repo^'d; 
Soft  evening  gave  to  eafe  the  tranquil  hour, 
And  Philomel's  wild  warblings  fili'd  the  how'r. 
Where  near  the  village  rofe  the  elm-crown'd  hill. 
And  white-leav'd  afpins  trembled  o'er  the  rill, 
Three  rural  bards,  the  vilh.ge  youth  among. 
The  pleafing  lore  of  rural  bufinefa  fung. 

Firjh 

The  C3re  of  farms  we  ling — attend  the  flrain— 
What  fkill,  what  toil,  Ihall  br-il  procure  you  gain; 
Hou-  diiferent  culture  different  ground  requires  ; 
While  wealth  rewards  wliom  indultry  infpires. 
Second. 

When  thy  light  land  on  fcorching  gravel  lies, 
And  to  the  fpringing  blade  fiippoit  denies  ; 
Fix  on  the  wini'ry  tilth  tlie  frequent  fold, 
And  mend  with  cooling  mar!  or  untried  mould. 

If  tliy  ftrorig  loam  fupeifluous  wet  retain, 
Lead  through  thy  fields  the  fubterraneous  drain, 
And  o'er  the  furfare  mellowing  ttorcs  expand 
Of  tiery  lime,  or  incoherent  fand. 
FiiJ}. 

In  vacant  corners,  on  the  hamlet  wafte. 
The  ample  dunghill's  fteamiiig  heap  he  plac'd; 
There  many  a  nii)iiti)  fermenting  to  remain, 
Ere  thy  flow  team  difperfe  it  o'er  the  plain. 
Second. 

The  prudent  farmer  all  manure  provides, 
The  mire  of  roads,  the  mould  of  hedge-row  fides  ; 
For  him  their  mud  the  (tagnant  ponds  fupply  ; 
For  him  their  foil,  the  (table  and  the  fly. 
Third. 

For  this  the  fwain,  on  Kennet's  winding  fliorc. 
Digs  fulphuraus  peat  along  the  fable  moor  ; 
For  this,  where  ocean  bounds  the  ftormy  ftrand, 
"lliey  fetch  da;ik  fta-weecj  to  the  neighb'ring  laud. 


Firp. 


WliO  barren  heaths  to  tdlage  means  to  turn, 
Malt,  ere  lie  plough,  the  gieenfward  pare  anJ 

burn  ; 
Where  rife  the-  fmoking  hillocks  o'er  the  field, 
The  faline  afliL-s  ufcful  cpmpoft  yield. 
Scco?ul. 
Where  fcdge  or  ruflies  rife  on  fi)ongy  foils. 
Or  rampant  rnofs  th'  impoverilh'd  herbage  fpoil?, 
Corrofive  foot  with  liberal  hand  beltow  ; 
Th'  improving  palturc  foon  its  ufe  will  Ihow. 
•      Third. 
Hertfordian  fwains  on  airy  hills  explore 
The  chalk's  white  vein,  a  fertilizing  (lore  ; 
This,  from  deep  pits  in  copious  balkets  drawn, 
Amends  alike  the  arable  and  lawn. 
FirJL 
Who  fpends  too  oft  in  indolence  the  day,  ^ 

Soon  l^es  his  farm  his  bafe  neglect  betray  ; 
His  ufelefs  hedge-greens,  docks  and  nettles  bear. 
And  the  tough  cammock  clogs  his  Ihining  Ihare*. 
Second. 
Thy  weedy  fallows  let  the  plough  pervade, 
Till  on  the  top  th'  inverted  roots  are  laid; 
There  left  to  wither  in  the  noon-tide  ray, 
Ot  by  the  fpiky  harrow  clear'd  away. 
rhird 
When  wheat'sgreen  Item  the  ridge  begins  to  hide, 
Let  the  fliarp  weedhook's  frequent  aid  he  tried, 
I,e(t  thy  fpoil'd  crop  at  haivelt  thou  bi-moan. 
With  twitch  and  twining  bindweed  overgrown. 
Firjl. 
Much  will  rank  melilot  thy  grain  dlfgrace, 
AuJ  darnel,  fcllelt  of  the  weedy  race  : 
T*  extirpate  thefe  might  care  or  coll  avail. 
T'  extiipate  thefe  nor  care  nor  colt  iheuld  fail. 
Second. 
When  the  foul  furrow  fetid  mayweed  fills, 
The  weary  reaper  oft  complains  of  ills; 
As  his  keen  fickle  grides  along  the  lands. 
The  acrid  herbage  oft  corrodes  his  handa. 
Third. 
Wield  oft  thy  fcythe  along  tlie  grafTy  layei. 
Ere  the  rude  thiltle  its  light  down  difplays  ; 
Elfe  tliat  light  down  upon  the  breeze  will  fly, 
And  a  new  Itore  of  noxious  plants  fupply. 
Fiiji. 
Would  ye  from  tillage  arap'e  gains  receive. 
With  change  of  crops  tu'  exhaulted  foil  relieve; 
Next  pur]de  clover  let  brown  wheat  be  feen. 
And  bearded  barley  after  turnips  green. 
Second. 
Bid  here  dark  peas  or  tangled  vetches  fpread. 
There  buckwheat's  white  tlow'r  faintly  ting'd  with 

red  ; 
Bid  here  potatoes  deep  green  flems  be  born, 
And  yellow  cole  th'  enclufure  tlierc  adorn. 
Third. 
Here  let  tall  rye  or  fragrant  beans  afcend, 
Or  oats  their  ample  panicles  extend  ; 
There  reft  diy  glebe,  left  fallow  not  in  vain. 
To  feel  the  fumnier's  fun  and  winter's  ram. 

•  Cammock :  Ononif,  or  Reftharrow.  Tlie  roots 
of  this  trouhhp.me  plant  (irt  f'ljlrons,  that  it  ii 
credibly  afcrted  thry  luiU flop  a  phrig'j  drawi  /y 
ff.-jera!  horfi's. 

^  A  viij 
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Pirfl. 


The  fliill'd  in  culture  ot't  repay  their  toil 
By  choice  of  plants  adapted  to  their  foil ; 
The  fpiky  faintfoiti  beft  on  chalk  i'ucceeds, 
Yhe  Jucern  hates  cold  clays  and  raoorj  uitadr. 
Second. 
Eeft  on  loofe  fands,  where  bralies  and  briars 
once  role, 
1^5  deep  fring'd  leaves  the  yellow  carrot  fhows ; 
Beft  on  ftifFloam  rough  tealels*  rear  their  heads, 
And  brown  coriander's  odorous  umbel  fpreads. 
Third. 
On  barren  mountains,  bleak  with  chilly  air^ 
Forbidding  pafturage  or  the  ploughman's  care, 
Laburnum's  boughs  a  beauteous  bloom  difclofe, 
Or  fpiry  pines  a  gloomy  grove  compofe. 
Firji. 
On  rurtiy  marfhes,  rank  with  wat'ry  weeds. 
Clothe  the  clear'd  foil   with   groves  oi  waving 

reeds ; 
Of  them  the  gard'ner  annual  fences  forins, 
To  fiiield  his  tender  plants  from  vernal  Itorms, 
Second. 
Cantabrian  hills  the  purple  faffron  (ho;v  ; 
Blue  fields  of  flax  in  Lincoln's  fenland  blow  ; 
On  Kent's  rich  plains,  green  hop-grounds  fcent  the 

gales ; 
And  apple-groves  deck  Hereford's  golden  vales  f . 
rhiid. 
Shelter'd  by  woods  the  weald  of  Saflex  lies; 
Her  fmooth  green  downs fublime  from  ocean  rife: 
That,  fitteft  foil  fiipplies  for  growth  of  grain  ; 
Thefe,  yield  beft  pafture  for  the  fleecy  train. 
FirJl. 
Say,  friends  I  whoe'er  his  refidence  might  choofe. 
Would  thefe  fweet  fcenes  of  fylvan  fliade  refufe, 
And  feek  the  black  wafte  of  the  barren  wold, 
That  yields  no  Iheiter  from  the  heat  or  cold  ? 
Second, 
Dull  are  flow  Oufa's  milt-exhaling  plains, 
"Where  long  rank  grafs  the  morning  dew  retains  : 
"Who  paftures  there  in  aiituirn's  humid  reign, 
His  flock  from  ficknefs  hopes  to  fave  in  vain. 
Third. 
The  bleak,  flat,  fedgy  fliores  of  Eflex  fliun, 
"Where  fog  perpetual  veils  the  winter  fun  ; 
Though  flattering  fortune  there  invite  thy  ftay, 
Thy  health  the  pilrchafe  of  her  fmiles  muft  pay. 
Firfi. 
When,  harveft  paft,  thy  ricks  of  yellow  corn 
Rife  round    the  yard,    and  fcent   the   breeze   of 

morn ; 
Rude  winter's  rage  with  timely  cars  t'  avert. 
Let  the  fliill'd  thatcher  ply  his  ufeful  art. 
Second. 
"When  thy  ripe  walnuts  deck  the  glofly  fpray, 
Ere  pilfering  rooks  purloin  them  faft  away. 
Wield  thy  tough  pole,  and  laili  the  trees  amain, 
Till  leaves  and  hulks  the  lawn  beneath  diftain. 

*  Teafel ;  Dipfacus  Sativus.  This  plant  is  cul- 
tivated, in  many  places,  for  the  t/fe  of  the  luooUeti 
pianiifaSiitre.  There  ore  large  fie  Ids  of  it  in  Ejfex  ; 
ivbere  the  coriander  is  alfo  groiv/i. 

f  There  is  a  part  of  Uerefcrdfoire,from  its  ex- 
traordi?iavy  fertility  and  pleafantnefs,  ifually  de- 
nominated The  Golden  Fale. 


Third. 
When  thy  green  orchards  fraught  with  fruit 
appear 
Thy  lofty  ladder  'midft  the  'ooughs  uprear ; 
Thy  baftet's  hook  upon  the  branch  fufpend. 
And  V  ith  the  fragrant  burden  oft  defcend. 
Firft. 
Spread  on  the  grafs,  or  pil'd  in  heaps,  behold 
The  pearmain's  red,  the  pippin's  fpeckled  gold  ; 
There  Ihall  the  rufTet's  auburn  rind  be  feen, 
The  read-ftreak's  (tripes,  and  nonpareil's  brigai 
green. 

Second. 
Thefe  on  dry  ftraw,  in  airy  chambers,  lay. 
Where  windows  clear  admit  the  noon-tide  raV; 
They,  fafe  from  frofts,  thy  table  fhall  fupply, 
Frelii  to  the  talte,  and  pleafing  to  the  eye. 
Third. 
When  favouring  feafons  yield  thee  ftore  to  fpare, 
The  circling  mill  and  cumbrous  prefs  prepare  ; 
From  copious  vats,  the  well-fermented  juice 
Will  fparkling  beverage  for  thy  board  produce. 
litf}. 
From  red  toblack  when  bramble-berries  change, 
And  boys  for  nuts  the  hazel  copfes  range. 
On  new  reap'd  fields  the  thick  ftrong  ftubble  mow, 
.A.i!d  fafe  in  ftacks  about  thy  homeftead  flow. 
Second. 
With  purple  fruit  when  elder  branches  bend, 
And  their  bright  hues  the  hips  and  cornels  blend, 
Ere  yet  chill  hoar  froft  comes,  or  fleety  rain, 
Sow  with  choice  wheat  the  neatly  furrow'd  plain. 
Third. 
Whf  n  clamorous  fieldfares  feek  the  frozen  mead, 
And  lurking  fnipes  by  gurgling  runnels  reed; 
Then  'midft  dry  fodder  let  thy  herds  be  found, 
Where  fheltering  fheds  the  well-ftor'd  crib  fur- 
round. 

FirJl. 
Though  winter  reigns,  our  labours  never  fail : 
Then  all  day  long  we  hear  the  founding  flail: 
And  oft  the  beetle's  ftrenuous  ftroke  delcends, 
That  knotty  block-wood  into  billets  rends. 
Second. 
Then  in  the  barns  in  motion  oft  are  feen 
The  ruftling  corn-fan,  and  the  wiry  fcreen  : 
In  lacks  the  taflier  meafures  up  his  grain. 
And  loads  for  market  on  the  fpacious  wain. 
Third. 
Th'  enclofure  fence  then  claims  our  timeJy  care, 
The  ditch  to  deepen,  and  the  bank  repair ; 
The  vvell-plaflrd  hedge  with  frequent  ftakes  con- 
fine. 
And  o'er  its  top  tough  wyths  of  hazel  twine. 
Firft. 
Where  in  the  croft  the  ruflet  hayrick  ftands, 
The  dextrous  binder  twifts  his  fedgy  bands, 
Acrofs  the  ftack  his  fharp-edg'd  engine  guides, 
And  the  hard  mafs  in  many  a  trufs  divides*. 
Second. 
W^hen  froft  thy  turnips  fixes  in  the  ground. 
And  hungry  flocks  for  food  ftand  bleating  round, 
Letfturdy  youths  their  pointed  peckers  ply, 
Till  the  rais'd  roots  loofe  on  the  furface  lie. 


*  Hay  is  vfually  cut  ivith  an  oblong  triaw^u^af' 
injiru7nentf  called  §  Citttin^-kinfe, 
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'ilird. 

When  ftormy  days  conftrain  to  quit  the  field. 
The  houfe  or  barn  may  ufetul  bufinefj  yk-ld ; 
There  ciooked  Inaths  *  of  liexile  fallow  make, 
Or  of  tough  alh  the  fork-ftale  ;nd  the  rake. 
Fhf. 
Full  many  a  chance  defeats  the  farmer's  J)ains, 
Full  many  a  lofs  diminifhes  his  gains; 
Wet  fpoih  the  feed,  or  frolts  its  growth  o'erpower, 
Beads  break  the  ftalk,  and  birds  the  grain  de- 
vour. 

Second. 
While   plenteous  crops   reward   thy   toil  and 
care. 
Thy  liberal  aid  may  age  and  ficknefs  Giare  ! 
Nor  let  the  widuw'd  cottager  deplore 
Her  firelefs  hearth,  her  cupboard's  fcanty  ftore. 
Third. 
The  haughty  lord,  whonri  luft  of  gain  infpires, 
From  man  and  beaft  esceffive  toil  requires: 
The  generous  mafter  views  with  pitying  eyes 
Their  lot  fevere,  &nd  food  and  reft  fupplies. 
Flrjl. 
Amid  A-chaia's  ftreamy  vales  of  old, 
Of  Works  and  Days  th'  Afcrean  paftor  told  ; 

*  Snath,  u  the  technical  term  for  the  handle  of 
rajcytbe. 


Around  him,  curious,  came  the  ruftic  throng. 
And  wond'ring  liftcn'd  to  th'  informing  fong. 
Second. 
Where  fam'd  Anapus*  limpid  waters  ftray, 
Sicilia's  [xjet  tim'd  his  Doric  lay ; 
While  o'er  hii  head  the  pine's  dark  foliage  hung. 
And  at  his  feet  the  bubbling  fountain  fprung. 
Third. 
The  Latian  Marofung,  where  Mincio's  ftream 
Through  groves  of  ilex  caft  a  lilvery  gleam  ; 
While  down  green  vallies  ftray'd  his  fleecy  Hocks, 
Or  Hcpt  in  ihadow  of  the  molly  rocks. 
Firji. 
Fair  fame  to  liirn,  the  bard  whofe  fong  difplaye 
Of  rural  arts  the  knowledge  and  the  praife  1 
Rich  as  the  field  with  ripen'd  harveft  white — 
A  I'cene  of  profit  mingled  wjth  delight ! 
Second. 
As  dewy  cherries  to  the  tafte  in  June, 
As  ihady  l*iics  to  travellers  at  noon, 
I'o  me  fo  welcome  is  the  flie[)herd's  ftrain; 
To  kindred  fpirits  never  fung  in  vain  ! 
Third. 
While  lindens  fweet  and  fpiky  chefnuts  blow. 
While  beech  bears  mail,  on  oaks  while  acorns 

grow; 
So  long  (hall  laft  the  fhepherd's  tuneful  rhyme. 
And  pleafe  in  every  age  and  every  clime  t 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  Oriental  Eclogues  of  Cpllins  have  fuch  e.^cellence,  that  it  vavj  be  fuppofed  they  mull  preclude 
the  appearance  of  any  fubfequent  work  with  the  fame  title.  This  confideration  did  not  efcape  the 
author  of  the  following  poems;  but  as  the  fcenery  and  fentiment  of  his  predeceflbr  were  totally  dif- 
ferent from  hi^  own,  he  thought  it  matter  of  little  confequence. 

This  kind  of  compofition  is,  in  general,  fubjeilt  to  one  difadvantage,  for  which  allowance  fliculd  be 
made.  He,  who  defcribes  what  he  has  fecn,  may  defcribe  correClly  :  he,  who  defcribes  what  he  has 
not  feen,  muft  depend  for  much  on  the  accounts  of  others,  and  fupply  the  reft  from  his  own  imagi- 
nation. 


ZERAD:  OR,  THE  ABSENT  LOVER. 

AN  ARABIAN  ECLOGUE. 

'The  learned  and  ingeniv->us  Mr.  Jones,  in  iiis  ele- 
gant and  judicious  elFay  on  the  poetry  of  the 
Eaitern  Nations,  fpeaking  of  the  Arabians,  has 
the  following  palfage:  "  It  fometimes  happens.," 
fays  he,  "  that  the  young  men  of  one  tribe  are 
"  in  love  with  the  damfels  of  another;  and,  as 
"  the  tents  ape  frequently  removed  on  a  fud- 
*•  den,  the  lovers  are  often  feparated  in  the  pro- 
"  grefs  of  the  courtlhip.  Hence,  almeft  all  the 
"  Arabic  poems  opens  in  this  manner:  The  au- 
"  thor  bewails  the  fudden  departure  of  hi:  mif- 
"  trefs,  Hinda,  Maia,  Zeineb,  or  Azza,  ai.d  de- 
''  fcribes  hsr  beautj^;  coijiparing  iigr  to  a  '.vauton 


"  fawn  that  plays  among  the  aromatic  fiirubs. 
"  His  friends  endeavour  to  comfort  hiin;  but  he 
"  refufes  confolation  ;  he  declares  his  refolution 
"  of  vifiting  his  beloved,  though  the  way  to  her 
"  tribe  !i«  through  a  dreadful  wildernefs,  or  e- 
"  ven  through  a  den  of  liont.'' — The  author  of 
the  following  eclogue  was  ftruck  with  this  out- 
line, and  has  attempted  to  fill  it  up.  An  apo- 
logy for  expatiating  on  the  pleafing  fubjecis  of 
love  and  beauty,  when  nothing  is  faid  to  offend 
the  ear  of  chaftity,  he  fuppofes  needlefs.  If  any, 
however,  there  be,  who  queftion  the  utility  of 
at  all  defcribiig  thofe  fubje<fls;  fuch  may  re- 
mcaib;r,  that  there  is  an  eaftern  poem,  gene- 
riiiy  erteemedyjt-r<f.f,  which  abounds  with  the 
mod  aiuent  exprefiions  of  the  one,  and  luxuriant 
pi^ituxf  i  of  the  ctlief . 
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Korasa's  tribe,  a  frequent-wandering  train. 
From  Zenan's  paftures  fought  Negiran's  plain. 
With  them  Semira  left  her  favourite  Ihades, 
The  lovelieft  nymph  of  Yemen's  fportive  maids  1 
Her  parting  hand  her  fair  coraj<anions  prcfs'd; 
A  tranfient  forrow  touch'd  each  tender  breall ; 
As  fonne  thin  cloud  acrofs  the  morning  ray 
Cafts  one  fliort  n-io;nent''s  gloom,  and  glides  away: 
Their  cares,  their  fports,  they  halted  foon  to  tend, 
And  ioft  in  them  rhe  memory  of  their  friend. 
But  gallant  Zerad  ill  her  abfence  bore, — 
A  wealthy  emir  from  Katara's  fhore  ; 
A  warrior  he,  tjie  bravelt  of  his  race  ; 
A  jh-rd  high-honour'd  in  his  native  place ; 
Aa,e  oft  learn'd  knowledge  from  his  tuneful  tongue, 
At  d  lift-ning  beauty  languifli'd  while  he  fung. 
What  time  the  tribes  in  camp  contiguous  lay, 
Ott  with  the  fair-one  he  was  wont  to  ftray  ; 
There   oft  for  her  frelh  fruits    and    flow'rs   he 

fought. 
And  oft  her  flocks  to  cryftal  fountains  brought. 
Where  the  tall  palm-grove  grac'd  Alzobah's 

green. 
And  fable  tents  in  many  a  rank  were  feea  * ; 
While  evening's  fteps  the  letting  fun  purfu'd. 
And  the  ftili  fields  he!r  balmy  tears  bedew'd ; 
The  penfive  lover,  there  reciin'd  apart, 
Indulg'd  the  forrows  of  his  anxious  heart. 
His  graceUil  head  the  coftly  turban  dreft  ; 
The  crimfon  faQi  confin'd  his  azure  veil ; 
His  hand  the  founding  arabeb  f  fuftain'd  ; 
And  thus  his  voice  in  melody  complain'd— 
Sott  as  the  night-bird's  amorous  mufic  flows, 
Jn  Zibit's  gardens,  when  llie  woos  the  rofc  |  : 
'  Bright  ftar  of  Sora's  llsy,   whofe    mafchlefs 

'  blaze 

*  Gilds  thy  proud  tribe  with  mild,  benignant  ray  s  I 
'  Sweet  flow'r  of  Azem's  vale,  whole  matchlefs 

'  bloom 
'  O'er  thy  fam'd  houfe  fpreads  exquifite  perfume  ! 

*  Blithe  fawn  of  Kofa,  at  the  break  of  dawn, 

*  'Midil:  groves  nf  cailia,  fporting  on  the  lawn  1 

*  Too  charming  beauty  1  why  muft  I  bemoan 

'  Thee  from  my  prefence  thus  abruptly  flown  ? 

*  Ere  the  llirill  trump  tn  march  the  lignal  gave, 

*  And  banners  high  in  air  began  to  wave  ; 
'  Eie  the  tall  camel  felt  his  wonted  load, 

*  And  herds  and  flocks  flow  mov'd  along  the  road  ; 
'  Ere  flow  behind  thein  march'd  the  warrior  train, 

*  And  the  ftruck  tents  left  vacant  all  the  plain; 
'  Could  no  fond  plea  obtain  a  longer  flay  ; 

*  Would  no  kind  hand  th'  intelligence  convey  ? 

*  Ah,  hapiefs  me  1  to  Aden's  port  I  flray'd, 

*  Sought   gold    and    gems,    but    loft;   my   lovely 

'  maid  '. 
'  My  friends,  they  come  my  forrows  to  allay — 

*  Azor  the  wife,  and  Soliman  the  gay — 

'  One  cries,  "  Let  reafon  hold  her  fober  reign, 
"  Nor  love's  light  trifles  give  thy  boibm  pain  1 

*  The  Arabian  tents  are  black.  Vide  Canti- 
cles, i.  5. 

f  Arabebbah,  an  Arabian  and  Moori/Ij  injlrn- 
ment  ofmufu:  Vide  Shaw's  Travels,  and  Ruffell's 
Hiftory  of  Aleppo. 

X  Alluding  to  anEapntfable  of  the  Nightingale 
icwting  the  Rojc. 


"  For  thee  kind  fcience  all  her  lore  difp!ay«, 
"  And  fame  awaits  thee  with  the  wreath  ojipraife." 
"  O  why,"  cries  one,  "  is  fhe  alone  thy  care  ? 
"  tjhe's  fair,  indeed,  but  other  maids  are  fair  : 
"  Negima's  eyes  with  dazzling  luilre  fhine, 
"  And  her  black  trefl"es  curl  like  Zebid's  vine  ; 
"  On  Hindu's  brow  Kufliemon's  lily  blows, 
"  And  on  her  cheek  unfolds  Nifliapor's  role  i 
"  With  them  the  tale,  the  fong,  the  dance,  fliall 

"  pleafe,  [eafe." 

"  When  mirth's  free  banquet  fills  the  bow'r  of 
'  Ah  ceafe,'  faid  I ;  '  of  love  he  little  knows, 
'  Who  with  fage  counfel  hopes  to  cure  its  woes ! 
'  Go,  bid  in  air  Yamama's  lightnings  flay, 
'  Or  Peratn's  lion  quit  his  trembling  prey: 
'  Kind  fcience'  lore  with  beauty  bzH  we  ftiare, 
'  And  beauty's  hands  fame's  faireft  wreaths  prc- 

'  pare. 
'  I  praife  Negima's  lovely  hair  and  eyes ; 
'  Nor  Hinda's  lily,  nor  her  rofe  defpifc'? 
'  But  Omman's  pearls  dift''ufe  a  brighter  beam 
'  Than  the  gay  pebbles  of  Kahfa's  ftream. — 

'  O  lov'd  Semira  1  whither  dofl  thou  rove  ? 
'  Tread  thy  foft  fteps  by  Sada's  jalT'mine  grove  ? 
'  Dofl  thou  thy  flocks  on  Ocah's  mountain  keep  ? 

*  Do  Ared's  olives  whifper  o'er  thy  fleep  ? — 

'  Ah  no  ! the  maid,    perhaps,    remote   from 

'  thefe, 
'  Seme  hoftile  troop,  in  ambufh  laid,  may  feize ; 
'  Too  lovely  captive  !  flic,  in  triumph  borne, 
'  The  proud  Pacha's  throng'd  haram  fhall  adorn. 
'  Vain  fear  !  around  her  march  her  valiant  friends; 
'  Brave  Omar's  hand  the  how  of  Iflimael  bends ; 
'  Strong  Hafian's  arm  Kaaba's  fpear  can  wield, 
'  And  rear  on  high  El-makin's  ponderous  fhield  ! 
'  Ah,   fliame  to  me  !   Shall  floth's  difhonourLng 

chain 
'  From  love,  from  glory,  Zerad  here  detain, 
'  Till  grief  my  cheek  with  flckly  faffron  i'pread, 
'  And  my  eyes,  weeping,   match  th'  Argavan's 

'  red  ♦  ? 
'  Hafl:c,  bring  my  fleed,  fupreme  in  flrength  and 

grace, 
'  Firfl  in  the  fight,  andfleeteft  in  the  chafe; 
'  His  fire  renown  d  on  Gebcl's  hills  was  bred, 
'  His  beauteous  dam  in  Derar's  paflures  fed  : 
'  Bring  myftrong  lance  that,  ne'er  impell'd  in  vaih, 
'   Picrc'd  tlie  fierce  tyger  on  Hegefa's  plain. 
'  Acrofs  the  defert  I  her  Itcjis  purfue; 

*  Toil  at  my  fide,  and  danger  in  my  view  ! 

'  There  thirft,  fell  demon,  haunts  the  I'ultry  air, 
'  And  his  wild  eyeballs  roll  with  horrid  glare  ; 
'  Their  deadly  Suniiel  f ,  flriding  o'er  the  land, 
'  Sweep-  his  red  wing,  and  whirls  the  burninar.i 

'  fand ; 
'   A-  winds  the  weary  caravan  along, 
'  The  fiery  ftorm  involves  the  hapiefs  throng, 
'   I  go,  I  go,  nor  foil  nor  d mge'r  heed  ; 
'  The  faithful  lover  fafety's  hand  ihall  lead. 

*  D  H-rhelot  informs  us,  that  faffron  faces,  and  ar' 
g.Ti'an  r-v:-.-,  are  exprejjlons  commonly  life  J  in  the  eaft,  to 
dcfcrihe  pajjionate  lo-vets,  "^vl'ofe  iiieLiiicholy  appears  in 
their  countenances ,  and-a-hofe  eyes  become  redivith  iveep- 
ing.  The  arga-van  is  f'ppfJ  to  be  the  arbor  'Jiidd' ; 
•whofe  blojjoms  are  of  a  bright  purple.  Vide  Harmer's 
Commentary  on  Solomon's  Song,  p.  163. 

I  Sumiel,  tht-feryb/rfing  ivind  nf  the  defert. 
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'  The  heart  tint  foftcrs  virtue's  generous  flames, 

*  Our  holy  prophut's  lure  proteiSlioii  clainii. 

'  Delightful  Ireni  *  ('midll  the  lonely  w;iftc, 

'  By  bhedad's  hand  the  paradife  was  pbc'd), 

♦  Each  ihady  tree  of  varied  foliage  ihovvs, 

'  And  every  flower  and  every  fruit  beltows; 

'  There  drop  rich  gums  of  every  high  perfume  ; 

*  There  fuig  fwcct  birds  of  every  gaudy  plum  ■ ; 

•  There   Ibft-ey'd   Houries   tread    ih'    enamell'd 

'  Once,  and  no  more,  the  happy  leat  was  fcen  ; 

'  As  his  Ih-ay'd  camel  'midll  the  wild  he  fought, 

'  Chance  to  the  fpot  the  wandering  Kffar  brought ; 

'  A  blifsful  Irem,  'midft  the  dtl'trt  drear, 

♦  Semira's  tent  niy  love-fick  figlit  Ihall  cheer. 

'  What  palm  of  beauty  tow'rson  Keran's  hills? 

♦  What  myrth  with  fragrance  Sala's  valley  tills? 
'  '  ris  fhe,  who  left  lb  late  her  favourite  fhades, 

*  The  lovelicit  nymph  of  Yemen's  Iportivc  maids! 
'  Look  fi-om  thy  tciit,  the  curtains  fair  unfold, 

•  Give  to  my  vievi'  thy  veil  of  lilk  and  gold  ; 
'  O  lift  that  veil !  thy  radiant  eyes  difplay — 

•  Thole  radiant  eyes  fhall  light  me  on  my  way ! 
'  On  Hejar's  wild  rocks  from  the  Periian  main, 

'  Thus  the  moon  riling  lights  the  wiider'd  fwain. 

*  O  rails  thy  voice  !  the  found  fliall  give  delight, 
'  Like  fongs  of  pilgrims  diftant  heard  by  night  ! 

♦  I  come,  I  come  !' He  Ipoke,  and  Iciz'd  the 

rein. 
And  his  fleet  courfer  fpurn'd  the  fandy  plain. 

SERIM; 

OR,    THE   ARTIFICIAL   FAMINE. 

An  Eaft  Indian  Eclogue. 
The  following  account  of  Britifn  conducSl:,  and  its 
confequences,  in  Bengal  and  the  adjacent  pro- 
vinces, fome  years  ago,  will  afford  a  fufficient 
idea  of  the  fubjedl  of  the  following  eclogue. 
After  defcribing  the  monopoly  of  fait,  bctcl- 
nut,  and  tobacco,  the  hillorian  thus  proceeds: 
"  Money,  in  this  current,  came  but  by  drops; 
"  it  could  not  quench  the  thirft  of  thofe  who 
"  waited  in  India  to  receive  it.  An  expedient 
"  fuch  as  it  was,  remained  to  quicken  its  pace. — 
"  The  natives  could  live  with  little  falc,  but  not 
*»  without  food.  Some  of  the  agents  faw  them- 
•f  felves  well  fituated  for  colletfting  the  rice  into 
*'  ftores;  they  did  fo.  They  knew  the  Gentoos 
"  would  rather  die,  than  violate  the  precepts  of 
"  their  religion  by  eating  tlefli.  'I'he  altcrna- 
"  live  would  therefore  be,  between  giving  what 
<'  they  had,  and  dying.  The  iuhabitatits  funk  ; 
"  they  that  cultivated  the  land,  and  faw  tlie 
*'  harvefr  at  the  difpofal  of  others,  planted  ui 
"  doubt — icarcity  tnfued — then  the  monopoly 
"  was  eafier  managed.  The  people  took  to  roots, 
"  and  food  they  had  been  unaccuflomcd  to  eat. 
"  Sicknefs  enfued.  In  Ibme  diftricts,  the  languid 


*  "  Mahommed  in  his  Alcoran,  in  the  Cbizptsr  of  the 
Morning,  i?:entions  a  garJen  calhJ  Irem,  icbich  is  no 
hfs  cdeuratcd  by  the  Ajiatic  poets ,  than  the!  cfthe  Htf- 
fcrides  /'V  the  Greeks.  It  tvas  planted,  as  the  commen- 
tators fjy,  iy  a  king,  named  ShaJad ;  and  lucis  once  fccn 
iy  an  Ariihian,  -zi't'o  ivandered  fjr  into  the  di-fert.  In 
fearch  cf  a  hjl  camel."    JonCs's  Effay  OH  thC  PoctVV 

cf  the  Eaftcrn  Nations. 


"  living  left  the  bodies  of  their  numerous  dead 
"  unburicd."  Short  Hijiory  of  Eiiglijb  Trail' 
faclions  in  the  Eaji  indies,  p.  145. 
The  above  quotation  lufficicntly  proves,  that  the 
general  plan  of  the  following  poem  is  founded 
on  faifl.  And  even  with  regard  to  its  particular 
iiuidents,  there  can  he  little  doubt,  but  that, 
among  the  varied  miferies  of  millions,  every 
piiiturc  of  diflrcfs  which  the  author  has  drawn, 
had  its  original. 

'  O  GUAimiA.N  genius  of  this  facrcd  wave  *  ! 
'  O  lave  thy  fons,  if  thine  the  power  to  favc  1' 
So  bcrim  fpoke,  as  fad  on  (ianges'  Ihore 
lie  I'at,  his  country's  miferies  to  deplore^ 
'  O  guardian  genius  of  this  facred  v.'avc  ! 
'  O  lave  thy  fons,  if  thine  the  power  to  fave! 
'  From  iVgra'i  tow'rs  to  Muxadabat'sf  wails, 
'  On  thee  for  aid  the  fufTering  Hindoo  calls : 
'  Europe's  fell  race  controul  the  wide  domaiu, 
'  I'^ngrofs  the  harveil,  and  enllavc  the  fwain. 
'  W'hy  rife  thefe  cumbrous  pdes  along  thy  tide  ? 
'  They  hold  the  plenty  to  our  prayers  deny'd  ! 
'  Guards  at  their  gates  jierpetual  watch  maintain, 
'  Where  want  in  anguilh  craves  relief  in  vain. 
"  Bring  gold,  bring  gems,"  the  infatiatc  plunder- 
ers cry,  [die." 
"  'Who  hoards  his  wealth,  by  hunger's  rage  fhall 
'  Ye  liends!  yc've  ravifh'd  all  our  little  flore; 
■•  Ye  fee  weperifh,  yet  ye  aik  for  more  ! 
'  Go  ye  yourfelves,  and  fearch  for  gold  the  mine ; 
'   Go,  dive  where  pearls  beneath  the  ocean  fliine  ? 
'  What  right  have  ye  to  plague  our  peaceful  land? 
'  No  fhips  of  ours  e'er  fought  your  weftern  ftrand : 
'  Ne'er  from  your  fields  we  faatch'd  their  crops 

away, 
'  Nor  made  your  daughters,  or  your  fons  our  prey. 
'  Not  ev'n  in  thought  we  quit  our  native  place— 
'  A  calm,  contented,  inofienfive  race  ! 
'  By  avarice  led,  ye  range  remoteft  climes, 
'  And  every  nation  execrates  your  crimes. 

'  M'hen    Timur's  houfe    \  renowii'd  ia  Delhi 
'  reign'd, 
'  Dlftrefs,  afliflance  unimplor'd  obtain'd  : 
'  When  famine  o'er  the  atHiilcd  region  frown'd, 
'  And  ficknefs  languifh'd  on  the  barren  ground, 
'  The  Imperial  grauaricswidedifplay'd  theirdoors, 
'  And  fliips  proviiion  brought  from  diftant fliores; , 


*  The  Hindoos  ivorjhip  a  god  or  genius  of  the  Gan- 
tres. 

\  MtixadcAat  ,or  Mcrf.edsbat,  a  large  city  of  India, 
about  tivo  hundred  miles  above  CaLiitta.  The  name  is 
commonly  pronounced  ivith  the  accent  on  the  lafi  fyllable  > 
Mnxadabitt.  I  have  taken  the  liberty  to  accommodate  this, 
av.d  fume  feiv  other  ivnrds,  to  my  -jerfe,  by  altering  the  ac- 
cent uutiou ;  a  matter,  I  apprehend,  of  little  confequcncel* 
the  Englijh  reader. 

\  The  famous  Mahometan  tyrant,  Auranzebe,  during 
a  famine  ii'bich  preiiai'ed  in  different  parts  nf  India,  ex- 
erted himfelf  to  alleviate  the  diftrefs  of  bis  fubjeds.  "  He 
remitted  the  taxes  that  ivere  due ;  he  employed  thrfe  al- 
read))  colleiied  in  the  purchafe  of  corn,  nvhich  -was  diflri- 
buted  among  the  poorer  fort.  Hi  even  expended  immenfe 
fatns  out  oj  the  tre^fury, in  conveying  grain,  by  land  and 
ivater,  int»  the  interior  provinces,  from  Bengal,  andtht 
countries  iihich  lie  on  the  five  brau'lcs  ff  the  InJu:, 
Dow'slndoftan,  vol.  iii.  p.J-l", 
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c  The  laden  camels  crowded  Kurah's  vales, 
From  Colgon's  cliffs  they  hail'd  the  coming  fails, 

*  But  ye!— even  now,  while  fav'ring  fcaibns  Imilc, 
«  And  the  rich  p-lebe  would  recompcjil'e  our  toil, 

'  Dearth  and  diieafe  to  you  alone  we  owe  ; 
'  Ye  caufe  the  niifchief,  and  enjoy  the  woe  ! 

*  This  beauteous  clime,  but  late,  what  plenty 

•  blei>  ! 
'  What  d.iys  of  plcafure,  and  what  nights  of  reft  ! 
'  Frenj  Gola's   Itreets,   fani'd   mart  of    fragrant 

'  grain  ! 
'  Trade's  cheerful  voice  refounded  o'er  the  plain  ; 
'  There  now  fad  filence  liftsns  to  the  waves, 
'  That  break  in  murmurs  round  the  rocky  caves. 

*  Sweet  were  the  fongs  o'er  Jumal's  level  borne, 

"  While  bufy  thoufands  throng'd  to  plant  the  corn ; 
"  Now  tenfold  tax  the  farmer  forc'd  to  yield, 
'  Defpairs,  and  leaves  unoccupied  the  field. 

*  Sweet  were  the  fongs  cf  Burdv.-an's  mulberry 

«  grove, 
■  While  the  rich  nlk  the  rapid  fiiuttle  v;ove  ; 
'  Now  from  the  loom  our  coftiy  veflments  torn, 
'  Th'  infulting  robbers  meaneiT;  {laves  adorn. 

*  In  Maida's  (hades,  on  Puma's  palmy  plain, 

*  The  hapiefs  artiils,  urg'd  to  toil  in  vain, 

'  Quit  their  fad  homes,  and  mourn  along  the  land, 

*  A  penfive,  pallid,  felf-difabled  band  •  !— 

'  The  year  revolves'—"  Bring  choiceft  fruits  and 

"  flowers, 
"  Spread  wide  the  board  In  confecrated  bowers; 
*'  Bring  joy,  bring  fport,  the  fong,  the  dance  pre- 

'  pare!  [fhare!" 

•■  'TIS  Drugah's  f  feaft,  and  all  our  friends  muft 

*  The  year  revolves— nor  fruits  nor  flowers  are 

'  feen  ; 
«  Nor  feftive  board  in  bowers  of  holy  green ; 
'  Nor  joy,  nor  fport,  nor  dance,  nor  tuneful  flrain : 
<  'Tis  Drugah's'feati — but  grief  and  terror  reign. 
«  Yet  there,  ingrate  !  oft  welcome  gucfts  ye  came, 

*  And  talk'd  of  honour's  laws  and  friendlhip's 

«  flame. 

*  The  year  revolves — and  Blfhen's  j  faft  invites, 

*  On  Ganges'  marge  to  pay  the  folemn  rites ; 

*  "  Thofe  "who  fioiu  made  the  things  the  Englij".^  mrji 
ivanted,  ivere  prcjfed  on  all  J:des—by  their  oivn  necejji- 
iies,  their  neighbours,  and  the  agents  employed  to  procure 
the  Company's  in-vejlments,  as  the  goods  fent  to  Europe  are 
ealled,  thefe  importunities  ivere  united,  and  urged  fo 
t,iuch,fo  often,  and  in  fuch  ivays,  as  to  produce,  among 
the  people  in  theftlk  bujincfs,  irjlan:cs  of  their  cutting  off 
their  thumbs,  that  the  luant  nf  them  mig.-t  exi.t:fe  them 

fromfolloiving  their  trade,  and  the  iricon-veniences  te  ivhieb 
the^  ivere  expofed  beyond  the  common  lot  of  their  neigh- 
hoiirsT  Hiftory  of  the  Englilh  Tranfadions  in  the 
Eaft  Indies. 

f  Dru^ah,  a  Hindoo  goddefs.  "  Dritgah  Poojah  is  the 
grand  general  feajl  of  ike  Gentoos,  ufually  vijited  by  all 
Europeans  (ijy  invitation),  ivho  are  treated  by  the  pro- 
prietors of  the  feajl  with  the  fruits  and  fo-aurs  infea- 
fun,  and  are  entertained  e'very  evening  luilh  bands  of  fing- 
ers and  dancers. '"  Vide  Howell's  Indoftan,  vol.  ii. 

:j:  Bifhen,  Biflnoo,  or  f  aggernaut ,  is  one  of  the  princi- 
pal Hindoo  deities.  "  Tbisfajl,  dedicated  to  him,  is  call- 
ed the  Sinan  Jattra,  or  general  -luajhing  in  the  Ganges  : 
and  it  is  almofi  incredible  to  think  the  immenfe  multitude, 
tf  every  ao-e  aird  fex,  that  appears  on  both  fides  of  the 
river,  throughout  its  ivhole  courfe,  at  one  and  the  fame 
time."    Vide  Mr.  Howell,  vol.  ii.  p.  1x4.  laS. 


All,  boons  of  Biftien,  great  preferver,  crave; 
All  in  the  facred  flood  their  bodies  lave : 
No  more,  alas  ! — the  multitude  no  more 
Bathe  in  the  tide,  or  kneel  upon  the  fliore ; 
No  more  from  towns  and  villages  they  throng. 
Wide  o'er  the  fields,  the  public  paths  along  ; 
Sid  on  our  ways,  by  Jiuman  foot  unworn, 
Stalks  the  dim  form  of  folitnde  forlorn  ! — 
From  Ava's  mountains  morn's  bright  eyes  furvey 
Fair  Ganges'  flreams  in  many  a  windirig  ftray ; 
There  fleecy  flocks  on  many  an  ifland  feed ; 
There  herds  unnumber'd  paflure  many  a  mead; 
(While  noxious  herbs  our  laft  refourcc  fupply. 
And,  dearth  cfcaping,  by  difeafe  we  die) ;' 
Take  thefe,"  ye  cry,  "  nor  more  for  food  com- 
"  plain  ;  [flain  !'' 

Take  thefe,  and  flay  like   ns,  and  riot  on  the 
Ah  noJ  our  law  the  crime  abhorr'd  withftands; 
We  die — but  blood  fliall  ne'er  pollute  our  hands. 
O  guardian  genius  of  this  facred  wave. 
Save,  fave  thy  fons,  if  thine  the  power  to  fave  !' 
So  Serim  fpoke— while  by  the  moon's  pale  beam, 
The  frequent  corfe came floatingdown  the ftreara*. 
He  figh'd,  and  riflng  tum'd  his  flt.p';  to  rove 
Where  wav'd  o'er  Nizim's  vale  the  cocoa-grove  ; 
I'here,  'midft  fcorch'd  ruins,   one   lone  root  re- 

main'd, 
And  one  forlorn  inhabitant  contain 'd. 
The  lound  of  feet  he  near  his  threfhold  heard  ; 
Slow  from  tjie  ground  his  languid  limbs  he  rear'd: 
'  Come,  tyrant  come  !  perform  a  generous  part, 
'  Lift  thy  keen  fteel,  and  pierce  this  fainting  heart!' 
'  Com'ft  thou  for  gold  ?  my  gold,  alas,  I  gave, 
'  My  darling  daughter  iivdifhrefs  to  fave! 
'  Thy  faithlefs  brethren  took  the  fliining  ftore, 
'  Then  from  my  arras  the  trembling  virgin  tore'. 

♦  Three  days,  three  nights,  I've  langnifh'd  here 

'  alone-— 
'  Three  foodlefs  days,  three  nights  to  fleep  un- 

'  known  1 
'  Come,  tyrant  come  !  perform  a  generous  part, 
'   Lift  thy  keen  fteel,  and  pierce  this  fainting  heart',' 
"  No  hoftile  fteps  the  haunt  of  woe  invade,"^ 
Serim  replied — and,  palling  vi'liere  the  giade 
A  length  of  proi'pccSt  down  the  vale  difplay'^ " 
Another  fight  of  mifery  met  his  view; 
Another  mournful  voice  his  notice  drew  I 
There,  near  a  temple's  recent  ruin,  flood 
A  white-riib'd  Bramin  by  the  facred  flood : 
His  wives,  his  children,  dead  befide  him  lay— 
Of  himger  thefe,  and  tjiofe  of  grief  the  pxey  ' 
Thrice  he  with  duft  defil'd  his  aged  head; 
Thrice  o'er  the  ftream  his  hands  uplifted  fpread  : 
'  Hear,  all  ye  powers  to  whom  we  bend  in  prayer ! 
'  Hear,  all  who  rule  o'er  water,  earth,  and  air  I 
<  'Tis  not  for  them,  though  lifelefs  there  they  lie ; 
'  'Tis  not  for  me,  though  innocent  I  die  : — 
'  My  country's  breaft  the  tyger,  avarice,  rends, 
«  And  loud  to  you  her  parting  groan  afcends. 
'  Hear,  all  ye  powers  to  whom  we  bend  in  prayer! 
'  Hear,  all  who  rule  o'er  water,  earth,  and  air  ! 

*  Hear  and  avenge  I [fphere, 

«  But  hark !  what  voice   from    yonder    Harry 

'  Slides  like  the  breeze  of  evening  o'er  my  car  I 


■de,"") 
te       L 


*  The  Hindoos  frequently  cafl  the  bodies  of  their  de- 
ceafed  into  the  Ganges  ;  iviih  the  idea,  I  fuppofe,  of  com- 
mitting them  to  the  difpofal  of  the  god  or  genius  of  the  rh- 
l/er^ 
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•  I,o,Birmah's  *form!  onamliercloudRcnthron'd;  I 

«  His  azure  robe  with  lurid  cincriild  zon'd  ; 

«  He  looks  celcftial  dignity  and  grace, 

f  Aud  views  with  pity  wretched  human  race  !' 

"  Forbear,  rafh  man  !  nor  curfe  tiiy  country's 
"  foes ; 
"  Frail  man  to  man  forgivcnefs  ever  owes. 
•'  When  Moifafoor  f  the  fell  on  earth's  fair  plain 
"  Brought  his  dcteJled  offspring,  ftrife  and  pain  , 
"  Revenge  with  them,  relentlefs  fury,  came, 
"  Her  lioi'om  burning  with  infernal  flame  1 
"  Her  Kair  ihcds  horror,  like  the  comet's  blaze  ; 
"  Her  eyes,  all  ghaftty,  blaft  where'er  they  gaze; 
"  Her  lifted  arm  a  poifon'd  crice  |  fuftains; 
"  Her  garments  drop  with  blood  of  kindred  veins! 
"  Who  afks  her  aid,  mull  own  her  endlcfb  reign, 
"  Feel  her  keen  fcourgc,  und  drag  her  galling 
"  chain!'' 

•  The  ftrains  fublime  in  fweeteft  mufic  clofe, 
'  And  all  the  tumult  of  my  foul  compofe. 

•  Yet  you,  ye  oppreffors  1  uninvok'd  ou  you  |[, 

•  Your  fleps  the  ftcps  of  juftice  will  purfue  '. 

'  Go,  fpread  your  white  fails  on  the  azure  main; 

•  Fraught  witheur  fpoils,  your  native  land  regain; 
«  Go,  plant  the  grove,  and  bid  the  lake  expand, 

•  And  on  green  hills  the  pompous  palace  ft^nd ; 
'  Let  luxury's  hand  adorn  the  gaudy  room, 

'  Smooth  the  foft  couch,  aud  ftied  the  rich  per- 
'  fume —  [vice, 

«  There  night's  kind  calm  in  vain  fhall  flecp  in- 
'  While  fancied  omens  warn,  and  fpedlres  friglit ; 

•  Sad  founds  fhall  iiTue  from  your  guilty  walls, 

«  The  widow'd  wife's,  the  fonlefs  mother's  calls; 

•  And  infant  Rajalis'  bleeding  forms  (hall  rife, 

•  And  lift  to  you  their  fupplicuting  eyes : 

'  Remorfe  intolerable  your  hearts  will  feel, 
'  And  your  own  hands  plunge  deep  the  avenging 
«  ftcel  §.  [dain, 

'  (For  Europe's  cowards  Heaven's  command  dif- 

•  To  death's  cold  arms  they  fly  for  eafe  in  vain.) 

•  For  us,  each  painful  tranfmigration  o'er, 

•  Sweet  fields  receive  us  to  refign  no  more; 

«  Where  fafety's  fence  for  ever  round  us  grows, 

•  And  peace,  fair  flower,  with  bloom  unfading 

'  blows; 


*  Blrmah  is  a  principal  dfiiy  of  the  Hi/idoas,  in  ivhofd 
ferfnii  they  •worjhip  the  Divi'te  Aitiibute  of  Wifdom. 
From  the  bell  accents  iu:  ha-ve  of  India,  the  intelligent 
fart  of  the  nati-ves  do  not  ivnrfiip  "  f.ccks  tuid  f.Mes," 
merely  as  fuch  :  but  rather  the  S'lfrewe  E^if.eme,  in  a 
variety  tf  attributes  or  man'ifcliations. 

•)•   The  Hindoo  author  of  evi!,ftmilar  to  our  Satan. 

\   An  Indian  daf^ger, 

II  'The  reader  miifl  readily  percei-vi  the  propriety  of 
this  turn  of  thought  in  a  poem  difigned  to  have  a  TTfti/al 
tendency.  Inhere  is  much  difference  beiiveen  a  perjon 
".vifhing  evil  to  his  enerry,  and  p>'f^gi"g  that  evil  ivill 
be  the  carfequence  of  that  encmf  s  crimes.  ''The  frjl  ii 
an  immoral  ail  of  the  ivill ;  thefecond,  a  neutral  at?  cj 
thejudfrment.- 

§  The  Hindoo  religion  (Irongly  prohibits  filicide.  Mr. 
tlotvell  gives  us  the  folloiving  paffe'^e  f>'o>t  the  Sh,:- 
JJah  :  "  IVhnfoever  of  the  delinquent  Dcktah  fall  dare 
"  to  free  hi/nfef  from  the  vicrtal  form  tchereiviih  I 
*'  fhall  cnclfc  him,  thou  Sieb  fbalt  plunge  hisn  into  the 
"  Onderah  for  ever  :  he  fhall  not  again  have  the  bene- 
"  ft  ofihefftecn  BqLooiis  of  ^urgatiui,  f^roiatieri,  and 
*'  Jiurf.catiot:." 


'  Light's  fun  nnfctting  (hincs  with  cheering  beam  f 

•  And  pleafurc's  river  rolls  its  golden  ftrcam!' 

Knrapt  he  Ipoke — then  coas'd  the  lofty  ftrain. 
And  Orel's  rocks  return'd  the  found  again.— 
A  Britifh  ruffian,  near  in  ambufh  laid, 
Rulh'd  fuddcn  from  the  cane-ifle's  fecret  fhade ; 

•  (io  to  thy  gods  !'  with  rage  infernal  cried, 
And  headlong  pluug'd  the  haplefs  fage  into  the 

foaming  tide. 

LI-PO ; 

OR,  TUE  GOOD  GOVERNOR. 

A  Chinefe  Eclogue. 

Those  who  are  convcrfant  in  the  b(;fl:  accounts  cf 
China,  particularly  Da  Halde's  Hiftory,  mult 
have  remarked,  that  the  Chinefe  government,' 
though  arbitrary,  is  well  regulated  and  mild; 
■and  that  a  prince  in  that  country  can  acquire 
no  glory,  but  by  attention  to  the  welfare  of  his 
fuhjecls.  On  this  general  idea  is  founded  the 
plan  of  the  following  poem. 

Where  Honan's  hills  Kianfi's  vale  cnclofe, 
And  Xifa's  lake  its  glafly  level  ftows, 
Li-po's  fair  ifland  lay — delightful  fcene  I — 
With  fwelling  Hopes,  and  groves  of  every  green; 
On  azure  rocks  his  rich  pavilion  plac'il, 
Rear'd  its  light  front  witJi  golden  columns  grac'd; 
High  o'er  the  roof  a  weeping  willow  hung, 
And  jafminc  boughs  the  lattice  twln'd  among; 
In  porcelain  vafes  crefted  amaranth  grew, 
And  ftarry  after,  crimfon,  white,  and  blue; 
Lien-hoa  flowers  upon  the  water  fpread  ; 
Bright  fliells  aud  corah  varied  luftre  Ihed  ; 
From  fparry  grottos  cryftal  drops  diftill'd 
Ou  founding  braft,  and  air  with  mnlie  fill'd ; 
Soft  through  the  bending  canes  the  breezes  play'ci. 
The  ruflling  leaves  continual  murmur  made; 
Gay  fhoals  of  gold-fifh  glittcr'd  in  the  tide, 
And  gaudy  birds  flew  fportive  by  its  fide. 
The  diftant  profpeCls  well  the  fight  might  pleafc. 
With  pointed  mountains,  and  romantic  trce^: 
From  craggy  clifl^s,  between  the  verdant  fliaJcs, 
The  filvcrVills  rulh'd  down  in  bright  cafcades; 
O'er  terr^ic'd  lleeps  rich  cotton  harvefts  *  wav'u, 
And  fmooth  canals  the  rice-clad  valiey  lav'd; 
Long  rows  of  cyprefb  f  parted  all  thj  land, 
And  tall  pagodas  crown'd  the  river's  llrand  1 

'Twas  here,  from  bufintfs  and  its  pomp  and  pain. 
The  penfive  mailer  fought  relief  in  vain. 
Li-po,  mild  prince,  a  viceroy's  fceptrc  fway'd. 
And  ten  fair  towns  his  gentle  rule  obcy'd: 
The  morn's  tranfadion's  to  his  memory  came. 
And  fon-.e  he  found  to  praife,  and  fomc  to  blame; 
Mark'd  here  how  juftice,  pity  there  prevail'd, 
And  how  from  haftc  or  indolence  he  fail'd. 

Beneath  a  bower  of  i'weet  ka-fa,  whofe  blf-'^ni 
Fill'd  all  the  a^^jaccnt  lawn  with  rich  perfume, 

*  1'he  Chinefe  reduce  the  fteep  fcpa  cf  their  bilU 
infa  Utile  terraces,  on  iihich  they  grciv  cotton,  potatoes, 
tS*.-.  They  plant  the  edges  of  thd.-  terraces  with  trees, 
-which  i.ep  i'J>  the  ground,  ar.J  n:ah  a  very  fine  appear' 
anct. 

f  Their  rice-grounds  are  feharafcd  by  broad  ditcher, 
the  fiJes  of  ivhich  are  plarted  iiith  cypreff.-s.  Vid« 
Ofbcck's  Voyage  to  Chins, 
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His  flaves  at  diftanGC  fat — a  beauteous  train  '— 

One  wak'd  the  lute,  and  one  the  vocal  ilrain  : 

Theyfaw  his  brow  with  caic  all  clouded  o'er, 

And  wifh'd  to  eafe  th'  anxiety  he  bore. 

Amufivc  tales  their  foothing  hy  difclos'd, 

Of  heroes  brave  to  perils  flrange  expos'd ; 

Of  tyrants  proud,  from  power's  high  fummit  caft; 

And  lovers,  long  defponding,  blell:  at  laft. 

They  ceas'd;  the  warbiings  foftly  died  away, 

I-ike  zephyrs  ceafing  at  tlie  clofe  of  day. 

•  This  fcene,'  faid  he,  '  how  fair  I  to  pleafe  the 

'  fight, 

•  How  nature's  charm?,  art's  ornaments  unite  ! 

•  Thofe  maids,  what  magic  in  the  ilraiiis  they 

•  fung !  [tongue. 

•  Song   fweetliell    flows    from    beauty's   tuneful 

•  Yet  fay,  did  Tien  bid  power  and  wealth  be  mine, 

•  For  me  my  foul  to  pleafure  to  refign  ? 

'  'What boots,  that  annual,  on  otir  fathers'  tombs, 
'  'We  flrew  fair  flowers,  and  offer  choice  perfumes; 

•  Our  veneration  of  their  memories  fhow, 

'  And  not  their  fteps  in  virtue's  path  purfue  .' 

•  When,  fr«n  his  province  as  the  prince  returns, 

•  Rich  feafts  for  him  are  fpread,  and  incenfe  burns, 

•  And  gilded  barks  unfold  tlieir  flreamers  gay, 

'  And  following  crowds  their  loud  applaufes  pay; 
♦*  Avails  all  this,  if  he  from  right  has  fwerv'd, 

•  And  confcience  tells  him  all  is  undeferv'd  ? 
♦  Arife,  I.i-po!  'tis  duty  calls,  arife! 

•  The  fun  finks  reddening  in  Tartarian  fkies. 

•  Yon  walls  that  tower  o'er  Xenfi's  neighbouring 

'  plain, 

•  Yon  walls  unnumber'd  miferies  contain. 

'  Think,  why  did  Tien  fuperior  rank  impart, 
'  Force  of  the  mind,  or  feelings  of  the  heart. 
'  Laft  night  in  fleep,  to  fancy's  fight  difplay'd, 
'  Lay  lovelier  fcenes  tiian  e'er  my  eyes  furvcy'd; 

•  With  purple  fhone  the  hills,  with  gold  the  vales, 
'  And  greenell  foliage  wav'd  in  gentlefl  gales ; 

«  'Midft  palmy  fields,  with  funfiuue  ever  bright, 
'  A  palace  rear'd  its  walls  of  lilvci  y  white  ; 


THE    WOP.  KS   OF   SCOTT, 


'  The  gates  of  pearl  a  fliady  hall  difclos'd, 

'  Where  old  Confucius'  rev'rend  form  repos'd  : 

'  Loofe  o'er  his  limbs  the  filk's  light  texture  flow'd, 

'  His  eye  ferene  ethereal  luftre  lliow'd: 

"  Mj  fen,"  faid  he,  as  near  his  feat  I  drew, 

"  Call  round  this  wonderous  fpot  thy  dazzled 

"  view ; 
"  See  liovv,  by  lucid  founts  in  myrtle  bowers, 
"    The  bleli:  inhabitants  confume  their  hours  ! 
"  They  ne'er  to  war,  fell  fiend  !  commiflion  gave 
''  'I'o  murder,  ravifh,  banifli,  and  enflave;      [pile, 
"  They  ne'er  bade*  grandeur  raife  her  gorgeous 
"  With  tribute  ravifh'd  from  the  hand  of  toil ; 
"  But  parents,  guardians  of  the  people  reign'd, 
"  The  weak  defended,  and  the  poor  fullain'd." 
'  Smiling  he  ceas'd — the  vifion  fcem'd  to  fly, 
'  l-ike  fleecy  clouds  difp^rfing  in  the  Iky. 

'  Arife,  l,i-po  !  and  call  thy  robes  afide, 
'  Difguife  thy  form,  thy  well-known  features  hide ; 
'  Go  forth,  yon  ureets,  you  crowded  ffreets  per- 
'  vadcj  [aid: 

'  Mix  with  the  throng,  and  mark  who  feeks  thy 
'  There  avarice  flern  o'er  poverty  bears  fway, 
'  And  age  and  ficknefs  fall  his  eafy  prey; 
'  There  hands  that  juftice'  facred  enfigns  bear, 
'  Protedl  the  plunderer,  and  the  plunder  fhare ; 
'  Perhaps  there  difcord's  del'perate  rage  prevails, 
'  And  wifdom's  voice  to  calm  the  tumult  fails ; 
'  Perhaps  revenge  gives  victims  to  the  grave, 
'  Perliaps  they  perifli,  ere  I  hafte  to  fave  !' 

He  I'poke,  and  rofe  ;  but  now  along  the  way 
That  from  the  city-gate  fair-winding  lay, 
Stretch'd  through  green  meads  where  lowing  cat- 
tle graz'd, 
Amid  the  lake's  wide  fdver  level  rais'd, 
Led  up  fleep  rocks  by  painted  bridges  join'd, 
Or  near  thin  trees  that  o'er  the  tide  inclin'd. 
Slow  tow'rds  his  palace  came  a  fuppliant  train  ;— 
Whoe'er  his  prefence  fought  ne'er  fought  in  vain— 
The  ready  vrlTel,  waiting  at  his  call, 
Receiv'd,  and  bore  him  to  the  audiencc-hall. 


ODES. 


The  Horatian,  or  Lcffer  Ode,  is  charaderized  principally  by  eafe  and  corrednefe.  The  following 
little  pieces,  attempted  on  that  plan,  were  the  produi5liou  of  very  different  periods;  and,  ou  revifal. 
were  thought  not  undeferving  a  place  in  this  colleftion. 


ODE  I. 


TO   LEISURE. 


Gentie  leifure,  whom  of  yore 
To  wealth  the  fair  contentment  bore. 
When  peace  with  them  her  dwelling  made, 
And  health  her  kind  attendance  paid ; 
As  wandering  o'er  the  funny  plains 
They  fed  their  herds  and  fleecy  tr,.ins:— 
O  thou !  who  country  fcenes  and  air 
Preferr'fl  to  courts,  and  crowds,  and  care ; 
With  thee  I've  often  pafs'd  the  day, 
To  thee  I  wake  the  grateful  lay. 

With  thee  on  Chadwell's  thymy  brow  *, 
Beneath  the  hazel's  bending  bough, 

*  Kf  A't'zy  Hivir  Head,  near  IVure, 


I've  fat  to  breathe  the  fragrance  cool 
Exhaling  from  the  glaffy  pool ; 
Where,  through  th'  nnfullied  cryflal  feen, 
The  bottom  Ihow'd  its  Ihining  green  : 
As  all  attentive  thefe  I  view'd, 
And  many  a  pleafmg  thought  purfu'd, 
Whate'er  of  pleafure  they  beflow'd. 
Still  1  to  thee  that  pleafure  ow'd  ! 

With  thee,  on  Mufsla's  f  corn-clad  height: 
The  landfcape  oft  has  charm'd  my  fight; 
Delightful  hills,  and  vales,  and  woods, 
And  dufly  roads,  and  winding  floods; 
And  towns,  that  through  thin  groups  of  Ihad* 
Their  roofs  of  varied  form  difplay'd; 


f  A  hill  Qn  the  north  fidz  cf  U^are, 
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As  all  attentive  thefe  t  view 'J, 
And  many  a  pleafing  thought  purfu'<!, 
Whate'er  of  pleafure  they  bfllov/ii, 
Still  I  to  thee  that  pleafure  ow'd  1 

With  thee,  where  Eafiia's  '  horn-beam  grove 
Its  foliage  o'er  me  interwove, 
Along  the  lonely  paih  I've  Itray'd, 
By  banks  in  hoary  mofs  array 'd  ; 
AVherc  tufts  of  azure  orpine  grew, 
And  brancliy  fern  of  brighter  hue  : 
As  all  attentive  thel'e  I  vit  wM, 
And  many  a  plc-aluig  rliought  purfu'd, 
Whate't-r  of  pleafure  they  beiiuw'd, 
Still  1  to  thte  that  pleafure  ow'd ! 

Witli  thee,  by  Stanfled's  f  firms  cncloi'd. 
With  aged  elms  in  rows  difpos'd; 
Or  where  her  ciiapel's  walls  appear, 
The  filver  winding  river  near, 
Beneath  the  broad-leav'd  fycamore, 
I've  lingcr'd  on  the  fhady  ihore  : 
As  all  attentive  thefe  I  view'd. 
And  many  a  pleafing  thought  purfu'd, 
Whate'er  of  pleafure  they  beftow'd, 
Still  I  to  thee  that  pleafure  ow'd  ! 

With  thee,  where  Thames  his  waters  leads, 
Round  Poplar's  llle  |  of  verdant  meads. 
Along  the  undulating  tide, 
I've  i'ecn  the  whlte-fail'd  veffels  glide; 
Or  gaz'd  on  London's  lofty  towers. 
Or  Uulwich  hills,  or  Greenwich  bowers: 
As  all  attentive  thefe  I  view'd, 
And  many  a  pleafing  thought  purfu'd, 
Whate'er  of  pleafui-e  they  beftow'd, 
Still  I  to  thee  that  pleafure  ow'd ! 

O  gentle  leifure  ! — abfent  long— 
I  woo  thee  with  this  tuneful  fong  : 
If  e'er,  allur'd  by  grateful  chaijge, 
O'er  fcenes  yet  unbeheld  I  range, 
And  Albion's  eaft  or  wcftern  fnore 
For  rural  folitudes  explore  : 
As  all  attentive  thefe  I  view. 
And  many  a  pleafing  thought  purfuej 
Whate'er  of  pleafure  they  beftow. 
To  thee  that  pleafure  I  mull  ewe ! 

ODE  II. 

THE    EVENING  WALK. 

What  time  fair  fpring,  with  dewy  hand, 

Awakes  her  cowflip  bloom  ; 
And  hawthorn  boughs,  by  breezes  fann'J, 

Diffufe  a  rich  perfume  ; 

Young  Theron  down  the  valley  ilray'd 

At  evening's  filent  hour, 
When  bright  the  fetting  funbeams  play'd 

On  Hertford's  diftam  tower. 

He  figh'd,  and  cad  around  his  eye 

O'er  all  the  pleafing  fcene, 
Now  tow'rdsthe  golden-clouded  fky, 

Now  on  the  fields  of  green. 


*  A  pletifjnt  -zvood,  eaji  of  Ifare. 

f   A  rjiliagc  in  the  fame  ncigbbo-jrhovd, 

I  Commonly  called  'Tie  2/i;  nf  Dog^  ibfofite  Grtir.' 


Thrice  has  fair  fpring  her  cowflip  bloom 
«  Awak'd  with  dewy  hand, 
■  And  hawthorn  boughs*  difFas'd  perfume, 
♦  Bvweilcrn  breezes  fann'd; 

'  Since  here,  at  evening's  fileut  ho\ir, 

-«  Delighted  oft  I  ftray'd, 
'  While  bright  on  Hertford's  diftant  tower 
'  The  letting  funbeams  play'd: 

'  'Twas  tlum  the  llattercr  hope  was  near, 
'  And  lung  this  foothing  flrain  : 

"  Where  tlirough  the  trees  yon  tow'rs  appear 
"  far  o'er  the  level  plain ; 

"  There  oft  thy  pleafant  evening  walk 
"    Tliy  favourite  maid  ihall  join, 

"  And  ail  the  charms  of  tender  talk 
"  And  tuneful  fong  be  tliine : 

«  With  thee  flie'll  hear  th.e  bleat  of  flocks, 

"  'I'he  throllle's  mellow  lay, 
"  The  rills  that  jiiiirmur  o'er  the  rocks, 

"  The  vvhifpers  of  the  fpray." — 

♦  So  fimg  falfe  hope — Deceiv'd  I  heard, 

'  And  fet  my  heart  at  cafe  ; 
'  The  future  then  fo  fair  appear'd, 

'  It  made  the  prefent  pleafe, 

'  So  fung  falfe  hope — The  approaching  years, 

'  That  diflant  look'd  fo  gay, 
'  With  clouds  of  cares  and  fl orms  of  fears 

'  All  fraught,  have  pafs'd  away. 

'  As  glides  yon  fun  adown  the  fky, 

'  As  roils  yon  rapid  flreain  ; 
'  So  fall  our  joys  and  forrows  fly, 

'  And  flown  appear  a  dream. 

'  Be  then  the  events  that  time  has  brouglit 
'  To  me  not  brought  in  vain ; 

'  By  painful  difappointment  taught, 
'  Let  wifdom  be  my  gain  V 

Thus  Theron  fpoke,  and  earneft  ey'J 

The  fun's  departing  ray  ; 
Again  he  look'd,  again  he  figh'd. 

And  homeward  bent  liis  way. 

ODE  IIL 

TO  CIULDIIOOD. 

Childhood,  happleft  llage  of  life; 
Free  from  care  and  free  from  flrife. 
Free  from  memory's  ruthlefs  reign. 
Fraught  with  fcenes  of  former  pain  ; 
Free  from  fancy's  cruel  Ikill, 
Fabricating  future  ill; 
Time,  when  ail  that  meets  the  view, 
All  can  charm,  for  all  is  new ; 
How  thy  long-loft  hours  I  mourn. 
Never,  never  to  return  ! 

Then  to  tofs  the  circling  ball, 
Caught  rebounding  from  the  wall; 
Then  the  mimic  Ihip  to  guide 
Down  the  kennel's  dirty  tide; 
Then  the  hoop's  revolving  pace 
Through  the  dully  llrcet  to  cl»afe ; 
O  what  joy  ! — it  once  was  mine. 
Childhood,  matchlefs  boon  of  thine  '— 
How  tliy  long-loft  hours  1  mn-.m, 
N?'rer,  ::ever  :o  return  I 
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ODE  IV. 

HEARING  MUSIC. 

Yon  organ !  hark ! — how  foft,  how  fweet, 
The  warbling  notes  in  concert  meet  1 

The  found  my  fancy  leads 
To  climes  where  Phoebus'  brighteft:  beams 
Oild  jafmine  groves  and  cryftal  flreams 

And  lily-mantled  meads; 

Where  myrtle  bowers  their  bloom  unfold> 
Where  citrons  bend  with  fruit  of  gold. 

Where  grapes  dcprefs  the  vines ; 
Where,  on  the  bank  with  rofes  gay, 
Xove,  innocence,  and  pleafure  play, 

And  beauty's  form  reclines. 

Now  different  tones  and  meafures-flow, 
And,  gravely  deep,  and  fadly  flow, 

Involve  the  mind  in  gloom ; 
I  feem  to  join  the  mournful  train, 
Attendant  round  the  couch  of  pain. 

Or  leaning  o'er  the  tomb : 

To  where  the  orphan'd  infant  fieeps, 
To  where  the  love-lorn  damfel  v/eeps, 

I  pitying  feem  to  ftray  ; 
Methinks  I  watch  his  cradle  near, 
Methinks  her  drooping  thoughts  I  cheer. 

And  wipe  her  tears  away. 

Nov/  loud  the  tuneful  thunders  roll. 
And  roufe  and  elevate  the  foul 

O'er  earth  and  all  its  care ; 
1  feem  to  hear  from  heavenly  plains 
Angelic  choirs  refponfive  ftrains. 

And  in  their  raptures  Ihare. 

ODE  V. 

A  LANDSCAPE. 

On  the  eaftern  hill's  fteep  fide 
Spreads  the  rural  hamlet  wide  ; 
'Crofs  the  vale,  where  willows  rife, 
.Further  Hill  another  lies; 
And,  beneath  a  lleeper  hill, 
l>ies  another  further  {till : 
Near  them  many  a  field  and  grove — 
Seenes  where  health  and  labour  rove  ! 

Northward  fwelling  flopes  are  feen. 
Clad  with  corn-fields  neat  and  green  ; 
There,  through  graffy  plains  below, 
Broad  and  fmooth  the  waters  flow; 
While  the  town,  their  b&nks  along. 
Bids  its  cluftering  houfes  throng. 
In  the  funfhine  glittering  fair; 
Haunt.s  of  bufmcfs,  haunts  of  care  ! 

Wellward  o'er  the  yellow  meads 
Wind  tije  rills  through  waving  reeds; 
From  dark  elms  a  fhadow  falls 
On  the  abbey's  whiten'd  walls ; 
Wide  the  park's  green  lawns  expand; 
Thick  its  tufted  lindens  (tand  : 
Fair  retreat !  that  well  might  pleafc: 
Wealth,  and  elegance,  and  eafe. 

Hark  1  amidft  the  diftant  (hades 
Murmuring  drep  the  deep  cafcades; 


Hark  I  amidft  the  ruftling  tre^s 
Softly  fighs  tlie  gentle  breeze ; 
And  the  ^oiian  harp,  rechn'd 
Obvious  to  the  flream  of  wind. 
Pours  its  wildly -warbled  flrain, 
Rifing  now,  now  funk  again. 

How  the  view  detains  the  fight ! 
How  the  founds  the  ear  delight  I— 
Sweet  the  fcene  1  but  think  not  thers 
Happinel's  fincere  to  fhare : 
Reafon  flill  regrets  the  day 
Paflirg  rapidly  away; 
l.effeaing  life's  too  little  {tore  j 
PafFing,  to  return  no  more ! 

ODE  VI. 

TO  A  FRIEND,  ON  HIS  MARRIAGE,  AND  REMOVAX* 
INTO  THE  COUNTRY. 

Written  at  Stanivay-Hall,  in  EJJex. 

What  e'er  of  lighter  ftrain  the  mufe 

Ellay'd,  in  vacant  hours  of  eafe. 

At  thy  expence  to  raife  a  fmile, 

I  deem  thy  candour  will  excufe ; 

For  fure  I  meant  not  to  difpleafe, 

For  fure  I  wifh'd  thee  well  the  while  "*- 

And  now  the  nuptial  knot  is  ty'd. 
That  mufe  no  idle  flattery  brings. 
Nor  talks  of  joy  unmixt  with  care— 
I  trufi;  that  none  who  e'er  has  try'd 
The  fobcr  ftate  of  human  things, 
Will  give  thee  hope  fuch  joy  to  fhare. 

Domeftic  life  muft  foon  be  thine — 

'Tis  various  as  an  April  day; 

'Tis  pleafure  now,  and  rrow  'tis  pain : 

Through  ftorms  of  foul  and  gleams  of  fine 

Contented  hold  thy  Heady  way. 

And  thefe  enjcy,  and  thole  fuflain. 

From  London's  flreets  to  folitude, 
From  brilliant  fhops  to  dirty  fields. 
From  beauk  and  belles  to  rugged  hinds— - 
The  change  I  own  is  flrange  and  rude  : 
Yet  fcarce  a  place  fo  little  yields, 
But  he  who  leeks  amufemeut  finds. 

Perchahce  thou'lt  not  difdain  to  hear 
The  ploughman's  hift'ry  of  the  plain ; 
Thy  fight  the  profpedt's  fcenes  may  charm. 
And  fure  faflidious  is  the  ear 
That  flights  the  milkmaid's  fimple  ftrain 
At  evening  echoing  from  the  farm. 

The  market  lore  of  artful  fvvains, 

The  price  of  cattle  and  of  corn, 

The  fportfman's  feats  of  dogs  and  guns;—-  -. 

To  pradife  that  will  coft  thee  pains ;  J 

And  thefe  with  patience  muR  be  borne, 

For  he  will  be  diflik'd  who  fliuns. 

Courage,  my  friend !  wliate'er  our  fate ; 
So  vcrfatile  the  human  mind. 


*  The  cu'hor  alludis  to  font  trjf.'ing  pieces  of  hu» 
txour,  luritten  en  fjisfrisr.d,/crik:  cmvjhncnt  of  aftiO 
intimate  accuxintantSi 
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That  oft,  when  novelty  is  o'er. 
To  objecls  of  our  former  hate 
Adimilated  and  refign'd. 
We  wonder  they  difpleas'd  before. 

'Twas  on  the  feftive  focial  day, 
Where  beauty  call  lier  fmiles  around, 
And  mirth  the  mind  from  care  reliev'd  ; 
What  time  our  hands  in  harmlefs  play 
Thy  brow  with  wreaths  of  myrtle  bound. 
My  thoughts  this  grateful  lay  conceiv'd. 

From  Stanway's  groves,  from  fields  of  Layer  ' , 
To  orher  fcenes  and  other  friends 
To-morrow  calls  my  Heps  away  ; 
Yet  memory  them  in  view  fiiall  bear ; 
Yet  them  the  widi  of  health  attends, 
And  many  a  moment  calm  and  gay. 

ODE  VII. 

WRITTEN    IN    WINTER. 

While  in  the  Iky  black  clouds  impend, 
And  fogs  arife,  and  rains  defcend. 
And  one  brown  profpecft  ojjens  round 
Of  leaflefs  trees  and  lurrovv'd  ground  ; 
Save  where  unmclted  fpots  of  fnow 
Upon  the  (haded  hill-fule  lliow  ; 
While  chill  winds  blow,  and  torrents  roll, 
The  fcene  difgufts  the  fight,  deprefles  all  the  foul. 

Yet  worfe  what  polar  climate  fliare — 
Vaft  regions,  dreary,  bleak,  and  bare  !-^ 
There,  on  an  icy  mountain's  height. 
Seen  only  by  the  moon's  pale  light, 
Stern  Winter  rears  bis  giant  form. 
His  robe  a  milt,  his  voice  a  (lorm  : 
His  frown  the  lluvering  nations  fly. 
And  hid  for  half  the  year  iu  fmoky  caverns  lie. 

Yet  there  the  lamp's  perpetual  blaze 
Can  pierce  the  gloom  v.'ith  cheering  rays; 
Yet  there  the  heroic  tale  or  fong 
Can  urge  the  lingering  hi)ur=  along  ; 
Yet  there  their  hands  with  timely  care 
The  kajak  f  and  the  dart  prepare. 
On  fummer  teas  to  work  their  way, 
And   wage  the   wat'ry  war,   and  make  the  feal.-: 
their  prey. 

Too  delicate  1  reproach  no  more 
Tlie  feafons  of  thy  native  lliore — 
There  foon  fliall  Spring  defcend  the  iTcy, 
With  Imiling  brow  and  placid  eye  ; 
A  primrole  wreath  furronnds  her  hair. 
Her  green  robe  floats  upon  the  air; 
And  fcattcr'd  from  her  liberal  hand, 
Fair  blolfoms  deck  the  trees,  fair  flow'rs  adorn 
the  lan^. 

ODE  viir. 

To     A    FRIEND. 

Where  Grove-hilljt  fliows  ihy  villa  fair, 
But  late,  my  Lettfom,  there  with  thee 

Layer  Breton,  a  inllave  in  Ejjex. 
t  -i  GreenUmd  fi/hi7ig  beat. 
%  At  Camberivell,  in  Surrey^ 

VoE.  XI.  ^ 
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'Twas  mine  the  tranquil  hour  to  fliare— 
The  focial  hour  of  conveife  free  ; 
To  mark  the  arrangement  of  thy  ground, 
And  all  the  plcafing  profpedl  round, 
Where,  while  we  gaz'd,  new  beauties  ftill  were 
found. 

There,  as  the  impending  cloud  of  fmoke 
Fled  various  from  the  varying  gale. 
Full  on  the  view  frefli  ohjeifls  broke 
Along  the  extenfive  peojilcd  vale, 
Beluie  Thamefis'  bending  ftream. 
From  ancient  Lambeth's  welt  extreme. 
To  LimehoLife  glittering  in  the  evening  beam. 

And  now  and  then  the  glancing  eye 
Caught  glimpfe  of  fpots  remoter  ftill. 
On  Hampitead's  itreet-clad  Hope  ia  high, 
Or  Harrow's  fair  confpiciious  hill; 
Or  eailward  wander'd  to  explore 
All  Peckham's  plealant  level  o'er. 
To  biify  Deptford's  veffel-crowded  iliore  : 

Or  fought  that  fourhern  landfcape's  bound, 
Thofe  fwelling  mounts — one  fmooth  and  gree", 
And  one  with  oaken  coverts  crown'd, 
And  one  where  tcattering  trees  are  feen  *. 
'Twas  thefe,  with  Summer's  radiance  bright, 
That  gave  my  earlieft  youth  delight. 
Of  rural  fcenes  the  lint  that  met  my  fight  f. 

That  bufmefs  with  fatiguin^f  cares, 
For  this  delightful  feat  of  thine 
Such  fcanty  ftore  of  moments  fpares. 
Say,  friend,  fhall  I  for  thee  repine  ? 
Were  it  the  commerce  of  the  main, 
Or  culture  of  the  teeming  plain, 
From  blame  or  pity  I  fliould  fcarce  refrain. 

But  O  I  to  alleviate  human  woes, 
'i'o  banifll  ficknefs,  banidi  pain. 
To  give  the  fleeplef?  eye  repnfe. 
The  nervelefs  arm  its  ftrength  again  ; 
From  parent  eyes  to  dry  the  tear. 
The  wife's  dil.t-refstul  thought  to  cheer. 
And  end  the  hufband's  and  the  lover's  fear ; 

Where  want  fits  pining,  faint,  and  ill, 
To  lend  thy  kind  un|)urchas'd  aid, 
And  hear  t!.e  exertions  of  thy  fkill 
With  many  a  grateful  bleffing  paid— 
'Tis  luxury  to  the  feeling  heart, 
Beyond  what  focial  hours  impart,  fart. 

Or  nature's  beauteous  fcenes,  or  curious  works  q 

ODE  IX. 

LEAVING  BATH.      M.  DCC.LXXVI. 

Bath  !  ere  I  quit  thy  p'eafmg  fcene. 
Thy  beechen  cliff  I'll  climb  again, 
To  view  thy  mountains  vivid  green. 
To  view  thy  h;ll-furrouiided  plain  ; 

To  fee  diftin(fl  beneath  the  eye. 

As  in  a  pidlur'd  profpecfl  nigh, 

•  The  Dul-iuich  hills. 

t  The  author  w.tx  born  in  the  environs  cf  Loa^ 
il'jri,  on  tie  Sitrrevfide. 
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Thofe  Attic  ftrucluresftining  white, 
That  form  thy  funny  crefcent's  bend. 
Or  by  thy  du(ty  ftreets  extend. 
Or  near  thy  winding  river's  (ite. 

Did  commerce  thefe  proud  piles  upraife  ! 

For  thee  Die  ne'er  unfurl'd  her  fails— r 

Hygeia  g-ave  thy  fountains  praife, 

And  pain  and  languor  fought  thy  vales  : 
But  thefe  fufEc'd  an  humble  cell. 
If  they  with  ftrength  and  eafe  might  dwell. 

Then  fafliion  call'd  ;  his  potent  voice 

Proud  wealth  with  ready  Hep  obey'd. 

And  pleafure  all  her  arts  effay'd, 

To  fix  with  thee  the  fickle  choice. 

Precarious  gift !— Thy  n:an{ions  gay, 

Where  peers  and  beauties  lead  the  ball, 

Neglecfled  loon  may  feel  decay  ; 

Fort'aken,  moulder  to  their  fall- 
Palmyra,  once  like  thee  renown'd, 
Now  lies  a  ruin  on  the  ground.— 

But  ftill  thy  environs  fo  fan", 

Thy  waters  faluta^y  aid, 

Will  iurely  always  fome  perfua(l.e 

To  render  thee  their  care, 

ODE  X. 

TO    J.    PAYNE,   Esq.    ACCOUNT  ANT-GZNER  AL    OF 
THE    BANK  OF  ENGLAND. 

O  FRIEND  !  to  thee,  whofe  lib'ral  mind 
Was  form'd  with  tafte  for  joys  refin'd. 
For  all  the  extended  country  yieldsj 
Of  azure  fkies  and  verdant  fields; 
For  all  that  genius'  h?nd  difplays, — 
The  painter's  forms,  the  poet's  lays:- — 
To  thee,  reltraint  to  that  dull  room. 
Where  funflnne  never  breaks  the  gloom  ; 
To  thee,  reftraint  to  that  dull  lore 
f)f  books,  with  numbers  cyphered  o'er — > 
Kow  hard  the  lot  I   I  fee  with  pain, 
And  wifli  it  oft  exchanged  in  vain. 
Yet  not  for  thee  I  afli  the  ftores 
Which  rapine  rends  from  foreign  fhores, 
Nor  thofe  oppreffion's  power  procures 
From  ills  that  poverty  endures. 
Far  happier  thou  1   thy  honeft  gain 
Can  life  with  decency  fuftain  ; 
For  thee,  content,  with  thought  ferene, 
Surveys  the  prefent  changeful  fcene  ; 
And  piety  her  view  fiibiime 
E.tteuds  beyond  the  realm  of  time. 

ODE  XL    '  ■ 

TO    A  FRISND,    APPREHENSIVE    OF  DECLINING 
FRIENDSHIP. 

Too  much  in  man's  imperfccT:  ftnte 

Miftake  produces  ufelefs  pain.— 
Methinks,  of  friendlhip's  frequent  fate 

I  hear  my  Frogley's  voice  complain. 

TJiis  heart,  I  liope,  forgives  its  foes ; 
I  know  it  ne'er  forgets  its  friends ; 


Where'er  may  chance  my  fteps  difpoi'e. 
The  abfent  oft  my  thought  attends. 

Deem  not  that  time's  oblivious  hand 
From  mem'ry's  page  has  raz'd  the  days, 

By  Lee's  green  verge  we  wont  to  ftand 
And  on  his  cryftal  current  gaze. 

From  Chadwell's  cliffs,  o'erhung  with  (hade, 
Fmni  Widbury's  profpeCt-yielding  hill. 

Sweet  look'd  the  fcenes  we  then  furvey'd, 
While  fancy  fought  for  fvveeter  ftill : 

Then  how  did  learning's  ftores  delight  ! 

From  books  what  pleafiires  then  we  drew  i 
For  then  their  charms  firft  met  our  fight, 

And  then  their  faults  we  little  knew. 

AlnsI   life's  Summer  fiviftly  flies. 

And  few  its  hours  of  bright  and  fair! 

Why  bid  diftruft's  chill  eaft-wind  rife. 
To  blalt  the  fcanty  blooms  they  bear  r 

ODE  XIL 

TO    A    FRIEND. 

No,  Cockfield,  no  I  I'll  not  difdain 
Thy  Upton's  elm-divided  plain  ; 
Nor  fcorn  the  varied  views  it  yields, 
O'er  Bromley's  creeks  and  IHls  of  reeds. 
Or  Ham's  or  Plaiftow's  level  meads. 
To  Woolwich  (Ireets,  or  Charlton  fields; 
Thy  hedge-row  paths  I'll  pleafant  call, 
And  praife  the  lonely  lane  that  leads 
To  that  old  tower  upon  the  wall. 

'Twas  when  misfortune's  fcroke  fevere. 
And  melancholy's  prefence  drear, 
Had  made  my  Amwell's  groves  difpleafe. 
That  thine  my  weary  fteps  receiv'd, 
And  much  the  change  my  mind  reliev'd, 
And  much  thy  kmdnefs  gave  me  eafe  ; 
For  o'er  the  pall  as  thought  would  ftray, 
That  thought  thy  voice  as  oft  retriev'd, 
To  fcenes  which  fair  before  us  lay. 

And  there  in  happier  hours,  the  walk 
Has  frequent  pleas'd  with  friendly  talk; 
From  theme  to  theme  that  wander'd  ftill — 
The  long  detail  of  where  we  had  been, 
And  what  we  had  heard,  and  what  we  had  feen  ; 
And  what  the  poet's  tuneful  fkill. 
And  what  the  painter's  grapkic  art, 
Or  antiquarian's  fearches  keen. 
Of  calm  amufement  could  impart. 

Then  oft  did  nature's  works  engage, 
And  oft  v/e  foarch'd  Linnjens'  page  ; 
The  Scanian  fage,  wliolc  wond'rous  toil 
Had  claf'j'd  the  vegetable  race  : 
And  curious,  oft,  from  phice  to  place 
We  rang'd,  and  fought  each  different  foil, 
Each  ditferent  plant  intent  to  view. 
And  all  the  marks  minute  to  trace, 
Whence  he  his  nice  dilliiidfions  drew. 

O  moments  thefe,  not  ill  employ'd  ! 
0  moments,  better  far  enjny'd 
Than  thofe  in  crowded  cities  pafs'd  ; 
Where  oft  to  luxury's  gaudy  reign 
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Trade  lends  ker  feeble  aid  in  vain. 
Till  pride,  a  bankrapt  wretch  at  laft, 
Bids  fraud  his  fpecious  wiles  elTay, 
Youth's  eafy  confidence  to  gain, 
Or  induftry's  poor  pittance  rend  away. 

ODE  XIII. 

I  HATE  that  drum's  difcordant  found, 
Parading  round,  and  round,  and  round, 
To  tiioiightlefj  youth  it  pleauire  yields. 
And  hire's  from  cities  and  from  fields, 
To  fell  their  llherty  for  charms 
Of  tawdry  lace,  aivd  glittering  arms  ; 
And  when  ambition's  voice  commands, 
To  march,  and  fight,  and  fall,  in  foreign  lands. 

I  hate  that  drum's  difcordant  found 
Parading  round,  and  round,  and  round  : 
To  me  it  talks  of  ravag'd  plains. 
And  burning  towns,  and  ruin'd  fwains. 
And  mangled  limbs,  and  dying  groans. 
And  widows  tears,  and  or|)lian3  moans ; 
And  all  that  mifery's  hand  beftow^, 
To  fill  the  catalogue  of  human  woes. 

ODE  XIV. 

WRITTEN    AFTER   READING    SOME    MODERN 
LOVE-VERSr.S. 

Take  hence  this  tuneful  trifier's  lays  1 
I'll  hear  no  more  the  unmeaning  ftrain 
Of  Venus'  doves,  and  Cupid's  darts. 
And  killing  eyes,  and  wounded  hearts ; 
All  flatt'ry's  round  of  fulfome  praife, 
All  falfehood's  cant  of  fabled  pain. 

Bring  me  the  mafe  whofe  tongue  has  told 
Love's  genuine  plaintive  tender  talc  ; 
Bring  me  the  mufe  whofe  founds  of  woe 
'Alidll  death's  dread  fcenes  fo  i'weetly  flow, 
When  friendlhip's  faithful  breaft  lies  cold. 
When  beauty's  blooming  cheek  is  pale  : 
Bring  thefe — I  like  their  grief  lincere  ; 
It  fooths  my  fympathetic  gloom  : 
For,  oh  !  love's  genuine  pains  I've  borne. 
And  deatii's  dread  rage  has  made  me  mourn  ; 
I've  wept  o'er  friendUiip's  early  bier. 
And  dropt  the  tear  on  beauty's  tomb. 

ODE  XV. 

THE    MUSE;    OR,    POETICAL    ENTHL'SIASM. 

The  mufe  1  whate'er  the  mufe  infpires, 

Aly  foul  th?  tuneful  Itrain  admires  ; 

The  poet's  birth,  I  aik  not  v/here. 

His  place,  his  name,  they're  not  my  care  ; 

Nor  Greece  nor  Rome  delights  me  more 

Than  Tagus'  bank  *,  or  Tluimes's  fhore  |-  : 

From  fdver  Avon's  flowery  fide 

Though  Shaklpearc's  numbers  fweetly  glide, 

*  Alluding  to  Lamoens,  the  epic  poet  of  Por- 
tugal;  cfiuhofe  Litfiad  lue  hn-oe  a  <iue!i-knou?t 
majlerly  tranjlati(,7i  hy  Mr.  Mirkle. 

^Alluding to   Mai'.v,  Pope,  t*",. 


.\s  fw^eet,  from  Morven's  defert  hills, 
My  ear  the  voice  of  Oflian  fills. 

The  mufe  1  whate'er  the  mufe  infpires, 
My  foul  the  tuneful  ftrain  admires : 
Nor  bigot  zeal,  nor  party  rage 
Prevail,  to  make  me  blame  the  page  ; 
I  fcorn  not  all  that  Dryden  flngs, 
Becaufe  he  flatters  courts  and  kings ; 
And  from  the  mailer  lyre  of  Gray 
When  pomp  of  mufic  breaks  away. 
Not  lefs  the  found  my  notice  draws. 
For  that  is  heard  in  freedom's  caufe. 

The  mufe  I  whate'er  the  mufe  infpires. 
My  foul  the  tuneful  ftrain  admires: 
Where  wealth's  bright  fun  propitious  fliincs, 
No  added  luftre  marks  the  lines ; 
Where  want  extends  her  chilling  fliades, 
No  pleafing  flower  oi  fancy  fades, 
A  fcribbling  peer's  applauded  lays 
Might  claim,  but  claim  in  vain,  my  praife 
From  that  poor  youth,  whofe  tales  relate 
is  Lid  Juga's  fears  and  Bawdin's  fate  *. 

The  mufe  !  whate'er  the  mufe  infpires, 
My  foul  the  tuneful  flrain  admires; 
When  fame  her  wreaths  well-earn'd  beftows, 
My  breaft  no  latent  envy  knows; 
My  Langhorne's  verfe  I  lov'd  to  hear, 
And  Beattie's  fong  delights  my  ear  ; 
And  his  wliom  Athen's  tragic  maid 
Now  leads  through  Scarning's  lonely  glade ; 
While  he  for  Britilh  nyijnphs  bid  flow 
H(fr  notes  of  terror  and  of  woe  f . 

The  mufe  I  whate'er  the  mufe  infpires. 
My  foul  the  tuneful  ftrain  admires : 
Or  be  the  verfe  or  blank  or  rhyme, 
The  theme,  or  humble  or  fublime ;  ■ 
If  paftoral's  hand  my  journey  leads 
Through  harveft  fields  or  new-mown  meads ; 
If  epic's  voice  funorous  calls 
To  Oeta's  cliffs  \  or  Salem's  walls  i|  \ 
Enough — the  mufe,  the  mufe  infpires  '. 
My  foul  the  tuneful  ftrain  admires. 

ODE  XVI. 

VIEWING  THE  RUINS  OF    AN    ABBFV 

To  a  Frie?r.L 

How  fteep  yon  mountains  rife  around. 
How  bold  yon  gloomy  woods  alcend  '. 
How  loud  the  ruftiing  torrents  found 
That  'midll  thefe  heaps  of  ruin  b/nd. 
Where  one  arch'd  gateway  yet  remains, 

*  See  Roiuley^s  poems,  fiippofi'd  to  have  he  ft 
ivritten  by  Chatterton,  an  unhafpy  youth  born  lU 
hriflol. 

f  See  Mr.  Potter'' s  excellent  tunjlatian  of 
JEfchyltis  and  Euripides. 

\  See  Mr.  Clover's  Lcenidas,  alluded  to  as  a't 
example  of  clafjical  dignity  nndjimplicity. 

I]   Sec  'taffo's  "Jerufalem   Delivered,  alluded  to 
as  an  f.r.7/"/'.V  of  Gjthic  fancy  and  m.igaificeiue. 
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And  one  lone  aifle  its  roof  retains, 
And  one  tall  turret's  walls  impend  ! 

Here  once  a  felf-feqviefter'd  train 
tlenounc'd  life's  tempting  pomp  and  glare  ; 
Reje(fled  power,  relinquitli'd  gain. 
And  fhunn'd  the  great,  and  ihunu'd  the  fair  : 
The  voluntary  flaves  ot  toil, 
By  day  they  till'd  their  little  foil, 
By  night  they  a\j'oke  and  rofe  to  prayer. 

Though  fuperftition  much  we  blame, 
That  bade  them  thus  confume  their  years; 
Their  motive  ftiUour  praife  rnult  claim. 
Their  conllancy  our  thought  reveres  : 
And  fuie  their  I'olitary  fcheme 
Muft  check  each  paTio^'s  wild  extreme, 
And  fave  them  cares,  and  fave  them  fears. 

Their  convent's  round  contain'd  their  all ; 
Their  minds  no  fad  prefage  oppreft, 
What  fate  might  abfent  wealth  befal. 
How  abfent  friends  might  be  diftreft  : 
I)omeftic  ills  ne'er  hurt  their  eafe  ; 
They  nought  of  pain  could  feel  from  thefe. 
Who  no  domeftic  joys  poUeft. 

But  imperfeftion  haunts  each  place  : 
Would  this  kind  calm  atone  to  thee 
For  fame's  or  fortune's  fprightly  chafe, 
Whole  prize  in  profpedl  full  we  fee  ;     • 
Or  Hymen's  happy  moments  bleft, 
W'lth  beauty  leaning  on  thy  bieaft. 
Or  childhood  prattling  at  thy  knee  ? 

ODE  xvn. 

PRIVATEERING. 

Now  cuflom  fteels  the  human  brcaft 
To  deeds  that  nature's  thoughts  deteft  '. 
How  cuftom  confecrates  to  fame 
What  reafon  elie  would  give  to  fliame  I 
Fair  Spring  fupplies  the  favouring  gale, 
The  naval  plunderer  fpreads  his  fail. 
And  ploughing  wide  the  wat'ry  way, 
Explores  with  anxious  eyes  his  prey.    ■ 

The  man  he  never  faw  before. 
The  man  who  him  no  quarrel  bore. 
He  meets,  and  avarice  prompts  the  fight; 
And  rage  enjoys  the  dreadful  fight 
Of  decks  with  iheaming  crimlou  dy'd, 
And  wretches  Itruggling  in  the  tide. 
Or,  'm'uMl  th'  explolion's  horrid  glare, 
Difpers'd  with  quivering  limbs  in  air. 

The  merchant  now  on  foreign  fliores 
His  captur'd  wealth  in  vain  deplores; 
Quits  his  fair  home,  O  muunihil  change  ! 
For  the  dark  prifon's  fcanty  range  ; 
By  plenty's  hand  fo  lately  fed. 
Depends  on  cafual  alms  for  l;read  ; 
And  with  a  father's  anguifli  torn. 
Sees  his  poor  olTspring  left  forlorn. 

And  yet,  fuch  man's  misjudging  mind, 
For  all  this  injury  to  his  kiiid, 


The  profperous  robber's  native  plain 
Shall  bid  him  welcome  home  again  ; 
His  name  the  fong  of  every  llreet. 
His  afts  the  theme  of  all  we  meet, 
And  oft  the  artill's  (liill  fliall  place 
To  public  view  'lis  pMiitur'd  face  1 

If  glory  thus  be  earn'd,  for  me 
My  objeef  7lory  ne'er  fliall  be; 
No,  firll  in  Cambria's  lonelieft  dale 
Be  mine  to  hear  the  fhepherd's  tale  '. 
No,  tirll  on  Scoria's  bleakeft  hill 
Be  mine  the  ruibborn  foil  to  till  1 
Remote  from  wealth,  to  dwell  alone. 
And  die,  to  guilty  praife  unknown  '. 


ODE  XVHI. 

OV  HOSPIT.^LITY. 

Domestic  powers!  ereivhile  rever'd. 

Where  Syria  fpread  her  palmy  plain. 
Where  Greece  her  tuneful,  niufes  heard. 
Where  Roaif^  beheld  her  patriot  train; 
Thou  10  Albion  to>  wert  known, 
'Midlt  the  moat  iind  rnofs-grown  wall 
That  girt  her  Gothic-ltnif tur'd  hall 
With  rural  trophies  flrovvn. 

The  traveller,  doubtful  of  his  way. 

Upon  the  pathlefs  fored  wild; 
The  liuntfman,  in  the  heat  of  day, 

And  with  the  tedious  chafe  o'ertoil'd; 
VVide  their  view  around  them  call, 
Mark'd  the  dtlfant  rullic  tower. 
And  fought  and  found  the  feftive  bower, 
And  lliar'd  the  free  repaft. 

E'en  now,  on  Caledonia's  Hiore, 

When  eve's  dan  robe  the  ll^y  arrays, 
Thy  pund ual  hand  unfolds  the  door. 
Thy  eye  the  mountain  road  furveys ; 
Pleas'd  to  fpy  the  cafual  guelt, 
Pleas'd  with  food  his  heart  to  cheer, 
With  pipe  or  fong  to  footh  his  ear, 
And  ipread  his  couch  for  reft. 

Nor  yet  e'en  here  difdain'd  thy  fway. 

Where  grandeur's  fplendid  modern  feat 

Far  o'er  the  landfcape  glitters  gay  ; 

Or  where  fair  quiet's  lone  retreat 

Hides  beneath  the  hoary  hill, 

Near  the  dulky  upland  fliade. 

Between  the  willow's  glolVy  glade, 

And  by  the  tinkling  rill. 

There  thine  the  pleafing  interviews 
That  friends  and  relatives  endear. 
When  fcenes  not  often  feen  amufe, 
When  tales  not  often  told  we  hear ; 
There  the  fcholar's  liberal  mind 
Oft  inftruiflion  gives  and  gains, 
And  oft  the  lover's  lore  obtains 
His  fair-one's  audience  kind. 

O  gentle  power  !  where'er  thy  reign, 
May  health  and  peace  attend  thee  ftill ; 
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Nor  fuUy's  prcfcnce  raule  thee  pain, 
Nor  vice  reward  tiiy  jjood  with  ill ; 
Gratitude  tliy  altar  raife. 
Wealth  to  thee  her  ofterings  pay, 
And  genius  wake  his  tiiiielul  lay 
To  celebrate  thy  praile. 

ODE  XIX. 

THE    APOLOGY. 

'  Pastoral,  and  elegy,  and  odf  I 

'  Wiio  hopes,  by  ihclfr,  applaul'e  to  gain, 

'  Believe  me,  hiemi,  may  hope  in  vain — 

*  Thele  clailic  things  are  not  the  mode ; 
'  Oar  t.iue  polite,  lb  much  relin'd, 

«  Demands  a  Itrain  of  diiierent  kind. 

'  Go,  court  the  mufe  of  Chevy  Chace, 

*  To  tell  in  Sternhold's  fimple  rhmies 

*  Some  tale  of  ancient  En^liih  tunes  ; 

*  Or  try  to  win  rude  fatire's  grace, 

*  I'hat  fcold,  who  dirt  around  her  throws, 
'  And  many  a  random  rtain  be.tows. 

'  Or  dull  trite  thoughts  in  fonps  combine, 

*  And  bid  the  tuneful  accents  fail, 

'  To  wake  the  echoes  of  Vauxhall; 

*  Or  tow'rds  tlie  ftage  thy  thoughts  incline, 

*  And  furnifli  fome  half-pilfer'd  play, 

*  To  fliine  the  meteor  of  the  day.' 

O  1  no — though  fuch  the  crowd  amufe, 
And  peals  of  noify  praife  procure  ; 
Will  tiiey  the  critic  eye  endure. 
And  pafs  the  ordeal  of  reviews? 
And  who  is  he  for  whom  they'll  gain 
A  nich  in  fame's  immortal  fane  ? 

The  plan  that  Virgil's  choice  could  claim, 
The  plan  that  Horace  deign'd  to  choofe, 
Truft  me,  I  wifli  not  to  retuie  : — 
To  Akenfule's  or  Shenftone's  name 
The  praite  that  future  days  lliall  pay, 
Methinks  may  well  content  my  lay. 


ODE  XX. 

Tins  fcene  how  rich  from  Thames's  fide, 
While  evening  funs  their  amber  beam 
Spread  o'er  the  glaffy-furfac'd  tide, 
And  'raidft  the  marts  and  cordage  gleam  ; 
Blaze  on  the  roofs  with  turrets  crown'd, 
And  gild  green  paft'ures  ftretch'd  around, 
And  gild  the  flope  of  that  high  ground, 
Whofe  cornfields  bright  the  profpeft  bound 

The  white  fails  glide  along  the  fliore, 
Red  ftreaaiers  on  the  breezes  pl^y, 
The  boatmen  ply  tlie  dafliing  oar. 
And  wide  their  various  freight  convey ; 
Some  Neptune's  hardy  thoughtlefs  tr^in, 
And  fome  the  careful  fons  of  gain. 


'  S'.'Ootet''s  Hill.    7his  '•jieiu  ivas  taken  c/i  the 
iorthf.dc  of  the  Thar/u;,  at  RatcUJf. 


And  fome  the  cnaraour'd  nymph  and  fwain 
Lillening  to  mufic's  foothing  lirain. 

But  there,  while  ihefe  the  fight  allure, 
Still  fancy  wings  her  llight  away 
To  woods  reclufe,  and  vales  obicure, 
And  itreams  that  folitary  Uray  ; 
To  view  the  pine-grove  on  the  hill. 
The  rucks  that  trickling  Iprings  diilill, 
The  meads  that  quivering  alpins  li!l, 
Or  alders  ciowding  o'er  the  rill. 

And  where  the  trees  unfold  their  bloom. 
And  vvhere  the  banks  their  floriage  bear, 
And  all  eflufe  a  rich  perfume 
That  hovers  in  the  foft  calm  air ; 
The  hedge-row  path  to  wind  along, 
To  hear  the  bleating  fleecy  throng, 
To  iiear  the  iliylark's  airy  fong. 
And  throltle's  note  fo  clear  and  ftrong. 

But  fay,  if  there  our  fteps  were  brought,' 
Would  thefe  their  pow'r  to  pleafe  retain  i 
Say,  would  not  reftleis,  roving  thought 
Turn  back  to  biify  fcenes  again  ? 
O  (h  ange  formation  of  the  mind  I 
Still,  though  the  ])refent  fair  \ve  find. 
Still  tow'rds  the  abfent  thus  inclin'd. 
Thus  lix'd  on  objedls  left  behind  '. 

ODE  XXI. 

WRITTEN  AFTER  A  JOURNEY  TO  BRlStOt, 

Thee,  Briftol,  oft  my  thoughts  recal, 

'l"hy  Kingfdown  brow  and  Brandon  hill ; 

The  fpace,  once  circled  by  thy  wall, 

Which  tow'rs  and  fpires  of  churches  fill ; 

And  malts  and  fails  of  veflels  tall. 
With  trees  and  houfes  intermingled  Hill '. 

From  Clifton's  rocks  how  grand  the  fight. 
When  Avon's  dark  tide  rulird  between  ! 

How  grand,  from  Henbury's  woody  height, 
The  Severn's  wide-fpread  wat'iy  fcene. 

Her  waves  with  trembling  funfliine  bright. 
And  Cambrian  hills  beyond  them  riling  green  I 

To  Mendip's  ridge  how  ftretch'd  away 
Mvview,  while  fancy  fought  the  plain 

Where  Blagdon'?  groves  '.ecluded  lay. 

And  heard  iny  much-lov'd  poet's  ftrain  *  I 

Ah  !   v.-hy  \o  near,  nor  thither  llray 
To  meet  the  friend  I  ne'er  Ihall  meet  again  ? 

Occafion's  call  averfe  to  prize, 

Irrefolute  we  oft  remain — '• 
She  loon  irrevocably  flies, 

And  then  v,e  mourn  her  flown  in  vain  ; 
While  pleafure's  imag'd  forms  arife, 
Whofe  fancied  lofs  regret  beholds  with  pain. 

And  Erin-ol  1   why  thy  fceacs  explore, 
And  why  thole  fcenes  fo  foon  religii. 

And  fail  to  feek  the  fpoi  that  bore 

That  wonderous  tuneful  youth  of  thine, 

*  T)je  late  insre?iicius  Dr.  John  Langkorne,  then 
Tff.dent  at  Blagdon,  near  Brijlol. 
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The  bard  *,  whofe  boafted  ancient  ftore 
Rofe  recent  from  his  own  exhauftlefs  mine  f  ! 

Though  fortune  all  her  gifts  denied, 

Though  learning  made  him  not  her  choke, 

The  mule  Itrll  plac'd  him  at  her  fide, 
And  bade  him  in  her  fmiie  rejoice — 

Defcription  ftill  his  pen  fupplied, 
'Pathos  his  thought,  and  melody  his  voice  I 

Confcious  and  proud  of  merit  high, 

Fame's  wreath  he  boldly  claim'd  to  wear  ; 

But  fame)  regardlefs,  pafs'd  him  by, 

Unknown,  or  deem'd  unworth  her  care  : 

The  fun  of  hope  forfook  his  iky  ; 
And  all  his  land  look'd  dreary,  bleak,  and  bare ! 

Then  poverty,  grim  fpedlre,  rofe, 

And  horror  o'er  the^jrofpedl  threw— 

His  deep  diftrefs  too  nice  t'  expofe ; 
Too  nice  for  common  aid  to  fue, 

A  dire  alternative  he  chole, 
And  raflily  from  the  painful  fcene  withdrew. 

Ah  !  why  for  genius'  headftrong  rage 
Did  virtue's  hand  no  curb  prepare  ? 

What  boots,  poor  youth  1  that  now  thy  page 
Can  boalt  the  public  praife  to  fhare, 

The  learn'd  in  deep  refearch  engage, 
And  lightly  entertain  the  gentle  fair? 

Ye,  who  fuperfluous  ivealth  command, 

0  why  your  kind  relief  delay'd  ? 

O  why  not  fnatch'd  hisdefperate  hand  ? 

His  foot  on  fate's  dread  brink  not  ftay'd  ? 
What  thanks  had  you  your  native  land 
For  a  new  Shakfpeare  or  new  Milton  paid  i 

For  me — Imagination's  power 

Leads  oft  infenfibly  my  way. 
To  where,  at  midnight's  filent  hour, 

The  crefcent  moon's  flow-weftering  ray 
Pours  full  Oil  Redcliff's  lofty  tower, 
And  gilds  with  yeilow  light  its  walls  of  gray. 

'iMidft  toil  and  commerce  (lumbering  round, 

Lull'd  by  tlie  riling  tide's  hoarfe  roar, 
There  Frome  and  Avon  will'ow-crown'd, 

1  view  fad-wandering  by  the  fliore, 

With  ftreaming  tears,  and  notes  of  niournful 
found, 
Toe  late  their  haplefs  bard,  untimely  loft,  dtplore. 

ODE  XXII. 

TO    CRITICISM. 

Fair  nymph  !  of  fafte  and  learning  born. 
Whom  truth's  and  candour's  gifts  adorn, 

*  Cbatterto??. 

f  This  is  at  lea  [I  the  mnhor  s  opinion,  notiviih- 
flanding  all  that  has  hitherto  a[>peared  on  the 
other  fide  ofthe^q?ie/tio?t.  The  lajl  line  alludes  to 
one  of  the  iiige?iious  Mr.  Ma/on,  in  his  elegy  to  a 
young  nobleman : 

"  See  from  the  depths  of  his  exhauftlefs  mine 
"  His  glittering  ftores  the  tuneful  fpendthrift 
"  throws."  >, 


The  mufe's  friend  '.  to  thee  fiie  lingj:' 
Accept  the  grateful  verfe  fhe  brings. 
When  genius,  ranging  nature  o'er, 
Colledls  his  tributary  ftore. 
What  m'atter's  tradl:  immenfe  fupplies, 
Or  wide  in  mind's  vaft  region  lies, 
And  every  thought  with  (kill  combines. 
And  all  tranfmits  in  tuneful  lines ; 
Then  rapture  fparkting  in  thine  eye. 
Then  rais'd  thy  folemn  voice  on  high  ; 
Thy  comment  ftiil  his  work  purfaes. 
The  plan  explains,  the  ftyle  reviews. 
And  marks  its  ftrength,  and  marks  its  ea;fe  ; 
And  tells  as  why  and  how  they  pleafe. 
And  when,  perhaps,  difdaining  care, 
He  blends  with  faults  l;is  produdls  fair  j 
Whate'er  of  fuch  thy  light  furveys, 
Thy  tongue  in  triumph  ne'er  difplays, 
But  hints,  as  fpots  that  dim  the  i'un. 
Or  rocks  that  future  fails  fliould  ftmn. 

'Twas  thee  whom  once  Stagyra's  grove 
Oft  with  her  fage  *  allur'd  to  rove  ; 
'Twas  thee  to  whom  in  Tadmore's  bowerSj 
Her  ftatefman  f  vow'd  his  vacant  hours; 
'Twas  thee  whom,  Tibur's  vines  among. 
Her  bard  |   in  carelefs  meafines  fung ; 
'Twas  thou  who  thence  to  Albion's  plain 
Remov'd,  to  teach  her  tuneful  train, 
WheA  Dryden's  age  by  thee  infpir'd, 
Condemn'd  the  flights  his  youth  admif'd ; 
And  Popf ,  intent  on  higher  praife. 
So  polilli'd  all  hispleafing  lays  : 
And  now,  by  thee,  our  favour'd  coaft 
A  Warton,  Hnrd,  and  Burke  can  boaft ; 
And  her,  whole"  pen  from  Gallic  rage 
Defended  Shakfpeare's  injur'd  page  §. 

Give  me,  bright  power  '.  with  ready  ear. 
Another's  plea  for  fame  to  hear, 
And  bid  my  willing  voice  allow 
The  bays  to  merit's  modeft  brow  : 
And  when  the  mule  her  piefence  deigns, 
And  prompts  my  own  unltudied  ftrains, 
Inftrurt  me  them,  with  view  fevere. 
To  infpeft,  and  keep  from  error  clear  ; 
Nor  fpTire,  though  fancy'd  e'er  fo  fine. 
One  lU-plac'd  thought,  or  ufelefs  line. 


ODE  XXIII. 

TO  DISEASE. 

DtSE'tSE  1   man's  dread,  relentlefs  foe. 

Fell  lource  of  fenr,  and  pain,  and  woe  1 

C)  fay,  on  what  ill-fated  coaft 

Tliey  mourn  thy  tyrant  reign  the  moft  ? 

On  Java's  bogs,  or  Gambia's  fand, 

Or  Perfia's  I'ultry  fouthern  ftrand; 

Or  Elgypi's  annual-flooded  plain. 

Or  Rome's  neglecfted,  wafte  domain  ; 

Or  where  her  wails  Byzantium  rears, 

And  mofques  and  turrets  crelcent-crown'd, 

*  Arijlotle.  t  Lo?iginus.        •  t  i^orace^ 

§    'Ike  in^eniciis   Mrs.    Montague,   irho   has 

fo  ahly  iiindicnted  ShaMfpe:ve  j'roni  the  cavils  of 

Voltiiite. 
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And  from  his  high  ferail  the  t'ultan  hears 
The  wide  Propontis'  htatii\^  waves  refouncl  \ 
I'll  atk  no  more — Our  clime,  though  tail-, 
Enough  tliy  tyrant  reign  mult  Ihare  ; 
Anil  lovers  there,  and  friends,  complain, 
By  thee  their  friends  and  lovers  ilain  : 
And  yet  our  avarice  and  cur  pride 
Combine  to  Ipread  thy  miichiefs  wide  ; 
While  that  the  captive  wretch  confines, 
To  hunger,  cold,  and  filth  reiigns, — 
And  this  the  funeral  pomp  attends 
To  vaults,  where  mouldering  corks  lie, — 
Amid  foul  air  thy  form  unfeen  afcends. 
And  like  a  vulture  hovers  in  the  Iky  f. 

ODE  XXIV. 

THE  TEMPESTUOUS  EVENING.       • 

There's  grandeur  in  this  founding  Itorm, 
That  drives  the  hurrying  clouds  along 
That  on  each  other  fcem  to  throng, 
And  mix  in  many  a  varied  form  ; 
While,  burfting  now  and  then  between, 
The  moon's  dim  mifty  orb  is  feen. 
And  calls  faint  glimpies  on  the  green. 

Beneath  the  blaft  the  forefts  bend, 
And  thick  the  branchy  ruin  lies, 
Asd  wide  the  (liower  of  foliage  flies ; 
The  lake's  black  waves  in  tumult  blend, 
Revolving  o'er  and  o'er  and  o'er, 
And  foaming  on  the  rocky  fliore. 
Whole  caverns  echo  to  their  roar. 

The  fight  fublirae  enrapts  my  thought, 
And  fwift  along  the  pad  it  ftrays, 
And  much  of  ftrange  event  furveys, 
What  hiftory's  faithful  tongue  has  taught, 
Or  fancy  form'd,  whofe  plaftic  Ikili 
The  page  with  fabled  change  can  hll 
Of  ill  to  good,  or  good  to  ill. 

But  can  my  foul  the  fcene  enjoy. 
That  rends  another's  breaft  with  pain  ? 
O  haplels  he,  who,  near  the  main, 
Now  fees  its  billowy  rage  dellroy  ! 
Beholds  the  foundering  bark  defcend. 
Nor  knows,  but  what  its  fate  may  end 
The  moments  of  his  deareft  friend  '. 

ODE  XXV. 

THE  MELAXCnoLY  EVENING. 

O  HASTE,  ye  hovering  clouds  away. 
Ye  clouds  fo  fleecy,  dim,  and  pale, 

Through  v;hich  the  moon's  obftrudled  ray 
Sheds  this  fadwhitenefs  o'er  the  vale  I 


*  Byi-antium  :  Co?iJiantinople ;  fahjecl  to  fre- 
quent lifitutions  of  tbiit  dreadful  fever,  the 
p-agitt- 

t  Alluding  to  the  too  frequent  vtferahle  fitii- 
ation  (jf  prifoncrs  cfivar,  debtors,  iJc.  ;  and  the 
uhfurd.  aijiom  of  burying  in  churches ;  circum- 
ftances  conti  ibiUir.g  greatly  to  the  propagation  of 
dfeafc. 


Forbear,  ye  bell?,  that  languid  flrain  I 
The  fight,  the  I'ound.  are  frauirlit  with  pain; 
'I'he  words  of  dying  friends  1  hear. 
The  open  grave  I  linger  near, 
Take  the  lafl  look,  and  drop  the  parting  tear  I 

B(  fore  my  view  dire  pliantom?  rife. 

The  plagues  of  haplels  human  kind  ! 
Pale  fear,  v.ho  unpurfu'd  flill  flics. 

And  Harts,  and  turns,  and  looks  behind  ; 
Remorfe,  whole  own  mdignant  aim 
Deforms  with  ufelcfs  wounds  her  franie  ; 
Defpair    whofe  towgue  no  fpeech  will  deign, 
Whofe  |;haflly  brow  looks  dark  difJain, 
And    bends  from   Itecp  rocks   o'er   the    foaming 
main. 

And  rage,  whofe  bofom  inly  burns, 
VA'hiie  reafon'i  call  he  ("corns  to  hear ; 

And  jealoufy,  who  ruthlefs  turns 

From  fuppliant  beauty's  prayer  and  tear ; 

Revenge,  whofe  thoughts  tumultuoui  roil 

To  feek  the  poniard  or  the  bowl  ; 

And  phre.'ify,  v/ildly  palTing  by. 

With  her  chain'd  arm  aiid  Itaning  eye, 
And  voice  tiiat  with  loud  tuifcs  rends  tlic  fiiy  1 

Ambition,  here,  to  heigljts  of  power 

His  courfe  with  daring  (tej)  purfues, 
Though  danger's  frown  againll  him  lour, 

Tiiough  guilt  his  path  with  hlood  bellrevs's; 
There  avarice  grafps  hisufelefs  flore, 
Though  mercy's  plaints  his  aid  implore, 
Though  he  her  ruin'd  cottage  nigh, 
Beholds  her  famifli'd  infants  lie, 
And  liears  their  faint,  their  iaft  expiring  cry  '. 

Yt  dreadful  band  I   O  fpare,  O  i'pare  I 
Alas,  your  ear  no  prayers  perfuade  I 

But,  ah  1  if  man  your  reign  muft  bear. 
Sure  man  had  better  ne'er  been  made  I 

Say,  will  religion  clear  this  gloom. 

And  point  to  biifs  beyond  the  tomb  ? 

Yes,  haply  for  her  chofen  train  ; 

The  relt,  they  fay,  fevere  decrees  ordain 
To  realms  of  endlefs  nighty  and  evcrlalling  pain  *  ! 

ODE  XXVI. 

THE  PLEASANT  EVENING, 

Dei,ic;htful  looks  this  clear,  calm  Iky, 
With  Cynthia's  orb  on  high  I 
Delightful  looks  this  fmOoth  green  ground, 
Witir  fliadows  caft  from  cots  around  ; 
Qiiick-twinkling  lultre  decks  the  tide  ; 
And  cheerful  radiance  gently  falls 
On  that  white  town,  and  caflle  walls, 
That  crown  the  fpacious  river's  further  fide. 

And  now  along  the  eclioing  hills 
The  night-bird's  itrain  melodious  trills  ; 

*  7he  author  does  not  give  thefe  as  his  0"^vnfcn- 
timcnts,  but  merely  fuch  as  the  gloomy  moment  i>i' 
fcribed  might  naturally  fi.ggefl.  That  the  above 
dreaJfid  idea  is  adopted  by  a  large  body  of  Chn- 
ftians,  is  fujicient  to  author  ife  its  admij/ion  into  J 
poem,  pi  0 [effing  to  paint  fke  dark  fide  of  thinis- 
J  B  iiij 
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And  now  the  ecfioing  dale  alonpf 

Soft  flows  the  fhepherd's  tuneful  fong  : 

And  now,  wide  o'er  the  water  borne, 

'l"he  city's  mingled  murmur  fwells, 

And  lively  change  of  diltunt  bells, 

And  varied  warbling  of  the  deep-ton'd  horn. 

Their  influence  calms  the  foften'd  foul, 
The  pafiions  feel  their  Itrong  controul : 
While  fancy's  eye,  v\-here'er  it  flrayi, 
A  fcene  of  happinefsfurveys  ; 
Through  all  the  various  walks  of  life 
No  natural  ill  nor  moral  fees, 
No  famine  fell,  nor  dire  difeafc,  , 

Kor  war's  infernal  unrelenting  flrife. 

For  thefe,  behold  a  heavenly  band 
Their  white  wings  waving  o'er  the  land  ! 
Sweet  innocence,  a  cherub  fair, 
And  peace  and  joy,  a  fifter  pair  : 
And  kindnefs  mild,  their  kindred  grace, 
Whofe  brow  fcrcne  complacence  wears, 
Whofe  hand  htr  libtral  bounty  bears 
O'er  the  vafl  range  of  animated  fpace  I 

Elefu  vifion  !   O  for  ever  flay  ! 
O  far  be  guilt  and  pain  away  ! 
And  yet,  perhaps,  with  bim,  whofe  view 
I^ooks  atone  glance  creation  through, 
To  general  good  our  partial  ill 
Seems  but  a  fand  upon  the  plain, 
wieems  but  a  drop  amid  the  main, 
And  fome  wife  unknown  purpofe  may  fulfil. 

ODE  XXVII. 

AFTER  READING  AKENSIDe's  POEMS. 

To  fancy's  view  what  vifions  rife, 
Remote  amid  yon  azure  fkies ! 
What  goddefs-form  defccnds  in  air  ? 
The  Grecian  mufe,  feverely  fair  ! 
"What  fagc  is  he,  to  whom  Ihe  deigns 
Her  lyre  of  elevated  flrains  ? 
The  bard  of  Tyne — his  mafter  hand 
Awakes  new  mufic  o'er  tlie  land; 
And  much  his  voice  of  right  and  wrong 
Attempts  to  teach  the  unheeding  throng. 


What  mean  thofe  cryftal  rocks  Ceiens, 
Thofe  laureate  groves  lor  ever  green, 
Thofe  Parian  domes  .'—Sublime  retreats. 
Of  freedom's  fons  the  happy  feats  ! — 
'I'here  dwell  the  few  who  dar'd  difdain 
The  luft  of  power  and  lufl  of  gain  ; 
The  patriot  names  of  old  renown'd. 
And  thofe  in  later  ages  found  ; 
The  Athenian,  Spartan,  Roman  boall, 
The  pride  of  Iliitain's  fca-girt  coaft:  ! 

But,  oh  1   wliat  darknefs  iiR.ervenes  ! 
But,  oh  !  beneath,  what  different  fcenes  ! 
What  matron  fhe,  to  grief  rtfign'd, 
Befide  that  ruin'd  arch  reclin'd  ? 
Her  fons,  who  once  fo  well  could  wield, 
I'he  warrior-fjicar,  tlie  warrior  fhield, 
A  turban'd  ruffian's  fcourge  conftrains 
To  toil  on  defolated  plains ! — 

And  file  who  leans  that  column  nigh. 
Where  trampled  arms  and  eagles  lie; 
Whofe  veil  eflkys  her  blufh  to  hide, 
Who  checks  the  tear  that  hafles  to  glide  ? 
A  mitred  priefl's  oppreffive  fway 
She  fees  lier  drooping  race  obey  : 
Their  vines  ur.prun'd,  their  fields  nntill'd, 
I'heir  ilreets  with  want  and  miiery  iill'd. 

And  who  is  Ihe,  the  martial  maid 
Along  that  cliff  fo  carelels  laid, 
Whole  brow  fuch  laugh  unmeaning  wears, 
Whofe  eye  fuch  infolence  declares, 
Whofe  tongue  defcants,  with  fcorn  fo  vain. 
On  flaves  of  Ebro  or  of  Seine  .'' 
What  grielly  Churl  *,  what  harlot  bold  f, 
Behind  her,  chains  enormous  hold  .' 
Though  virtue's  warning  voice  be  near, 
Alas,  Ihe  will  not,  will  not  hear ! 
And  now  ihe  fmks  in  fleep  profound. 
And  now  they  bind  her  to  the  ground. 

O  what  is  he,  iiis  ghallly  form. 
So  half  obfcur'ci  in  cloud  and  florm, 
Svi'ift  ftriding  on  }  ? — beneath  his  ftrides 
Proud  empire's  firmefl  bale  fubfides; 
Behind  him  dreary  wattes  remain, 
Oblivion's  dark  chaotic  reign  ! 


Avarice.  •}•  Luxury.  |  Ruin, 


THE  MEXICAN  PROPHECY :   AN  ODE. 


I)r.  Sor,is,  in  his  Hiflory  of  the  Conqucfc  of  Mexico,  informs  us,  that,  on  the  approach  of  Cortez  to 
the  neighbourhood  of  that  city,  the  Kmperor  iMontezuma  fent  a  number  of  magicians  to  attempt 
the  deftru<ft:ion  of  the  Spaniili  army.  As  tiic  forcerers  were  pradiiing  their  incaintations,  a  demon 
appeared  to  them  in  the  form  of  their  idol  Tlcatlepuca,  and  foretold  the  fall  of  the  Mexican  empire. 
On  this  legend  is  founded  the  following  poem.  I'he  conquefl  of  iMesico  was  undertaken  from  mo- 
tives of  avarice,  and  accompanied  with  circumflances  of  cruelty ;  but  it  produced  the  fubvcrfion  of 
a  tyrannies!  government,  and  the  abolition  of  a  detellable  religion  of  horrid  rites  and  human  facrifices. 

From  Cholula's  hoflile  plain  *, 
JLeft  her  treacherous  legions  flain, 


*    Cljol.ilii   Tvas   a   large   ci!y,    not  Jlir  a: fi ant  from     ,   .j ...  ^..  .,j.  j...  j ,  .^...j^,,.  j^, 

Jllixico.   TZ'c  inhabilanti  -n'ers  in  lengiie  zvith  thc^JVIexi-    ;  eiid^avjured  lofurfrije  aiU  dcflrcy  them. 


Left  her  temples  all  in  flame, 
Cortes'  conquering  army  came, 

cans;   and  after ^rcfi-Jfingf riendjhip  fcr  the   Spaniards, 
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High  on  Clialco's  Aormy  lirop 
Shone  tlieir  phalanx  broad  and  deep; 
High  the  Hilpanian  banner  rais'd, 
Bore  the  crofs  in  ^old  cniblaz'd  'I 
'J'hick  the  gleaming  fpears  appcar'd, 
Loud  the  neighing  deeds  were  heard ; 
Flaih'd  the  niufkets  Hglunings  rnund, 
RoU'd  their  thunders  o'er  the  ground, 
Echo'd  from  a  ihouland  caves, 
Down  to  'I'enuDitan's  waves — f  ; 
Spacious  lake,  that  far  below 
I5ade  its  lucid  level  flow  r 
There  tlie  ever-funny  fhorc 
Groves  of  palm  and  coco  bore  ; 
Maize-fields  rich,  iavannas  green, 
Stretch'd  around,  with  towns  between. 
Tacuba,  '1  ezciico  fair, 
Rear'd  their  fhining  roofs  in  air; 
Mexico's  imperial  pride 
Glitter'd  'niidll  the  glaffy  tide, 
Bright  witli  gold,  with  lilver  bright, 
Dazzling,  charming  all  the  fight  ^. 
From  their  poll  the  war-worn  band 
Raptur'd  view'd  tlie  happy  land  : 

*  Halce  to  vitfory,  Jiafte  to  eafe, 

•  Mark  the  fpot  that  gives  us  thefe  ! 

On  the  exulting  heroes  flrode, 
Shunn'd  the  imooth  infidious  road, 
Shunn'd  the  rock's  impending  fliade, 
ShunnM  the  expedling  ambulcade  ||. 

T!-eep  within  a  gloomy  wood 
Morezume's  magicians  ftood  : 
Tlcatlcpuca's  horrid  form, 
God  of  famine,  plague  and  Dorm, 
High  on  magic  itones  they  rais'd; 
Magic  fires  before  him  blaz'd ; 
Round  the  lurid  flames  they  drew. 
Flames  whence  fleams  of  fulphur  flew ; 
Theri-,  while  bleeding  vidims  fmok'd. 
Thus  his  aid  they  loud  invok'd  : 

'  Minifter  fupTcme  of  ill, 

•  Prompt  to  ptuiifh,  prompt  to  kill, 

*  Motezuma  aiks  thy  aid  ! 

'  foreign  foes  his  realms  invade  ; 

♦  Vengeance  on  the  ftrangers  flied, 
'  Mix  them  inllant  with  the  dead  ! 
'  By  thy  temple's  i'able  floor, 

'  By  thy  altar  ftain'd  with  gore, 

*  Stain'd  with  gore  and  ftrew'd  with  bone?, 
'  Echoing  fhrieks,  and  echoing  groans ! 

'  Vengeance  on  the  flrangers  ihed, 
'  Mix  them  inftantwith  the  dead  !' 


*  TZ-f  rfei'ice  cii  Corles^ s  Jlandard  ivas  the  figii  nj 
the  crofs. — Vide  De  Solis. 

\  'Ti.ruifiiicn,  otherivife  Temichi'ttlan,  the  ancient 
name  of  the  Lahe  if  Mexico. 

\  "The  Spanif}}  biflorians  affert.,  that  the  ivalls  and 
houfes  of  the  Indian  cities  ivere  compofd  of  a  peculiar 
kind  of  gl  tleringfone  or  plafcr,  rx'hich  at  a  c'iJlaTice  re- 
fembled fll'uer  ■ 

II  The  Indiars  had  blocked  up  the  vfual  road  to  Mexi- 
co, and  opened  another  broader,  andfmooth  at  the  entrance, 
hut  ivhich  led  among  rocks  and  precipices,  ivhere  they 
had  placed  parties  in  amhujh.  Cortes  difco-vered  the  flra- 
tagem,  and  ordered  bis  troops  to  remo-ue  the  ohflrutiions . 
Being  afhed  by  the  Mexican  ambaffadors  the  renfun  of 
this  procedure,  he  replied,  that  the  Spaniards  alua^s 
fhoft  to  encounter  difficulties . 


Ordaz  heard,  Velafqucz  licard— * 
Swift  their  faucliions'  blaze  appear'd; 
Alvar^do  rufliing  near, 
Furious  rais'd  his  glitteihig  fpear  ; 
Calm,  ()lmedo  niark'd  the  fcene  ♦, 
Calm  he  maik'd,  and  flepp'd  between; 
'  Vain  tlieir  rites  and  vain  their  prayer, 
'  Weak  attempts  beneath  your  care  ; 
'  Warriors  !  let  the  wretclies  live  '. 
'  Chriflians  !  piry,  and  forgive  !' 
.Sudden  darknefs  o'er  them  fprcad, 
Glow'd  tlie  woods  with  duflcy  red; 
Vaft  the  idol's  ftature  ,^rew, 
Look'd  his  face  of  ghaftly  hue. 
Frowning  rage,  and  frowning  hate. 
Angry  at  his  nation's  fate; 
Fierce  his  fiery  eyes  he  rolPd, 
Thus  his.  tongue  the  future  told  ; 
Cortes'  veterans  paus'd  to  hear. 
Wondering  all,  though  void  of  fear  ; 

'  Mourn,  devoted  city,  mourn  ! 
'  Mourn,  devoted  city,  mourn  ! 
'  Doom'd  for  all  thy  crimes  to  know 
'  Scenes  of  battle,  icenes  of  woe  ! 
'  Who  is  he — O  fpare  the  fight  !— 
'  Rob'd  in  gold,  with  jev.els  bright  ? 
'  Hark  !  he  deigns  the  crowd  to  call ; 
'  Chiefs  and  warriors  proilrate  fall  f. 
'  Reverence  now  to  fury  yields ; 
'  Strangers  o'er  him  fprcad  your  fliields ! 
'  Thick  the  darts,  the  arrows,  fly  ; 
'  Haplefs  monarch  !  he  muft  die ! 

*  Mark  the  folemn  funeral  flate, 

'  Pafling  through  the  weilern  gate ! 
'  Chapultequas  cave  contains 
'  Mighty  Motezume's  remains. 

'  Ceafe  the  ftrife  !  alas,  'tis  vain  I 
'   Myriads  throng  Otumba's  plain  ; 
'   Wide  their  feathery  crefls  they  wave, 
'  All  the  ftrong  and  all  the  brave  \. 
'  Gleaming  glory  through  the  flcies, 
'  See  the  imperial  ftaiidard  flies  1 
'  Down  by  force  refilUefs  torn  ; 
'  Oflf  in  haughty  triumph  borne. 
'  Slaughter  heaps  the  vale  with  dead, 
'  Fugitives  the  mountains  fpread. 

'  Mexico,  'tis  thine  to  know 

•  More  of  battle,  more  of  woe  !— 
'  Bright  in  arms  the  flranger  train 
'  O'er  thy  caufev/ays  move  again. 

*  Bartholeme  de  Olmedo,  chaplain  to  Cortes  :  hi 
feems  to  have  been  a  man  rf  enljtged  ideas,  much  fru~ 
deuce,  moderation,  and  humanity. 

•}■  Motezuma,  -who  -was  refidenl  in  the  Spanijb 
quarters  luhen  they  iiere  attacked  by  the  Mexicans, pro- 
pofed  fhvii  ing  hirrfelf  to  the  people,  in  otdtr  to  appe.fr 
the  tumult.  At  his frfl  appearance  he  tias  regaided 
tuith  'Veneration,  luhich  luus  fuon  exchanged  for  rage,  to 
the  effciis  ivhereofhcfell  a  •viliim. 

\  Cortes,  in  his  retreat  from  Mexico,  after  the  death 
of  Alotezuina,  tuasfolloiLcd  and  fur  rounded  b\  the  -whole 
colleflii-e  force  of  the  empire,  in  the  plains  of  Olumba. 
After  repelling  the  attacks  of  his  enemies  en  every  ftde, 
'iiiih  ir.d  faligable  valour,  he  found  himfclf  cvcrpoiverei 
Ly  numbers  ;  when,  »:aLing  one  dtfperate  effort,  tilth  a 
fe-wfeleSi  friends, hcfeized  the  imperial fiar.dar J,  t'.llid 
the  general,  and  routed  th:  an^iy. 
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*  Btnd  the  bow,  the  fhaft  prepare, 

*  Join  the  breaftplate's  folds  with  care  ; 
'  Raife  the  facrilicial  fire, 

'  Bid  the  captive  youths  expire  *  ; 
'  Wake  the  facred  trumpet's  breath, 
'  Pouring  anguifh,  pouring  death  f; 
'  Troops  from  every  ftreet  repair, 

*  Clofe  them  in  the  fatal  fnare ; 
'  Vahant  as  they  are,  they  fly, 

*  Here  they  yield,  and  there  they  die. 
«  Ceafe  the  ftrife  !  'tis  fruitltfs  all, 

«  Mexico  at  laft  muft  fall ! 

*  Lo  !  the  dauntlcfs  band  return, 
'  Furious  for  the  fight  they  burn  ! 
'  Lo  !  auxiliar  nations  round, 

*  Crowding  o'er  the  darkened  ground  ! 

*  Corfes  fill  thy  trenches  deep ; 

*  Down  thy  temple's  lofty  fteep 

«  See  thy  priefls,  thy  princes  thrown — 
'  Hark  !  I  hear  their  parting  groan  ! 

*  Blood  thy  lake  with  crimfon  dyes, 
'  Flamee  from  all  thy  domes  arife  ! 

<  What  are  thofe  that  round  thy  fliore 
'  Launch  thy  troubled  water's  o'er  ? 

*  Swift  canoes  that  from  the  fight 

*  Aid  their  vanquifli'd  monarch's  flight; 

■*  De  Sails  relates,  that  the  Mexicans  facrljiced  to 
their  idols  a  number  of  Spaniards,  -whom  they  had  taken 
frifonersy  and  ivhofe  cries  and  groans  luere  dtjlln£lly 
heard  in  the  Spanljh  camp,  exciting  fentlments  of  horror 
and  revenge  in  their  fur-uiving  companions. 

f  The  abo-oe  author  cbferves.,  that  the  facred  trumpet 
cf  the  Mexicans  luas  fo  called,  becaufi  it  -was  not per- 
viitted  to  any  but  the  priejls  to  found  it ;  and  that  only 
ivhen  they  denounced  ivar,  and  ani/nattd  the  people  on 
the  part  of  their  gods . 


'  Ambufli'd  in  the  reedy  fliade, 
'  Them  the  flranger  barks  invade ; 
'  Soon  thy  lord  a  captive  bends, 
'  Soon  thy  far-faiii'd  empire  ends  *  ; 
'  Otomeca  fharesthy  fpoils, 

•  Tlafcala  in  triumph  fmilesf. 

'  Mourn,  devoted  city,  mourn  ! 
'  Mourn,  devoted  city,  mourn  ! 

'  Ceafe  your  boaft,  O  ftranger  band, 
'  Conquerors  of  my  fallen  land ! 
'  Avarice  flrides  your  van  before, 
'  Phantom  meagre,  pale,  and  hoar  ! 

*  Difcord  follows,  breathing  flame, 
'  Still  oppofing  claim  to  claim  \  ; 

'  Kindred  demons  hafte  along  ! 

«  Hafte,  avenge  my  country's  wrong!' 

Ceas'd  the  voice  with  dreadful  founds, 
Loud  as  tides  that  burft  their  bounds  ; 
Roll'd  the  form  in  fmoke  away, 
Amaz'd  on  earth  the  exorcifts  lay  ; 
Pondering  on  the  dreadful  lore. 
Their  ccurfe  the  Iberians  downward  bore ; 
Their  helmets  glittering  o'er  the  vale. 
And  wide  their  enfigns  fluttering  in  the  gale. 


*  When  the  Spaniards  had  forced  their  Zfay  to  the 
centre  of  Mexico,  Gi/atlmozln,  the  reigning  emperor,  en- 
deavoured to  cfcape  In  his  canoes  ccrrfs  the  lake  ;  but' 
ivas  purfueJ  and  taken  prlfoner  by  Garcia  dc  Holguin, 
captain  of  one  of  the  Spanfh  brigantlncs. 

•f  The  Otomles  ivere  a  fierce,  fuvage  nation,  never 
thoroughly  fuhdued  by  the  Mexicans.  Tlafcala  luas  a 
poiverfil  velghbourlng  republic,  the  rival  cf  Mexico. 

\  yilludlng  to  the  dlffentlons  ivhlch  enfued  among  the 
Spaniards,  after  the  conqrtefl  of  America. 
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EPISTLE  I. 


THE    GARDEN, 


To  a  Friend, 


From  Whitby's  rocks  fteep  rifing  o'er  tlie  main, 
From  Eflca's  vales,  or  Ewecot's  lonely  plain, 
Say  rove  thy  thoughts  to  Amwell's  diftant  bow'rs, 
To  mark  how  pafs  thy  friends  fequefler'd  hours  ? 

*  Perhaps,'  think'fl;  thou,  '  he  fecks  his  pleafing 
'  fcenes 

*  Of  winding  walks,    fmooth    kuvns,  and  ftiady 

greens : 
'  Where  China's  willow  hangs  its  foliage  fair, 
'  And  Po's  tall  poplar  wares  its  top  in  air, 
'  And  the  dark  maple  fpreads  its  umbrage  wide, 
'  And  the  white  bench  adorns  the  bafon  lide  ; 
<  At  morn  reclin'd,  perhaps,  he  fits  to  view 

*  The  bank's  neat  flope,  the  water's  (liver  hue. 


'  Where,  'midll  thick  oaks,  the  fubterraneous  way 

'  To  the  arch'd  grot  admits  a  feeble  ray  ; 

'  AVhcre  gloify  pebbles  pave  the  varied  floors, 

'  And  rough  flint-walls  arc  deck'd  with  fnclls  and 

'  ores, 
«  And  filvery  pearls,  fpread  o'er  the  roofs  on  high, 
'  Glimmer  like  faint  liars  in  a  twilight  iky  ; 
'  From  noon's  fierce  glare,  perhaps,  lie  pleas'd  re- 

'  tires, 
'   Indulging  mufings  which  the  place  infpires. 
'  Now  where  the  airy  octagon  afcends, 
'  And  wide  the  profpe<51:  o'er  the  vale  extends, 
'   'Alid'ft  evening's  calm,  intent  perhaps  he  flands, 
'  And  looks  o'er  all  that  length  of  fun-gilt  lands, 
'   Of  bright  green  paflurcs,  llretch'd  by  rivers  clear, 
'  yVnd  willow  groves,  or  ofier  iflands  near.' 

Alas,  my  friend,  how  ftrangely  men  miilake, 
W)\o  giiefs  what  others  moft  their  plcafure  make  ! 
Thefe  garden  fcenes,  which  falhion  o'er  our  plains 
Sj)reads  round  the  vilhs  of  our  wealthy  fwaiiis. 
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Though  envy  grudge,  or  frlcntHliip  wilh  to  fli.ire, 
'ihey  claim  but  little  of  their  owners'  care. 

For  me,  my  groves  not  oft  my  fit- ps  invite, 
And  far  Icfs  oft  they  fail  to  oficnd  my  fight : 
In  vain  the  fenna  waves  its  glolly  gold, 
In  vain  the  ciflus'  fpottcd  flowers  unfold, 
In  vain  the  ucitcia's  hiowy  bloom  depend?, 
In  vain  the  lumuch's  fcarlet  fpike  alccnds, 
In  vain  the  woodbine's  fpicy  tufts  difclofe. 
And  gre&n  flopes  redden  with  the  ftieddiiig  rofe  ■ 
Thefe  neat-fhern  hawthorns  ufclefs  v;  rdant  bound, 
This  long  flraight    walk,  that  pools  unmi.aning 

round, 
Thefe  Ihort-curv'd  paths  that  twift  beneath  the 

trees, 
Difgiifl  the  eye,  and  make  the  whole  difplcafe. 

*  No  fcene  like  this,'  1  fay,  •  did  nature  raife, 

*  Brown's  fancy    form,  or   W'alpole's  "*  judgment 

'  praife  ; 

*  No  prototype  for  this  did  I  furvey 

*  In  WooUett's  landfcapesf,  or  in  Mafon's  lay.' 
But  might  thy  genius,  friend,  an  Eden  frame, 

Prof\jfc  of  beauty,  and  fecure  from  blame  ; 
Where  round  the  lawn  might  wind  tlie    varied 

way. 
Now  lofl  in  gloom,  and  now  with  profpe(5i  gay  ; 
Now  fcreen'd  with  clumps  of  green,  for  wiut'ry 

bow'rs ; 
Now  edg'd  with  funny  banks,  for  fummer  ffow'rs; 
Now  led  by  cryftallakes  with  lilies  drefl. 
Or  where  light  temples  court  the  ftep  to  reft — 
Times  gradual  change,  or  tempeft's  fudden  rage, 
There  with  thy  peace  perpetual  war  would  wage. 
That  tjrant  oak,  whole  arms  fo  far  o'ergrow. 
Shades  fome  poor  fhrub  that  puies  with  drought 

below; 
Thefe  rampint  elms,  thofe  hazels  branching  wide, 
Crowd  the  broad  pine,  the  fpiry  larix  hide. 
That  lilac  brow,  where  May's  unfparing  hand 
Bade  one  vaft  fwell  of  purple  bloom  expand, 
Soon  pafl  its  prime,  fhows  figns  of  quick  decay, 
The  naked  flem,  and  fcanty-covex'd  fpray. 
Fierce  Boreas  calls,  and  ruin  waits  his  call; 
Thy  fair  catalpa's  broken  branches  fall; 
Thy  foft  magnolia  mourns  her  blafted  green. 
And  blighted  laurel's  yellowing  leaves  are  feen. 
But  difcontent  alone,  thouTt  fay,  complains 
For  ill  fuccefs,  where  none  perfetfiion  gams : 
True  is  the  charge  ;  but  from  that  tyrant's  fway 
What  art,  what  power,  can  e'er  redeem  our  day  ? 
To  me,  indeed,  fhort  eafe  he  fomctimes  yields. 
When  my  lone  walkfurrounds  the  rural  fields; 
There  no  pafl  errors  of  my  own  upbraid, 
No  time,  no  wealth,  expended  ur.rtpaid  : 
There  nature  dwells,  and  throws  profufe  around 
Each  paftoral  fight  and  every  pafloral  found  ; 
From  fpring's  green  copfc,  that  pours  the  cuckoo's 

ftrain, 
And  evening  bleatings  of  the  fleecy  train, 

•  See  Air.  IValpole' s  ingf/iious  /ifjlory  of  JlfoMrn 
Tdjte  in  GarJtnhi^,  at  ii^  end  of  tbc  fouith  iiolumc  of 
Lis  Ai"<^dotei  of  Fa<iiting. 

f  The  alo-jc-iiamed  cxcelleui  arliji,fveral  years  age, 
jdrezv  and  cngra'ucd  a  numier  of  heautifil  lieti:  in  J  inn 
«four  moji  cehbr attd  rnoiti  11  gu:de'-.s. 


To  autumn's  yellow  field  and  clamorous  horn  • 
That  wakes  the  ilumbering  harvellers  at  moio. 
There  fancy  too,  with  fond  delighted  eyes, 
Seei",  o'er  the  fcene  ideal  people  rife ; 
There  calm  contentment,  in  his  cot  reclin'd, 
I  kars  the  gray  poplars  whifper  in  the  wind  ; 
'I'here  love's  fwett  long  ado>vn  the  echoing  dale 
'Fo  beauty's  ear  conveys  the  tender  talc  ; 
And  there  devotion  lifts  his  brow  to  heaven, 
\K\x\\  grateful  thanks  for  many  a  hleliing  given. 

Thus  oft  through  Maylan's  lliady  lane  I  ftray, 
Trace  Rulhgreen's  paths,  or  Follwood's  winding 

way  ; 
Thus  ott  to  Eaftfield's  airy  height  I  hafte  ; 
(All  well-known  Ipots    thy  feet  have  frequent 

trac'd  !) 
While  memory,  as  my  fight  around  I  cafl;, 
Suggtlts  the  pleafing  thought  of  moments  pafl ; 
Or  hope,  amid  the  future,  forms  again 
The  dream  of  blifs  experience  broke  in  vain. 

EPISTLE  II. 

WINTER  AMUSEMENTS  JN   TUE  COONTRY. 

To  a  Friend  in  Loadon. 

White  thee  my  friend, the  city^s  fcenes  detain,— 
I'he   cheerful  I'cenes    where  trade   and   plcafure 

reign ; 
Where  glittering  fhops  their  varied  ftores  difplay, 
And  palling  thoufands  crowd  the  public  way ; 
Where  paintings  forms  and  mufic's  founds  delight. 
And  fafhions  frequent  novelties  invite, 
And  converfations  fober  focial  hours 
Engage  the  mind,  and  elevate  its  powers- 
Far  different  fcenes  for  us  the  country  yields, 
Dcferted  roads  and  unfrequented  fields: 
Yet  deem  not,  lonely  as  they  are,  that  thefe 
Boaft  nought  to  charm  the  eye,  the  car  to  pleafc- 
'ihough  here  the  tjTant  winter  holds  comnrand. 
And  bids  rude  tempefts  defolate  the  land; 
Sometimes  the  fun  extends  his  cheering  beam, 
And  all  the  landfcape  cafts  a  golden  gleam : 
Clear  is  the  fky,  and  calm  and  foft  the  air. 
And  through  thin  mill  each  objetft  locks  more 
fair. 
Then,  where  the  villa  rears  its  fhelterlng  grove. 
Along  the  fouthern  lawn  'tis  fwett  to  rove  ; 
There  dark  green  pines,  behind,  their  bouglw  ex- 
tend. 
And  bright  fpnjce  firs  like  pyramids  afccnd, 
And  round  their  tops,  in  many  a  pendant  row, 
Their  fcaly  cones  of  fhining  auburn  fhow  ; 
There  the  hroad  cedar's  level  branches  fpread, 
And  the  tall  cyprefs  lifts  its  fpiry  head  ; 

*  There  is  a  cujiom,  frcqu  nt  in  many  f-aris  nf 
Evtrland,  ef  catling  lie  har-jji-min  to  and  from  -wori 
by  the  foui'd  of  a  him.  This  fra6iice,  as  isiell  as  tla! 
of  lie  baivijl  Jhouling,  funis  muib  on  the  decline.  The 
liiU.'r  could  Injfi  its  origin  from  high  ar.tiquity,  as  <;/>- 
fears  from  that  L:aut:ful  flrcie  if  Evfem  poUty, 
ifaiah,  cl.if).  xvi.  *  J  ■willivat.r  tiee  "wit-.'  thy  tcJi ' 
"  0  Htjlbon  and  Elealeh  .fur  thefhoutingfir  tbyJJ-'t- 
"    r>t:r  Jruitj,  and  J:r  thy  hcrv'j\  i  _/i..V.r 
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"With  alaternus  iles  infcrwc;ivc"s, 
And  laurels  mix  their  glofly  oval  leaves ; 
And  gilded  holly  crimfon  fruit  difpluys, 
And  white  viburnum  *  o'er  ths  border  ftrays. 

Where  thefe  from  ftorms  die  fpacious  green- 
houfe  fcreen, 
Ev'n  now  the  eye  beholds  a  flow'ry  fccne  ; 
There  cryflal  faflies  ward   the     ii.jrno  i  ;(1 
And  rows  of  benches  fair  exotics  hold  ; 
Rich  plants,  that  Afric's  funny  cape  fupplies, 
Or  o'er  the  ifles  of  cither  India  rile. 

Whik  flrip'd  geranium  fhows  its  tufts  of  red, 
And  veidant  myrtles  grateful  fragrance  fhed  ; 
A  moment  flay  to  mark  the  vivid  bloom, 
A  moment  flay  to  catch  the  high  perfume, 
And  then  to  rural  fccnes — Yon  path,  that  leads 
Down  the  fleep  burn  and  'crofs  the  level  meads, 
Soon  mounts  the  opponent  hill,  and  foon  conveys 
To  Vi'here  the  farm  its  plealing  group  difplays : 
The  ruftic  manfion's  form,  antiquely  fair  ; 
The  yew-hedg'd  garden,  with  itsgrafs-plat  fquare; 
The  barns  long  ridge,  and  doors  expanded  wide  : 
The  flable's  flrav/-clad  eves  and  clay-built  fide  ; 
The  cartfhed's  roof,  of  rough-hewn  round  wood 

made. 
And  loofe  on  heads  of  old  fere  pollards  laid  ; 
The  granary's  floor  that  fmooth-wrought  pofls 

fuflain, 
Where  hungry  vermin  flrive  to  climb  in  vain  ; 
And  many  an  afii  that  wild  around  them  grows, 
And  many  an  elm  that  fhelter  o'er  them  throws. 

Then  round  the  moat  we  turn,  with  pales  in- 
clos'd, 
And  'midfl  the  orchard's  trees  in  rows  difpos'd, 
Whofe  boughs  thick  tufts  of  mifletoe  adorn 
With  fruit  of  lucid  white  on  joints  of  yellow  borne. 

Thence  up  the  lane,  romantic  Vi'oods  among, 
Beneath  old  oaks  with  ivy  overhung 
(O'er  their  rough  trunks  the  hairy  flalks  intwine, 
And  on  their  arms  the  fable  berries  fhine)  : 
Here  oft  the  fight,  oh  banks  bcFcrewn  with  leaves, 
The  early  primrofe'  opening  bud  perceives; 
And  oft  ileep  dells  or  ragged  clifi's  unfold 
The  prickly  furze  with  bloom  of  brighteft  gold; 
Here  oft  the  redbreafl  hops  along  the  way, 
And  'midft  grey  mofs  explores  his  infevfl  prey  ; 
Or  the  green  woodfpitc  f  flies  with  outcry  flirill. 
And  delves  the  fere  bough  with  his  founding  bill ; 
Or  the  rous'd  hare  flarts  ruflling  from  the  brake, 
And  gaudy  jays  inceffant  clamour  make; 
Or  echoing  hills  return  from  ftubbles  nigh 
The  fportfman's  gun,  and  fpaniel's  yelping  cry. 

And  now  the  covert  ends  in  open  ground, 
That  fpreads  wide  views  beneath  us  all  around  ; 
There  turbid  waters,  edg'd  with  yellow  reeds, 
Roll  through  the  ruffet  hcrd-furlaken  meads  ; 
There  from  the  meads  th'  enciofurcs  Hoping  rife, 
And  'midft  th'  enciofurcs,  dufky  woodland  lies ; 
While  pointed  fpires  and  curling  fmokes,  between, 
Maik  towns  and  vills  and  cottages  unfeen. 
And  now,  for  now  the  breeze  and  noontide  ray 
Clear  the  lad  remnants  of  the  mift  away, — 


*  That  ivd -Inoivn  beautiful Jloivering  evergreen, 
comr'^only  called  Laurujlinus. 

t  Th  Green  lVuod[K  ic-r. — Vide  Pennant's  Brl- 
tifli  Zoology,  folio,  p.  78. 
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Far,  far  o'er  all  extendi  the  aching  eye, 
Where  azure  mountains  mingle  with  the  flcy: 
To  thefc  tile  curious  optic  tube  apply'd 
Reveals  each  objeiS  diftance  elfe  would  hide  ; 
Their  feats  or  homefttads,  plac'd  in  plcafant  fhadcs. 
Show  their  white  walls  and  wmdows  through  the 

glades ; 
There  rears  the  hamlet  church  its  hoary  tow'r 
(The  clock's  bright  index  points  the  pafiing  hour) ; 
There  green-rob'd  huntfmen  o'er  the  funny  lawn 
Lead  home  their  beaglcs  from  the  chafe  with- 
drawn, [paign. 
And  ploughs  flow  moving  turn  the  broad  cham- 
And  on  ileep  fummits  feed  the  fleecy  train. 

But  wintry  months  few  days  like  thefe  fupply. 
And  their  few  moments  far  too  fwiftly  fly  : 
Dank  thaws,  chill  fogs,  rough  winds,  and  beating 

rain, 
To  fiieltering  rooms  th'  unwilling  ftep  detain ; 
Yet  there,  my  fri-nd,  faall  liberal  fcience  find 
Amufcment  various  for  th'  inquiring  inind. 

While  hiftory's  hand  her  fanguine  record  bringsi. 
With  woes  of  nations  fraught,  and  crimes  of  kings ; 
Plague  thins  the  flreet,  and  famine  blafts  the  plain, 
War  wields  his  fword,  oppreffion  binds  his  chain  ; 
Curiofity  purfues  the  unfolding  tale. 
Which  reafon  blames,  and  pity's  tears  bewail. 

While  fancy's  powers  the  eventful  novel  frame. 
And  virtues  care  diredls  its  conftant  aim ; 
As  fi6lion's  pen  domeftic  life  portrays. 
Its  hopes,  and  fears,  and  joys,  and  griefs  difplays ; 
By   Grandilbn's  or  Clinton's*  flory  mov'd. 
We  read  delighted,  and  we  rife  improv'd. 

'J'hen  with  bold  voyagers  our  thought  explores 
Vad  tradls  of  ocean  and  untrodden  fhores  ; 
Now  views  rude  climes,  where  ice-rocks  drear 

afpire. 
Or  red  volcanos  fhoot  their  ftreams  of  fire  : 
Now  feeks  fsveet  ifles,  where  lofty  palm-gro"ves 

wave, 
And  cany  banks  tranflucent  rivers  lave  ; 
Where  plenty's  gifts  luxuriant  load  the  foil. 
And  eafe  repofes,  cliarm'd  with  beauty's  fmile. 
Such,  haplefs  Cook  f  !  amid  the  fouthern  main. 
Role  thy  Ta-heite's  peaks  and  flowery  plain  ; — 
Why,  daring  wanderer  !  quit  that  blifsful  land, 
To  feck  new  dangers  on  a  barbarous  ftrand  ? 
Why  doom'd,  fo  long  efcap'd  from  ftorms  and  foes. 
Upon  that  ftrand  thy  dying  eyes  to  clofe  ; 
Remote  each  place  by  habit  render'd  dear, 
Nor  Britifli  friends  nor  Otaheitean  near  ? 

Nor  lefs  than  books  the  engraver's  works  invite, 
Where  paft  and  dillant  come  before  the  fight ; 
Where,  all  the  painter's  lively  tints  convey'd, 
The  flcilful  copyift  gives  in  light  and  fhade  : 
While  faithful  viewrs  the  proiped's  charms  difplay. 
From  coaft  to  coail,  and  town  to  town,  we  flray  ; 
While  faithful  portraits  human  features  trace, 
We  gaze  delighted  on  the  fpeaking  face  ; 
Survey  the  port  that  bards  and  heroes  bore, 
Or  mark  the  fmiles  that  high-born  beauties  wore. 

*  Fide  the  Fool  of  ^/alliy,  a  "joell-knoion  novel 
by  Mr.  Henry  ^r'.oi,-,  a  thor  f  GNft:vus  V.fa.    isfc. 

f  This  celebrated  circumriavic^ator,  afle  furnioiuit* 
inpr  numerous  dl_ffic  Ities,  and  efcaping  ma  y  dnncrerSf 
1VUS  at  length  fldin  by  the  inhabitants  of  Oivlybee,  O 
little  ifland  in  the  Pacif.c  Ocean, 
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Ccafc  thcfc  to  pleafc  ?  philofophy  attends 
Witli  arts  where  knowledge  with  divcrlion  blends; 
The  fun's  vaft  fyftcm  in  a  model  fliows; 
Bids  the  clear  lens  new  forms  to  fight  cxpofe  ; 
Conftrucfts   machines,    whofc   wond'rous  powers 

declare 
The  effeds  of  light,  and  propertioe  of  air ; 
With  whirling  globes  excites  elcdric  fires, 
And  all  their  force  and  all  their  ui'c  inquires. 
O  nature  '   how  immeiife  thy  fccret  llore, 
Beyond  what  ev'n  a  Prieftley  can  explore  ! 


Such,    friend,  the  employments  may  his  time 
divide, 
Whom  rural  fhades  from  fcenes  of  bufincfs  hide; 
While  o'er  his  ear  imnotic'd  glide  away 
The  Hoifc  and  nonfer.fe  of  the  pafling  day  • 


*  AJhort  efipie,  partly  <n  the  fame  plan  as  the  fore- 
gc'v'.g  "was,  fon:r  years  ago,  ii\ad"jcrtently  fiiffeted  to  ap- 
pear in  a  coliiiiiou  of  poems,  hy  feveral  hands,  piihtifhcd 
liy  G.  I'earch.—Such  lines  ff  that  piece  as  -wire  t bought 
ivorth  prrfcvuat'um,  are  here  retained. 


AN  ESSAY  ON  PAINTING. 


TO  A  YOUNG  ARTIST. 

The  author  had  conceived  a  defign  of  writing  a  pretty  extenfive  poem  on  the  fubjecfl  of  painting,  long 
before  Air.  Haylcy's  ingenious  "  Poetic  Epillle  to  an  eminent  painter"  appeared.  Jhat  perform- 
ance anticipated  and  precluded  part  of  his  intended  work,  but  feemed  not  to  render  the  fuppreffioo 
of  the  following  lines  neceffary. 


From  funny  Adria'sfea-furrounded  tovyers, 
From  Tyber's  vales  and  Arno's  vhiy  bowers, 
The  mufe  of  painting  feeks  Britannia's  plain, 
And  leads  to  Thames's  bank  her  favourite  train  : 
There,   where  a  nation's  wealth  her  dome  has 

plac'd, 
With  her  kind  filler's  *  Attic   beauties  grac'd, 
She,  like  the  fpring,  as  liberal  and  as  gay. 
Bids  her  rich  hand  its  annual  ilores  difplay ; 
And  mimic  being  glowing  round  the  walls. 
From  fcene  to  fcene  the  rapt  attention  calls. 
There,  where  the  public  gives  the  palm  of  praifc, 
And  only  merit  to  renown  can  raiU-, 
Doubtlefs,  my  friend,  the  juil  ambition's  thine 
To  fee  thy  future  works  dillinguilh'd  fliine. 
Hear  then  ihy  poet's  monitory  lay. 
That  hints  not  ufelefs  may  perchance  convey  : 
No  artifl;  I,  like  him  of  Gallia's  Ihoref, 
Whofe  pencil  praiSlis'd,  ere  he  taught  his  lore  ; 
Yet  t^flc  incites  me  others'  works  to  view. 
And  riflv  a  judgment  haply  not  untrue 

Were  painting's  path  my  pleafing  road  to  fame. 
The  choice  of  fubjcd:  much  my  care  fhould  claim; 
His  graphic  power  he  fure  but  iil  beftov/s, 
Who  beft  a  trifle's  nice  refemblance  fliovvs. 
Though  the  rich  tints  fo  finely  blended  fall. 
When  carps  and  pheafants  deck  the  rural  hall, 
That  oft,  like  Zcuxis'  grapes,  they  fcarcely  fail. 
To  tempt  to  touch  the  fcadicr  or  the  fcale, — 
Yet  not  ev'n  Elmer's  \  {kill  can  make  us  prize 
What  every  field  or  every  pond  fupplies ; 

•   ArchiteCntre. 

\  C.  A,  Du  Frefnoy,  a  -well  knoiim  French  painter  i 
author  of  a  Latin  poem,  De  Arte  Graphica- 

I  T^he  author  mujl  here  once  far  all  remark,  that 
ivba teller  h:  may  fay  refpecling\tbe  tcoris  of  any  paint- 
er, is  folely  the  refult  of  impartial,  though  pojjluly 
miflaken  opinion.  He  cannot  be  mijled  by  friendjbip  ; 
for,  excepting  a  flight  acquaintance  tJL'ith  thnfe  amiable 
charaBers,  Mr.  IVe'i  and  Mrs.  Kauffman,  he  has 
not  the  pieafure  of  tn.iiing  any  artijl  iihofe  r.arr.e 
b'.  Las  taken  the  liberty  to  mriticn. 


Regret  gives  pain  to  view  fuch  wonderous  art 
Tried  on  no  tiieme  that  intcreils  the  heart. 

'I'he  pride  of  genius  Ihould  thy  hand  reftrain 
From  all  that  life's  inferior  ranks  contain  *  ; 
1  hy  confcious  pallet  ne'er  its  iiucs  Ihould  fpare 
To  draw  a  fportfman's  hound  or  racer's  mare ; 
Nor  thy  reluftant  crayon  itoop  to  trace 
A  fool's  dull  eye  or  viliam's  ill-mark'd  face. 

But  deem  not  portrait's  gifts  I  mean  to  flight,--r 
Portrait,  the  fource  of  many  a  pure  delight  1 
\\'hen  bards'  or  fages  works  cur  wilhes  fire 
'i"o  fee  their  forms  whofe  minds  we  there  admire, 
'I'he  featur'd  canvas  full  to  view  difplays 
Rtafon's  deep  calm  or  fancy's  glowmg  rays. 
When  beauty's  charms  their  varied  graces  wear^ 
Love's  gentle  fmile,  or  mirth's  vivacious  air, 
1  he  pleafing  image  flrikes  rerKotcft  climes, 
And  goes  unalter'd  down  to  diflanr  times. 
AVhen  death's  rekntlefs  hand  in  duit  has  laid 
The  fchool-companion,  or  the  firfl-lov'd  maid; 
The  father  kind,  vv'ith  filial  awerever'd; 
The  tender  mother  by  her  cares  cndear'd ; 
When  from  our  arms  the  darling  child  is  torn. 
Or  when  the  hufband  or  the  wife  we  mourn—* 
As  on  their  pi(5lurc  many  a  glance  we  call, 
Remembrance  wanders  to  the  vanifh'd  pall; 
Oiu-  thoughts  o'er  numberlefs  minnti.x  roll. 
And  pain-mix'd  pieafure  folaces  the  I'oul. 
To  portrait's  Rudy  Ihould  thy  choice  incline, 
Ev'n  there  to  aim  at  excellence  be  thine  ; 
And  flrlve  to  reach  the  point  that  few  can  gain, 
Preferve  the  likenefs,  yet  the  fp'rit  retain. 

Of  landfcapc's  province  wide  extends  the  range. 
From  the  deep  vale,  and  humble  rural  grange. 
To  Cambrian  heaths  fublimely  brown  and  bare  f , 
Or  Alpine  ice-points  glittering  white  in  air: 

•  This  is  meant  only  of  fuch  ohjtils,  •when  confxder- 
ed as  the  principal  fubjeEl  of  a  pi£l..re.  Almofl  every 
clafs  of  animals  may  be  ocraficnally  introduced  ai  orna- 
ments in  landfcape,  and  of  ten  inhiftory. 

f  That  celebrated  artiji,  Mr.  W  ilfon,  has  painted  a  fet 
fj'biaittifut  I'ic'L-'from  nature j  in  di^crent parts  of  IValct. 
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^nd  not  from  nature  only  flic  defigns, 
But  (liff'rcnt  parts  of  ditF'rent  fcenes  combines; 
Or  new  creations  of  her  own  {he  forms, 
Illumes  with  funihine,  or  involves  in  ftorms  *. 
Familiar  profpe<5ls  would  thy  hand  beftow  ? 
Mark  what  our  hay-fields  and  our  hop-grounds 

fliow ; 
Where  in  neat  rows  the  rufTct-cocks  are  feen. 
Or  from  tall  poles  depend  feftoons  of  green ; 
And  long  ilraight  paths  in  perfpedlive  extend. 
And  yellow  fandhills  clofe  behind  afcend  f . 
Nor  fweetcr  contrail  fure  can  meet  the  eye, 
Than  village  lanes  in  vernal  nionths  fupply, 
Wlien  amber  clouds,  in  fky  of  foft  bright  blue, 
Hang  o'er   the  copfe  juft  crown'd  with  verdure 

new; 
Or  where  the  orchard's  fun-gilt  branches  fpread 
Their  bloom  of  white  or  faintly-bluihing  red. 
The  fairefk  fcenes,  when  peopled,  look  more  fair, 
But  thefe  to  people  afks  peculiar  care: 
We  wilh  not  here  for  ViFgil's  clalTic  fwaini;, 
Nor  dryad  nymphs  light  tripping  o'er  the  plains; 
Nor  yet  the  grinning  hobbinols  of  Gay, 
Nor  cottage  iMarians  in  their  torn  array  : 
The  rultic  iife  in  cv'ry  varied  place, 
Can  boaft  its  few  of  beauty  and  of  grace  ; 
From  them  felecSt  the  forms  that  moll  may  pleafe, 
And  clothe  with  fimple  elegance  and  eafc  : 
Such  forms  in  Smith's  i  delightful  fpots  we  prize, 
And  fuch  in  Sandby's  pkafant  fields  arifc. 

Th'  obfervant  artift  much  from  travel  gains  ; 
Jncrcafe  of  knowledge  well  rewards  his  pains. 
Now  his  plcas'd  eye  o'er  Tufcan  profpcds  roves, 
*f  heir  funny  corn-fields  and  their  cyprefs  groves  ; 
Their  roads,  where  fports  from  tree  to  tree  the 

vine, 
And    through  broad   leaves   its    cryflal   clufiers 

Ihine  i|  ; 
Their  white  Cafmes,  with  olive  groves  around  ; 
Andglitt'ring  cliffs  with  townsand  caflles  crown'd. 
Now  his  pleas'd  ifep  a  wider  circuit  tries. 
Where  Nile's  vaft  flood  on  Egypt's  level  lies; 
While  'midft  the  tide  tall  palms  their  topsuprear, 
And  caufeways  broad,  and  cities  fair  appear  §. 
N©w  Indian  climes  he  eaft  or  weft  explores, 
<>uits  the  dull  faiSt'ry  and  the  fandy  fhores  ^, 
Chmbs  craggy  hills,  pervades  romantic  woods, 
Or  winds  along  the  cataracts  of  the  floods ; 
'Fhrough  beafts,  and  birds,  and  infedts,  fruits  and 

flow'rs, 
In  fhape  and  colour  all  diftindf  from  ours; 
Or  if  rays  o'er  ifles  that  fpicy  vales  unfold, 
'Midfl;  fkics  of  glory  and  'midfl  feas  of  gold ; 

*  T/jeJe  circttmjlaiices,  termed  hy  tht  painters  acci- 
dents of  nature,  often  agreeably  (iiverp/y  Icndfcape. 

■f-  For  this  iniagery  the  author  is  indebted  to  Ivlr.  li^al- 
fiole,ivho,tn  his  Anecdotes  of  Painting,  vol.  iv.  p.  65, 
propofes  our  hny-ftclds  and  bop-gronnds  as  iteiu  fubjctis 
if  Lmdjcape. 

\   The  late  Mr.  George  Smith  of  Cbichefer. 

y  The  hedgerotv  trees  in  Ttifcany  are  co-jered  -with 
•vines.— -Vide  S.mcllet'' .<  Travels,  vol.  ii.  p.  4f>. 

§   Viilc  Rollins  Ancient  Hifory,  1 8mo.  vol.  i.  p.  al. 

\  Several  of  ovr  artifis  have  attended  to  this  circum- 
fiance  of  foreign fcenery .  The  ingenious  Air.  George  Ra- 
ki-rifon  has  painted  fevered  fine  romanlis  viiyu's  in  jfa- 
fiuica,  ivhich  have  been  engraved. 


Such  (kies,  fuch  feas,  as  Hodge's  pencil  ixew. 
And  round  the  rocks  of  Ulitea  threw  *• 

Whate'er  we  copy,  or  whate'er  we  feign, 
Through  all  the  piece  one  charadfer  fhould  reign : 
When  Claude's  bright  morn  on  Mola's  precindls 
dawns,  [lawns ! 

What   fweet  quiefcence  marks   the   groves   and" 
How  calm  his  herds  among  the  ruins  graze  ! 
Howralm  his  curious  peafant  Hands  to  gaze  f  ! 
When  bold  Salvator  under  turbid  fkies 
Bids  his  fcath'd  hills  and  blafled  trees-arife, 
Behind  wild  rocks  bids  his  wild  flream  be  loft, 
And  from  vaft  cliffs  Ihows  broken  fragments  toft  ; 
'Midft  them  no  fhepherds  lead  their  flocks  along. 
Nor  village  maidens  feem  to  tune  their  fong  ; 
But  folemu  augurs  flights  of  birds  fnrvey. 
Or  fiern-ey'd  robbers  wait  the  paflingprcy  \. 
In  Rubens'  foreft,  when  the  wounded  boar, 
Plungd  in  the  flream,  attempts  the  further  fhore. 
How  the  fierce  dogs  retard  his  awkward  fpeed  ! 
How  the  fierce  hunters  urge  the  ftraining  fteed! 
And  eager  one  the  winged  arrow  fends. 
And  one  fhm  fi.K'd  th'  expetftsnt  fpcar  protends  |(, 

I'o  hift'iy's  group,  where  paflion'd  thought  ex- 
preit. 
Strikes  kindred  feelings  on  the  gazer's  breaft, — 
To  hift'ry's  group,  the  epic  ef  thy  arc, 
Proceed  ^vc  nov.-^,  and  what  we  can,  impart. 

'J'lie  mighty  mafters  of  Italian  name. 
All  Rome,  all  Florence,  and  Bologna  claim; 
A^^hofe  frefco  forms  ftill  animate  their  walls, 
Whofe  living  canvafs  decks  their  domes  and  halls: 
What  various  pov/ers.for  thefe  their  glory  won. 
And  what  of  theirs  to  choofe,  and  what  to  fliun, 
lUuflrious  Reynolds  much  in  profe  has  told, 
And  more  my  verfe  pretends  not  to  unfold. 
Thefe  ftill  thy  ftudy  but  with  caution  make, 
Nor  prize  the  pidure  for  the  painter's  fake ; 
Raffaelle  hinifelf,  beneath  himfelf  oft  fell, 
And  meaner  hands'  beft  works  his  worft  excel  §. 

'Tis  general  nature,  in  thy  art  and  mine, 
Muft  give  our  fame  in  future  times  to  fhine  : 
Sublime  and  pathos,  like  the  fun's  fix'd  flame, 
Remain,  and  pleafe  through  ev'ry  age  the  fame; 
Humour's  light  fhapes,  like  vapours  in  the  fky, 
Rife,  pafs,  and  vary,  and  for  ever  fly  : 

*  Several  beautiful  landfcapes, taken  in  different  parts 
of  the  neiv  difcovered  ijlunds,  by  Air,  Hodges,  ivho  at- 
tended Captain  Cook  in  one  of  bis  voyages,  wujt  be  luell 
remembered  hy  thofe  ivLo  attend  the  annual  exhibitions  of 
the  Royal  Academy. 

•j'  Vide  a  beaut  fid  engraving,  by  Vivarez,  from  a 
capital piSiure  of  Claude  Lorrain,  called  the  Mornincr, 
in  ivhich  he  introduces  himfelf  draining  an  antique  temple, 
on  the  banks  cf  the  Tyber,  betzueen  Ponte  JVIola  and 
Rome. 

\  Vile  Salvitor  Rofu's  landfapes,  engraved  by 
Goiipv.  See  alfo  Sir  'fofiua  Reynolds's  Difcourfes, 
p.  175- 

II  Vide  Rubens^s  land/cape  cf  boar-hunting,  engraved 
by  Buif-.vert. 

§  For  this  affertion  the  author  has  the  highefl  autho- 
rity, viz.  that  of  Sir  fojhua  Reynolds.  '''■■I  have  no 
defire,"  fays  he,  "  to  degrade  Raffaelle  from  the  high' 
rant  he  defervedly  holds ;  hut,  in  comparing  him  tvith 
himfelf,  he  doesXvof.  appear  to  me  to  be  the  fame  n:.in  I",  ail 
i  asinfref.o.''' — j9/,'T  .v,y"\f,  p,  165, 


AN    ESSAY    ON    PAINTING. 


767 


Hogarth  and  Swift,  if  living,  mit'lit  Jeplore 
Half  their  keen   jokes,  that  now  are  jokes   no 

more. 
What  truth's  rich  pag^e  of  real  event  fupplies, 
What  fancy's  pow'rs  of  fabk'd  a6i  devifc, 
Before  thee  lie — but  where  the  field  fo  wide, 
There  judg;ment"shundfeleiSlion's  flepmuft  guide. 

To  horror's  form  the  mind  averfion  feels, 
To  .Spaniok't's  '  flea'd  faints  and  tort'ring  wiieels  ; 
Kor  praife  for  naufemis  images  we  win, 
For  Spenfer's  error,  or  for  Milton's  fin. 

Mythology,  that  Greek  enchantrefs,  long 
Has  reign'd  the  idol  of  the  painting  throng: 
But  rcafon's  thought  difdaiiis  Ovidian  dreams 
Abfurd,    of    nymphs   transform'd    to   trees    and 

ftreams ; 
And  virtue  Homer's  wanton  gods  abhors, 
\\"ith  all   their  lewd  amours  and   all  their  idle 

wars. 
The  battle's  conflicts  ample  fcopc  beftow, 
Th'  effeds  of  fury,  fear,  and  pain  to  fnow  ; 
As  diff'rent  features  thefe  unlike  exprefs, 
The  contrail's  force  affecfts  us  more  or  lefs. 
But  here  confufion  holds  his  crowded  "eign, 
And  the  tir'd  eye  attempts  to  reft  in  vain  ; 
And  o'er  the  fcene  humanity  complains. 
Where  mangled  corfes  lie,  and  blood  the  land 

diflains. 
When  in  the  fore-ground  kings  or  gen'rals  ftand, 
DirecSl  th'  attack,  or  head  the  charging  band, 
Their  graceful  forms  we  unconcern'd  furvey. 
Who  fight  for  conqueft,  or  who  light  for  pay: 
Nor  in  their  poftnres  can  there  much  be  pr  ais'd. 
Their  piftols  leveli'd,  or  their  lauchions  rais'd ; 
And  to  dull  famenefs  here  fo  oft  we  fall. 
That  w'ho  beliolds  one  piece,  beholds  them  all. 
But  war's  dire  field,  not  all  confin'd  to  thefe. 
Affords  us  often  incidents  that  plcafe  : 
Tor  oft  th'  hiflorian's,  oft  the  poet's  art, 
Can  win  our  wifhes  on  fome  hero's  part ; 
His  country  nam'd,  his  place  and  parents  known, 
Our  bufy  thought  his  perils  makes  its  own. 
To  fierce  Pelides,  'midft  Scamander's  waves, 
When  young  Lycaon's  voice  for  pity  craves  f ; 
T'he  chief's  llern  brow,  and  lance  fufpended  high, 
The  youth'i  bent  knee  and  deprecating  eye, 
Not  \^'efl's  rich  pencil  need  dildain  to  trace. 
Or  Romney's  ftroke  with  glowing  colours  grace. 
When  Dithyrambus,  on  Oeta's  plam, 
Alourns  the  brave  Perfian  whom  his  hand  has 

{lain, 


•  Spanlolet.  Gicf^'Ji^e  RiLcra,  a  native  of  Valencia 
in  Spain.  He  ivui  noted  J  or  painting  horrid  Jul jeiis  ; 
fuch  as  Prometheus  ivilh  the  Ftiiture,  feeding  on  his  li- 
ver ;  Ixicn  tortured  en  the  ivhcel ;  and  St.  Bartholometv 
ii'itb  the  Jhin  f.iyed  from  his  body.— Vide  Drydeii's 
Tranf.atiou  of  d'rfnoy,  p.  352. 

f  Vide  the  Iliad,  book  xxi. — This  fory  cf  Lyeacn  is 
perhaps,  one  of  the  moft  r.jj'eding  pi'jf'ges  in  the  itholc 
poem.  Vide  I'ope's  Note,  VoL  V.  p.  20o.  of  his  tranf- 
iation.  The  countenance  of  Achilles,  at  the  moment  ivhen 
the  death  of  Patroclus,  occurring  to  his  thought,  deter- 
mined him  to  kill  LycaoUy  "would  afford  a  fine  csprejjion  : 

"  Talk  not  of  life  or  ranfom,  he  repilcf ; 
''   I'litioulus  dfiid,  whoever  mtets  nie  di.s." 


Nor  marks  his  danger  from  th'  approaching  foe. 
Nor  his  bold  friend  prcpar'd  to  ward  the  blow ; 
In  one  what  grief,  in  one  what  vengeful  r.igc. 
In  one  what  ardour  might  the  fight  engage  *  t 
The  gentle  Kauffman's  traits  can  belt  declare 
The  fcntimental  feelings  of  the  fair. 
When  foft  Erminia  in  the  fylvan  (hade 
Leaves  Tancred's  name  on  ev'ry  tree  difptay'df ; 
Or  kind  Louifa  pens  the  friendly  fcroll. 
To  footh  the  mournful  fifler  of  her  foul  J. 
The   fame  fkill'd  hand  more   (Irong   expreflion 

tries, 
*\t  Edward's  feet  when    Woodville's  daughter 

lies  II  ; 
Or,  'midft  th'  admiring  weeping  train  around, 
lond  Kleanora  fucks  the  poifon'd  wound  §. 
Delightful  artiftl — Grace  her  pencil  guides, 
-Vnd  delicacy  o'er  its  ftroke  prefides  ! 
I'll'  immortal  fwans,  appointed  to  redeem 
Genius  and  worth  from  Lethe's  fiknt  ftream, 
Pleas'd  with  their  charge  fliall  bear  her  medall'd 

name 
To  the  fair  prieftefs  of  the  fane  of  fame  ^. 
Now  from  the  page  of  Richardlbn  beftow 
On  Clementina's  i:ice  the  lines  of  woe; 
Or  let  fweet  Harriet's  livelier  beauty  wear 
The  foul-fraught  eye  and  apprehenlive  air; 
Or  draw  the  proud  Olivia's  rage-flufh'd  charms. 
When  the  calm  hero  feiz'd  her  deadly  arms; 
And'paint  that  hero,  firm  in  trial  prov'd, 
Unaw'd  by  danger,  and  by  vice  unmov'd  **. 

Such  tender  fubjecSts,  if  thy  choice  they  gain, 
Enough  for  thee  as  yet  untouch'd  remain. 

■*   Vide  Leonidas,  hook  v'ni.  1.  355. 

"  He  ended  :  rulhing  furious  on  the  Greek, 

"  Who,  while  his  gallant  enemy  expir'd, 

"  While  Hyperanches  tenderly  receiv'd 

"  The  laft  embraces  of  his  gafping  friend, 

"  Stood  nigh  reclin'd  in  faduels  on  his  fliield, 

"  Aud  in  the  pride  of  victory  repin'd. 

"  Unmark'd  his   foe  approach'd.      But  forward 

"  Iprung 

"  Diomedon.     Before  the  Thefpian  youth 

"  Aloft  he  rais'd  liis  targe " 

f   Vide  Tafo's  -ferufJem  Delivered. 

\  See  Emnui  Corbett,  an  interejiing  novel,  by  J[Tr.  S. 
I.  Pratt,  vol.  i.  letter  34. 

II  See  the  fury  of  Elizabeth  Grey,  daughter  of  Sir 
Richard  Woodiiille ,fuing  to  Edtvard  IV. for  rflitutioit 
of  her  land  . — Rapin,  vol.  i.  p.  60I. 

§  The  -uiell-kno-dcnflory  of  Eleanor  of  Caflile,  queen 
of  EJiuard  I.  fucking  the  pi  f on  from  her  hujband\  arm, 
■when  he  ivas  ivounded  by  an  affafftn  in  Palefiine. 

\  See  u  painting  of  Mrs.  Kauffman  s ,  from  a  paffag: 
in  Arioflo,  ivhere  ftcans  are  introduced  bringing  the 
names  of  ingenious  perfons,  infribed  on  medaL,  to  a 
nymph  icho  depofits  them  in  the  Temple  of  Fame. 

*'  The  hijlory  of  Sir  Charles  Crandifon,\o\.  iv.  p. 
176.  The  interviezu  betiveen  Grandifon  and  Olivia,  at 
the  infant  of  Lis  f.izing  her  poniard,  -would  male  a  noble 
piSlure.  This  ti-orit  of  Richardfon  s  abounds  ■with  fin: 
fituations.  Brcohes's  Fool  of  ^ality,  and  the  Ad-jen- 
turer  of  Haiilufvjorth,  are  alfo  books  worthy  the  perufl 
rf  an  artif.  -tvi'O  -.ri/l\-s  fy  ckiiie  of  inttrefiiig  'V..- 
yje:lc. 
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THE   WORKS    OF   SCOTT, 


To  Sterne's  foft  Maniac  let  thy  hand  impart 
The   languid   cheek,  the   look   that  pierc'd    his 

heart, 
When  to  her  virgin  faint  the  vefper  fong  flie  rais'd. 
Or  earneft  view'd  him  as  he  fat  and  gaz'd  *. 
Mark,  if  thou  canft,  philanthropy  divine, 
Thit  fwells  the  breaft  and  bids  the  features  fhine, 
When  the  tear  glill'ning  ftarts  from  Toby's  eyes 
Pis'd  on  the  couch  where  poor  Le  Fevre  dies. 

The  Grecian  claiTics'  venerable  lore 
I  fee  thee  often  diligent  explore ; 
W'hat  HoiTicr's  mufe  to  C'hian  cities  taught, 
Or  pity's  priell  f  to  Athens'  audience  brought. 
IvlethinkS;  now  riflngfrcm  thy  plaftic  hand, 
Troy's  hoary  monarch  fhall  a  fuppliant  fland ; 
To  ftern  Achilles  all  his  griefs  explain, 
And  alk  his  Hedtor's  corfe,  nor  alk  in  vain  |. 
Now  Jove's  kind  fon  to  I'hebes's  forr'wing  king 
Shall  his  reftor'd  unknown  Alceilio  bring ; 
Admetus'  eyes  his  anguifli'd  thoughts  declare, 
And  turn  dii'gufled  from  the  proftcr'd  fair  ||. 

The  daik  fublime  of  extra-nat'ral  fcenes 
The  vulgar  magic's  puerile  rite  demeans; 
Where  hags  their  cauldrons  fraught  with  toads 

prepare. 
Or  glide  on  broomfticks  through  the  midnight  air 
Chain'd  on  the  rock  let  bold  Prometheus  lie, 
And  cad  wild  looks,  upbraiding,  to  the  fky  §  ; 
Bid  Milton's  Satan  from  the  burning  fleep 
Call  his  wide  legions,  flumb'ring  on  the  deep; 
Or  Camoens'  fpirit  of  the  Cape  upraife, 
And  fhovv'  him  only  by  the  lightning's  blaze  ; 
Or  place  fad  HoCcr'sghoil  amid  the  tide, 
Where  by  the  pale  moon  anchor'd  navies  ride  *f . 
O  where  is  he,  whofe  thought  fuch  grandeur 

gave 
To  bold  Fitzwalter  and  the  barons  brave. 
When,   rang'd    in    arras    along    their   Thames's 

ftrand. 
They  fnatch'd  their  charter  from  a  tyrant's  hand  **  ? 


'  This fubjeS  has  been  attempted  hy  fever al  inr'enious 
artijls,  -who  have  given  i-ery  pleafing  figures  ;  but,  per- 
haps, none  that  convey  the  freufc  idea  of  Sterne.  This 
author  being  mentioned,  a  trite  ohfervation  nn'Jl  he  induh- 
ed,  viz.  1  hat  there  probably  never  luas  a  more  flrikinv 
injlance  of  mif application  uf  talents  than  in  him.  With 
fuperior  paivcrs  for  the  pathos,  he  chofe  to  defend  to  ri- 
baldry, that  affronted  the  tafte  and  corrupted  the  morals 
of  the  public.  IVhat  pity  that  the  gold  had  not  been  fe- 
parated from  the  drofs,  and  the  latter  configned  to  that  ob- 
livion it  fo  riuhly  merits. 
^   Huri bides. 

\    Vide  the  Iliad,  book  xxiv. 

II  Vide  the  Alccfiis  of  Euripides.  Hercules  reflates 
to  life  Alceflis,  the  deceafed  ivife  of  Adinetus,  and  orirgs 
her  to  her  hifband,  difguifed  ivith  a  veil,  and  leprfented 
as  aflranger  ;  ivhom  Adinetus,  in  the  height  of  dillrefs 
for  the  lofs  of  his  beloved  coif ort,  rcfufes  to  adm'ii  into  his 
palace, 

§  See  the  Prometheus  of  JEfchyhn. 
^  See  that  admirable  fong,  inUiuled  Jloftcr's    GholJ  ; 
hy  the  author  of  Leinidas . 

**  Vide  the  late  Mr.  Mortimer  s  piBure  of  King 
'John  delivering  Magna  Chartu  to  the  Barons.  That 
ingenious  ariift's  obzious  poivers  of  imaginatio:i promifed 
the  attchmentof  aliigh  degree  of  excellence  hi  Lis  pro- 
/ejjion. 


Througli  all  the  fcenes  his  rapid  ftroke  beftcw'd, 
Rofa's  wild  grace  and  daring  fpirit  giow'd  ; 
In  him — ah  Jofl  ere  half  his  pow'rs  were  fliown  !— ^ 
Britain,  perhaps,  an  Angelo  had  known ! 

Woulcift  thou  his  honours  emulous  purfue. 
And  give  the  patriot  energy  to  view, — 
Deep  in  the  gloom  of  Dalecarlia's  mine, 
Bid  freedom's  flame  in  Vafa's  vifage  fhine  *  ; 
The  pafs  of  fam'd  Thermopylae  dilplay. 
And  Sparta's  monarch's  port  auguft  portray  +. 

For  pontiffs  and  for  kings,  the  painter's  Ikill 
Fromfacred  flory  toils  their  walls  to  fill; 
Where'er  we  turn,  its  fubjeiSls  ftrike  the  eye, 
And  few  untry'd  are  left  for  us  to  try. 
Yet  who  has  Jepthah's  matchlefs  woe  exprell, 
By  hislov'd  daughter's  fudden  fight  diflreft; 
Or  fhown  the  patriarchs,  ftruck  with  wild  araaze, 
As  on  the  viceroy's  hidden  cup  they  gaze  \  ? 
Or  who,  when  Ifrael's  hofis  on  Edom's  plain 
Defpairing  lie, — a  thirft-aiiliAed  train  ! — 
Has  bade  the  prophet  and  his  minftrel  Hand, 
And  call  new  waters  o'er  the  burning  fand  ||  1 
When  David's  chiefs,  with  gen'rous  thought  in- 

fpir'd, 
Bring  the  clear  wave  his  fick'ning  foul  deiir'd; 
What  dignity  might  to  his  adt  be  giv'n. 
The  pure  libation  pouring  out  to  Heav'n  §  ! 

No  more  of  theme  ;  defign  muft  now  fucceed — 
The  mind's  flrong  picture  when  we  hear  or  read^  . 
Where  ev'ry  perion  finds  his  proper  place. 
And  turn  of  attitude  and  turn  of  face  : 
The  artift's  pow'rs  in  this  mufl  greatly  fail, 
V\']iofe  figures  point  not  out  at  once  his  tale  **. 


*  Brooke's  Cuf.aius  Vaja,  adt  i.  fc.  2.  ivhere  Gu,- 
tai'Uidijcoven  himfelf  to  Anderjon  and  Arnoldus  in  the 
cDppcr-tnines  of  DAtcarl'ia.  See  another  fine  jubjeEi  in 
the  jame  Tragedy,  adl  iv.  fc.  xi. 

f  Vide  Leonidoi,  book  x.  ivhere  the  hero  of  the  poem 
repeats  to  the  affcmbled  council  the  mc[]'ege  of  Argeftes  ; 
ivhile  Alphtus,  at  the  f'-nc  Inflar.t,  brings  ne-ius  of  the 
Perftar.s  hai'ing  pafjcd  the  Upper  Strait.  This  itauld 
make  a  noble  piBure  ;  the  dnunt/efs  appearar.ce  of  the 
Greeks  might  be  ivcll  covtrafed  luith  the  fear  and  /h:ime 
of  the  amhajfador  of  Xerxes  — The  Banquet  of  M  cUffc:, 
Fr'iefiefs  of  the  Mujes,  ivhere  Leonidas  and  JEfchylus  arc 
fuppojed  prefetit,  book  v'li.  is  another  fne  lulJeSr.  Such 
pictures  ivould  hurdly  be f,o^uLir ;  hut  tOjOme  minds  they 
mould  afford  fingul'.-r  pha;ure. 

t  The  author  does  not  rccoUeS  feeing  ^r  hearing  of  any 
celebrated  piFlure  on  tf.ofe  inte>e/i:rg  fuhjeSis,  offepth.:h's 
return,  and  the  aijcovcry  of  Joseph's  cup  m  the  jack  of 
Benjamin 

II    Vi'e  r  Kirgs,  chap,  iii This  fubjtH  ivouLl 

afford  a  -variety  of  r.oble  exprfjflon  in  the  i'iffcrent  charjc- 
ters  of  the  kings,  the  fious  carfjence  offehojdphat,  and  the 
dejpoidir.g  anx'ie'y  of  Jekoram,  the  difre^'s  nftbefoldiers, 
and  the  enthuji.ijm  of  Elijha.  Tkef.re:rr.s  ofiv.itcr  might 
appe.n-  in  the  di^'lar.ce,feemirgly  vif.blc  only  to  the  Prophcty 
from  his  fituctio^:. 

§  1  Samuel,  chap,  xxiii. 

^   See  Sir  fafcua  Reynolds's  Di'courfes,  p.  1 04. 

**  "  Thai  compcfttlon  mufl  be defeitii'e  ivhich  canrct, 
to  a  careful  objeriier,  point  out  its  own  tendency  ;  and 
thoje  expreJJioKS  muji  he  either  iceak  or  falje,  luhich  do 
not  injomc  degree  rr.ark  the  intereft  of  each  oEior  in  the 
drama  "  Webb's  Inquiry  into  the  Beauties  of  Painting, 
Preface,  p.  8. 
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When  Lyftra's  crowd  around  th'  apoflles  throng, 

And  joyful  lead  the  vi(5lim  ox  along; 

Aflc  we  the  caufe,  while  he  that  caufe  explains, 

Whofe  limb,  late  ufelefsjftrength  and  ufe  obtains*  ? 

When   Weft's   young  warrior,  bleeding  on  the 
ground. 

His  mournful  group  of  martial  friends  furround  ; 

Their  gallant  gen'ral  inllantly  we  know,     [Ihow ; 

Their   griefs,  their  cares,   his  life's    importance 

Quebec's  proud  tow'r,  th' encount'ring  troops  be- 
tween. 

In  diftant  view  difcriminates  the  fccne  f . 
As  in  the  drama  all  events  fhould  tend 

In  courfe  unbroken  to  the  purpos'd  end; 

So  mufl  the  pi(fture's  bus'nefs  rtill  maintain 

The  fame  conncdlive-unity  of  train. 

When  Copley's  youth,  fwift-ftruggling  through 
the  wave. 

The  anxious  boatmen  flrain  each  nerve  to  fave  ; 

As  ftrives  the  rav'nous  (hark  to  reach  his  prey. 

One  lifts  the  jav'lin  to  arreft;  his  way  ; 

And  now,  as  near  his  dreadful  jaws  expand. 

One  calls  the  cord,  and  one  extends  the  hand : 

What  care,  what  pity,  mark  their  eager  eyes! 

What  hopes,  what  terrors  in  our  bofoms  rife  f  I 
Tlie  flcilful  painter,  at  whofe  option  lie 

Pofitions  various,  fails  not  all  to  try ; 

And  thofe  prefers,  where  ev'ry  part  the  beft 

Accordance  keeps,  illuftrating  the  reft. 

By  diff'rent  modes  efFedl  he  oft  obtains  ; 

To  one  chief  figure  now  th'  attention  gains ; 

Now  force  on  lecond  charadlers  beflows, 

And  all  his  meaning  by  refletSion  fhows; 

Now  through  the  whole,  each  rank,  and  fex,  and 

age. 
One  common  ruling  paflion  bids  engage. 

When  Raffaelle's  Saviour  from  tlie  tomb  afcends. 
Such  majefty  and  grace  his  prefencc  blende, 
That  the  fix'd  eye  contemphtes  him  alone. 
Nor    heeds    tii'    alloniih'd    guards   around   him 

thrown  tj. 
When    Vandyke's    gen'ral,    whofe    vicSlorious 

fpear  [rtcr, 

Sunk  Perlla's  pride,  and  check'd  the   Goth's  ca- 
Of  fervice  paid  with  indigence  complains, 
And  fightlcfs  age  on  daily  alms  fuftains ; 
As  the  young  chief  th'  affeifting  fccne  furvcys. 
How  all  his  form  th'  emotion  d  foul  betrays  ! 

•  O  thus  has  fortune  for  the  brave  decreed  ? 

♦  Of  toils  and  dangers  tliis  at  laft  the  meed  §  ?' 

When  Rome's  lair  princcfs,  who  from  Syria's 
Ihore 
Her  late-loft  confort's  facred  aflies  bore. 


♦  Vide  Raff aellc  i  St.  F^ul .^nJ  Parn.ib;:s  at  lAjlia. 
For  thi  abcue  cbjer-uut'wn  and  i.ejCrif-iion-,  tbi  aiahcr  is 
iiidebted  to  the  b:ganou5  *'  Inquiry  ir.lo  th:  Beuut'ui  ef 
Painting.,  p.  1 80. 

f  P'idc  IVeJi's  cdehrjted  fiFiurc  cf  the  de  th  cf  Ge- 
neral M'olje.  engruieJ  by  H'colLtt. 

\  See  Mr.  Ccphyti'iciurcofjyouthrc'cuedby/fijilors 
front  ajhark  \n  the  brb our  of  ike  Ha-vannjb.  'I here  is 
afne  Me'z^ctinto  of  this  fuce  by  Green. 

H  RjfJaelWs  fxElure  of  the  Rejurre&ion  of  Chrjf,  er.- 
gr-.-ved  by  Vivarez  and  Giigr.ion,  from  u  draii.ing  cf 
Dalton. 

§  Vide  the  Belifirm  of  Tar.dy'e;  crg'arcd by  Coupy 
find  Satin. 

Vol.  XI. 


With  fteps  flow-moving  o'er  Brundufium's  ftrand, 
Meets  her  lov'd  friends — a  numerous  mourning 

band — 
Her  gentk  frame  no  geftures  rude  difgrace, ' 
No  vulgar  grief  deforms  her  beauteous  face; 
Her  downcaft  eyes  immoveable  remain, 
Fix'd  on  the  urn  her  careful  hands  fuftain. 
The  widow'd  mother,  by  her  garments  folds, 
Clofe  on  each  fide  each  tender  offspring  holds; 
While  melancholy  all  the  train  o'erfliades» 
Of  hoary  warriors  and  of  blooming  maids, 
And  all  their  breafts  with  pity  fecm  to  heave. 
And  for  the  dead  and  for  the  living  grieve  *. 

The  great  fublime  with  energy  t'  exprcfs 
Exert  thy  utmoft  power,  nor  fear  cxcefs. 
When  paffion's  tumults  in  the  bofom  rife. 
Inflate  the  features,  and  enrage  the  eyes  ; 
To  nature's  outline  can  we  draw  too  true, 
Or  nature's  colours  give  too  full  to  view  ? 
Did  Reynolds'  hand  with  force  too  ftrong  difclofc 
Thofe  looks  that  mark  th'  unutterable  woes, 
Wiicn  Ugoline  the  wretch  in  prifon  lies. 
And  hears  his  dying  children's  piercing  cries; 
And  while  fell  hunger  haunts  the  impervious  walls, 
And  one  by  one  the  fuffering  viiflims  calls. 
Invokes  the  lightning's  bolt  thofe  walls  to  rend, 
Or  earth  to  open,  and  his  miferies  end  f  ? 

Our  bards  mJeed,  I  own,  here  often  fail, 
And  fpoil  with  bombaft  and  conceit  their  tale; 
Their  heroes  rant  in  many  a  curious  llrain      [pain. 
Ot  thought,  that  none  could  think  in  anger  or  in 

Celellial  fcenes  witli  caution  muft  be  try'd. 
Where  knowledge  fails,  and  fancy  fole  can  cruide ; 
The  Great  Firft  Caufe  no  form  reveals  to  fight, 
We  mark  his  prefence  by  excefs  of  light  |  ; 
While  angel  (hapes  at  eafe  on  wing  remain, 
Or  on  thin  clouds  their  airy  fteps  fuftain. 

But  though,  fair  painting  !  thus  by  juft  defign. 
And  flrong  exprefTion,  much  to  pleafe  is  thine, 
Yet  not  from  thefe  thy  utmoft  praifesrife, 
For  ufeful  moral  oft  thy  work  fupplies. 
When,  'midft  Pouflin's  Arcadian  vale  ferene. 
The  virgin's  fculptur'd  monument  is  fcen. 
And  the  fad  fhepherd  pointing  fecms  to  fay, 
'  O  death,  no  place  is  facred  irom  thy  fway!' 
Our  mournful  thoughts  the  well-known  truth  re« 

cal, 
That  youth  and  beauty  oft  untimely  fall  jj. 

*  This  capital pi^ure  of  A^^rippina  landing  at  Brun- 
drj'suviy  ivilb  the  iifhes  tf  Gcrmanicus,  is,  in  toe  author''! 
opinion,  one  of  Mr.  M'^fi's  niuf  pUnfing  coirpofitions. 
TLcre  is  a  beautiful  print  of  it  i>v  Eariom. 

f  Vtde  Sir  frjlrua  Ji.ynoL's's  exieUent  piilure  cf 
Count  L  golinc  and  Lis  children  in  the  durgeon,  tvbtre 
ti  ey  ivere  confncd  and  fiaricd  to  death  by  the  ArcLbi- 
fop  Puggicri.  T^his  circuvifance  is  defcribed  by  tie 
Jldlian  ^oit  Dante. 

\  The  aull.nr  could  not  her:  omit  ccnfurirg  tie  prac- 
tice of  feme  celebrated  painters^  iiho  haie  prfuinpiuoif^ 
ly  and  alfiirdly  rciixfcnled  the  Supreme  Beii.^  sn  tic 
Jorm  ff  a\i  .igta  man. 

y  t'ide  Pouffns  piBure,  CtUrd  The  Shepherds  in 
Arc.idia,  engrai'cd  Lr  lia-venel,  in  Air.  BoydeW s  CoU 
ledion  of  Prints  :  yjifo  the  Abbe' Du  Bos's  RejLiliom 
on  Poetry,  Painting,  and  Muftc ;  and  Dr.  IVarton't 
ingenious  Ef[-'y  on  DiJ^itlic  Poetry,  in  his  Tranflatiar, 
nj  FirgiU 
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On  Carthage'  plains,  ••.vhtn  Marius  meets  the  eye, 
And  the  ftern  prstor's  mandate  bids  him  fly, 
Frefh  from  the  view  the  ftrong  reflection  fprings, 
How  ftrange  the  vail  viciffitude  of  things  ! 
Rome's  rival  city  to  the  duft  depreft ; 
Her  haughty  conful  there  deny'd  to  reft  *  I 
When  Perfia's  conqueror,  'midft  her  female  train. 
Appears  the  chafte,  the  generous,  and  humane, 
His  look,  his  acftion,  on  the  niind  imprefs 
The  needful  knowledge  how  to  bear  fuccefs-f-. 

Thus  may  thy  art,  O  friend,  forever  prove 
Of  force  to  virtue,  and  from  vice  to  move! 
Toftatefmen,  thoughtkfs  on  the  heights  of  pow'r, 
Mark  Wolfey's  fall,  or  (how  his  final  hour ; 
*I"o  patriot  eyes  give  Marvell's  calm  difdain. 
When  Danby  urg'd  the  tempting  bribe  in  vain  +  ; 
Or  hid  th'  inconftant  her  own  doom  deplore 
In  the  fad  exit  of  th£  haplefs  Shore  ||. 

Without  the  Entheus  nature's  felf  hfftows, 
The  world  no  painter  nor  no  poet  knows : 
But  think  not  mind  in  its  own  depth  contains 
A  fource  of  wealth  that  no  diihurfement  drains : 
Quick  obfervation,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Home,  like  the  bee,  its  ufcful  fto^es  muft  bring ; 
From  hills,  and  vales,  and  rocks,  and  Hreams,  and 

trees, 
And  towns,  and  all  that  people  thofe  and  thefe ; 
From  meaneft  objedls  that  may  hints  hifpire, 
Difcolour'd  walls,  or  heaps  of  glowing  fire  §. 
Care  too  befide  thee  flill  niufl  take  her  place. 
Retouch  each  ftrpke,  and  poliih  every  grace ; 

*  There  is  a  fine  piciure  of  Mortimer  s  en  this  fub- 
jeSi. .  The  reply  of  Marius,  to  the  mejfenger  ivho  carne 
ivith  orders  for  him  to  depart,  -zvas  nobly  coiicife  and 
efj'eSling  :  "  Go,  tell  the  Prcetor  thou  hafl  feen  Murius 
"  ftitinv  ort  the  ruins  nf  Carthage. 

f  Vide  Le  Bruus  Alexander  in  the  tent  of  Darius, 
engraved  by  Edclinck. 

\  See  the  Life  ofJIndrew  Mar-veil,  in  Gibber's  Lives 
tf  the  Poets. 

Ij  7he  intervieiu  betiueat  Shore  and  her  hiijband,  in 
the  lafi  fcene  of  Ro-we's  Tragedy,  -would  aj'ord  a  jme 
fiilurc. 

§    Fide  Reynolds's  Difccnrfes,  p.  bl. 


For  when  we  join  not  dignity  with  eafe, 

Nor  thou  canfl  paint,  nor  I  can  write,  to  pleaf^ 

Perfedlion's  point  the  artift  neareft.  gains 
Who  with  his  work  unfatisfied  remains  : 
Da  Vinci's  thought  an  excellence  conceiv'd, 
That  his  eye  mifs'd  in  all  his  hand  achiev'd  *". 
The  clear-obfcure  how  happieft  to  produce. 
And  what  of  various  tints  the  various  ufe, 
My  lay  to  that  prtfumes  not  to  afpite, 
Nor  with  trite  precept  this  thy  ear  fhall  tire: 
Coreggio's  pradtice  that  defcribes  the  befl; 
In  Frefnoy's  theory  this  we  find  exprefs'd. 

No  rude   incongruence  fliould  thy  piece  dlf; 
grace, 
No  motley  modes  of  different  time  and  place ; 
By  Grecian  chiefs  no  Gallic  airs  be  worn-f-, 
Nor  in  their  hands  be  modern  weapons  borne; 
Nor  mix  the  crefted  helm  or  coat  of  mail 
With  the  vaft  curl'd  peruke,  or  pointed  tail. 
And  facred  ever  be  the  folemn  fcene 
From  bafe  intrufion  of  burlefque  aiid  mean ; 
Nor  in  a  patriarch's  or  apoftle's  fight 
Set  fnarling  dogs  and  growling  cats  to  fight. 
One  caution  further  muft  the  mufe  impart; 
Ghun  naktd  form,  that  fcandal  of  thy  art : 
Even  Dryden  blames  them  who  refufe  to  fpare 
The  painful  bluflies  of  the  modeft  fair. 
Let  decency  her  veil  of  drapery  throw, 
And  grace  diffufe  its  folds  in  cafy  flow  |. 

And  now,  my  friend,  for  thee  may  fortune  fine 
Employ  congenial  to  thy  liberal  mind  ; 
Not  tafks  in^os'd  by  power,  or  chofen  for  gain. 
Begun  relutftant,  and  purfu'd  with  pain. 
What  warms  the  heart,  the  hand  with  force  rcr 

veals, 
And  all  that  force  the  charm'd  fpciSator  feels: 
For  genius,  piercing  as  th'  elcdtric  flame, 
When  wak'd  in  one,  in  others  wates  the  fame. 


*  Vide  Grahani's  Account  cf  Painters,  in  Dryden. 
rrcfnoy,p.  278. 

•|-    Vide  Reynolds' s  Difcovrfes,  p.Ci'J. 

\  Vide  Dryden  s  Preface  to  his  Tranflation  of  FrrJ 
noy's  Art  of  Painting,  p.  22.  ts'c.  ivhere  the  licence  Oj 
painters,  in  the  above  refpcB,  is  fevsrely  cenfurcd. 


SONNETS*. 


SONNET  I. 

APOLOGY   rOR    RETIRrMINT.      I766, 

"Why  afks  my  friend  what  cheers  my  paffing  day, 
Where  thefe  lone  fields  my  rural  home  enclofe, 
That  all  the  pomp  the  crowded  ciiy  fliows 
Ne'er  from  that  home  allures  my  fleps  away  ? 

Now  t'lTough  the  upland  fhade  T  mwr.^^  Airay, 
And'catch  the  gal;  tu^:  o'er  the  woodbine  blows  ; 
Now  in  the  meads  on  river  u.->?<kE  repofe, 
And  breathe  rich' odour  from  the  new-mown  hay: 


Fird  publifkcd  in  Pearcl's   Cclleilien  of  Peems, 
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Now  pleas'd  I  read  the  poet's  lofty  lay. 
Where  niufic  fraught  with  ufel'ul  knowledge  flows 
Now  Delia's  converfe  makes  the  moments  gay, 
The  maid  for  love  and  innocence  I  chofe  : 
O  friend  !  the  man  who  joys  like  thefe  can  tafte, 
On  vice  and  folly  needs  no  hour  to  wafte. 

SONNET  II. 

TO  DELIA.     1766. 

Tun  ICE  has  the  year  its  varied  circuit  rrn. 
And  fwlftly,  Delia,  have  the  moments  flown. 
Since  with  my  love  for  thee  my  care  begun, ' 
To  improve  thy  teKder  mind  to  fciencc  prons- 
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The  flatteriej-of  my  fex  I  bade  tliee  fhun, 
1  bade  thee  fhun  the  manners  of  thy  own ; 
Fi<5titious  manners,  by  example  won, 
That  ill  for  lofs  of  innocence  atone  ! 

Say,  generous  maiden,  in  whofe  gentle  bread: 
Dwells  limple  nature,  undifguis'd  by  art, 
Now  amply  try'd  by  time's  unerring  tc-ft, 
How  juft  the  di(5tates  of  this  faithful  heart ; 
Which,  with  the  joys  thy  favouring  fmiles  impart. 
Deems  all  its  care  repaid,  itfelf  luprcmely  blell ! 

SONNET  III. 

AFTER   READING  SHINSTONe's  ELEGIES.     I766. 

The  gentle  Shenftonc  much  of  fortune  'plain'd, 
Where  nature's  hand  the  liberal  fpirit  gave; 
Partial,  her  bounty  rtje  too  oft  reftrain'd, 
But  pour'd  it  full  on  folly's  taflelefs  flave. 

By  her  alike  my  humble  prayer  difdain'd, 
She  (lern  denies  the  only  boon  1  crave ; 
O'er  my  fields,  fair  as  thole  Elyfian  fcign'd, 
To  bid  the  green  walk  wind,  the  green  wood  wave. 

On  the  high  hill  to  raife  the  higher  tower. 

To  ope  wide  profpecfts  over  diftant  plains, 
Where  by  broad  rivers  towns  and  villas  rife, 
Tafte  prompts  the  wifh,  but  fortune  bounds  the 

power : 
Yet  while  hcahh  cheers,  and  competence  fuftains, 
Thefe  more  than  all  contentment  bids  me  prize. 

SONNET  IV. 

PREFIXED    TO    L.*  NC  HOR  N  e' S    POETICAL    WORKS. 
1766. 

Langhorne!  unlcnowntome(fequefl:er'dfvvain!) 
Save  by  the  mule's  foul-enchanting  lay, 


To  kindred  fplrits  never  fung  in  vain, 
Accept  the  tribute  of  this  light  cfi'ay. 

Sweet  are  thy  fongs;  they  oft  amufc  my  day. 
Of  fancy's  vifions  while  I  hear  thee  'plain. 
While  Scotland's  honours  claim  tliy  paRoral  ftrain, 
Or  niufic  comes  o'er  liandel  tears  to  pay. 

For  all  thy  Irwan's  flowery  banks  difplay. 
Thy  Perfian  lover,  and  his  Indian  fair  ; 
Tor  allTheodofius'  mournful  lines  convey. 
When  pride  and  avarice  part  a  raatchlcfs  pair; 
Receive  juft  praife,  and  wreaths  that  ne'er  de« 

cay. 
By  fame  and  virtue  twin'd  for  thee  to  wear. 

March  16.  1766. 

SONNET  V, 

TO  BRITAIN.       1766. 

Renown'd  Britannia!  lov'd  parental  land  ! 
Regard  thy  welfare  with  a  watchful  eye  ! 
Whene'er  the  weight  of  want's  aJHid:ing  hand 
Wakes  in  thy  vaks  the  poor's  perl'uafivc  cry — 

When  wealth  enormous  fets  the  opprefTor  high, 
When  bribes  thy  dui5tilc  lenators  comr.iand. 
And  flaves  in  office  freemen's  rights  withfland, 
Then   mourn,    for    then    thy   fate    approacheth 
,nigh ! 

Not  from  perfidious  Gaul  or  haughty  Spain, 
Nor  all  the  neighbouring  nations  of  the  main. 
Though   leagu'd  in  war  tremendous  round  thy 

fhore — 
But  from  thyfelf,  thy  ruin  muft  proceed ! 
Nor  boaft  tJiy  power ;  for  know  it  is  decreed. 
Thy  freedom  loll,  thy  power  Iball  be  no  more  I 
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STANZAS  * 

ON    READING  -MRS.  MACAULav's   HISTOIV   OF 
ENGLAND.       1/66. 

To  Albion's  bards  the  mufe  of  hiftory  fpoke  : 
'  Record  the  glories  of  your  native  laud, 
'  flow  power's  rude  chain  her  fons'  brave  efforts 
'  broke,  [hand. 

•  And  tlie  keen  fcourge  tore   from  cppreliion's 

'   Give  to  renown  the  patriot's  noble  deeds; 

•  Brand  /.  r.h  I'ligrace  the  t\  rant's  hated  name; 

'  Though  fail' liood  ott  a  while  tfie  mind  miflcads, 
'  Impartial  time  bei'lov  s  impartial  fame.' 

^he  laid  ;  a^d  Torn  the  lofty  lyre  they  ftrung, 
But  artful  i.h.;iig  d  ihc  fubjotft  ana  ihe  lore  ; 
Of  kings,  and  courts,  and  courtly  Haves  they  i;.in'^, 
And  gidfb'd  with  vain  applaufe  their  aftions  o'tr. 

The  fervile  ftrain  the  mufe  indignant  heard; 
Anxious  for  truth,  for  jiublie  virtue  warm, 
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She  freedom's  faithful  advocate  appearM^ 
And  bore  on  earth  the  fair  Macaulay's  form. 

ELEGY, 

IN  THE  MANNES.  OF   I1.4MM0.\D. 

Suppofed  to  have  Icei:  Written  in  the  Author* s  Gardiii 
during  a  Storm.      J  756. 

Blow  on,  ye  winds !  exert  your  utmoft  'age. 
Sweep  oer  the  dome,  or  through  die  foreff  howl'. 
Could  north  with  fouth,  or  till  with  weft  engage, 
What  were  their  war  to  that  Vv'ii.hin  my  foul .' 

There  adverfe  paQlons  fierce  contention  hold. 
There  love  and  pride  maintain  alternate  fway, 
There    fell  delpair's  dark  clouds  on   ciuuc'.s  are 

roll'd. 
And  vi.il  hope's  tranCent,  faint,  delufivc  ray  ! 

Too  charming  Sylvia  !  dear  capricious  fair  ! 

What  ftrange  j^erpicxing  change  of  Mind  isthint: 

No  more  thy  j.-nik;  I'lltruft,  thy  frowns  I'll  bear, 

I'll  ftiun  the  bcautv  that  mult  ucVr  be  mir.?  { 
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Was  it  for  thee  1  form'd  this  fair  retreat. 
Bade  through  the  grove  the  fmooth  walk  wind 

away, 
Adorn'd  that  walk  with  many  a  ruftic  feat. 
And  by  thofe  feats  bade  tinkling  runnels  flray ; 

Along  my  funny  wall  the  fruit-tree  fpread, 
Upon  my  eves  expos'd  the  curling  vine, 
Around  my  door  the  fpicy  woodbine  led, 
Beneath  my  window  faw  the  jafmine  twine  ? 

Blow  on,  ye  winds  !  exert  your  utmoft  power 
Rage  through  my  groves,  and  bear  down  every 

tree; 
Blafl;  the  fair  fruit,  and  crulh  the  blooming  flower — 
Far  Sylvia's  loft,  and  thefe  are  nought  to  me ! 

THE  AUTHOR  TO  HIS  WIFE.     1776. 

FaiEND  of  my  heart,  by  favouring  Heaven  be- 

ftow'd, 
My  lov'd  companion  on  life's  various  road! 
Now  fix  fwift  years  have  ^ing'd  tlieir  tiight  away 
Since  yon  bright  fun  adorn'd  our  nuptial  day — 
For  thy  fvireet  fmiles,  that  all  my  cares  remove. 
Sooth  all  my  griefs,  and  all  my  joys  improve  ; 
For  thyfweet  converfe,  e^er  fram'd  to  pleafe, 
With  prudence  lively,  fenfible  with  eafe; 
To  thee  the  mnfe  awakes  her  tuneful  lay, 
The  thanks  of  gratitude  fincere  to  pay  ! 
Thus  long  may  Hymen  hold  for  us  his  reign. 
And  twine  with  wreaths  of  flowers  his  cafy  chain; 
Still  may  fond  love  and  firmeft  faith  be  mine, 
Still  health,  and  peace,  and  happinefs,  be  thine  I 

STANZAS 

Written  at  Mrdhurjl  in  Snjfcx,  on  the  Author^ s  return 
from  Chichejler.,  ivhere  he  had  attempted  in  njain  to 
find  the  Burial-place  of  Collins. 

To  view  the  beauties  of  my  native  land. 
O'er  many  a  pleafing  diftant  fcene  I  rove; 
Now  climb  the  rock,  or  wander  on  the  ftrand, 
Or  trace  the  rill,  or  penetrate  the  grove. 

From  Baia's  hills,  from  Fortfca's  fpreading  wave, 
To  fair  Ciceftria's  loneiy  walls  I  flray  ; 
To  her  fam'd  poet's  venerated  grave. 
Anxious  my  tribute  of  refpecl  to  pay  *. 

O'er  the  dim  pavement  of  the  fclemn  fane, 
'Midft  the  rude  ftones  that  crowd  th'  adjoining 

fpace, 
The  facred  fpot  1  feek,  but  feek  in  vain  ; 
In  vain  I  alk — for  none  can  point  the  place. 

WJiat  boots  the  eye  whofe  quick  obfervant  glance 
Marks  every  nobler,  every  fairer  form  ? 
What  the  Ikill'd  ear  that  found's  fweet  charms  en- 
trance. 
And  the  fond  breaft  with  generous  paluon  warm  ? 

What  boots  the  power  each  image  to  portray. 
The  power  with  force  each  feeling  to  exprcfs  ? 
Hov/  vain  the  hope  that  through  life's  little  day 
The  foul  with  thought  of  future  fame  can  blcfs  ? 

*   Collins  "was  horn  at  Cbichefier,  died,  and  prohahly 
was  interred  there- 
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While   folly  frequent   boafts   th'  eafculptur'i 


tomb. 

By  flattery's  pen  infcrib'd  with  purchas'd  praife  ; 
While  rullic  labour's  undiftinguiih'd  doom 
Fond  friendlhip's  hand  records  in  humble  phiafe ; 

Of  genius  oft  and  learning  worfe  the  lot ; 
For  them  no  care,  to  them  no  honour  fhown  * : 
Alive  negledled,  and  when  dead  forgot, 
Even  Collins  flumbers  in  a  grave  unknown. 

Flow,  Lavant,  flow  1  along  thy  fedgy  fliore 
Bear  the  fraught  veffel  from  the   neighbouring 

main  ! 
Enrich  thy  fons ! — ^but  on  thy  banks  no  more 
May  lofty  poet  breathe  his  tuneful  flrain! 

VERSES 

TO  A  FRIEND   PLANTING. 

Proceed,  my  friend,  purfue  thy  healthful  toil, 
Difpofe  thy  ground,  and  meliorate  thy  foil ; 
Range  thy  young  plants  in  walks,  or  clumps,  er 

bowers, 
Diffufe  o'er  funny  banks  thy  fragrant  flowers; 
And,  while  the  new  creation  round  thee  fprings. 
Enjoy  uncheck'd  the  guiltlefs  bliis  it  fprings; 
But  hope  no  more.    I'hough  fancy  forward  llray 
']  here  i'centi  of  diftant  plcafurc  to  furvey, 
To  expatiate  fondly  o'er  the  future  grove. 
The  liappy  haunt  of  friendfhip  and  of  love ; 
Know,  each  fair  image  form'd  within  thy  mind, 
Far  wide  of  truth  thy  fickening  fight  Ihall  find ! 

TO  AN  ABSENT  FRIFND. 

While  thou  far  hence  on  Albion's  fouthern  fliore 
View'll  her  white  rocks,  and  hear'ft  her  ocean 

roar; 
Through  fcenes,  where  wc  togetb.er  ftray'd,  I  llray. 
And  think  o'er  talk  of  many  a  long-pafl  day. 

That  favourite  park  now  tempts  my  fteps  again. 
On  whole  green  turf  fo  oft  at  cafe  we've  lain  ; 
While  Hertford's  turrets  rofe  in  profpcd:  fair, 
And  my  fond  thought  beheld  my  Sylvia  there; 
And  much  the  muje  rehears'd  in  carclefs  lays 
'1  he  lover's  fufferings,  and  the  beauty's  praili?. 

Thofe  elm-crown'd  fields  now  oft  my  walk  in- 
vite, 
Whence  Lee's  wide  vale  lies  pleafant  to  the  fight; 
Where,  as  our  view  o'er  towns  and  villas  roU'd, 
Out  fancy  imag'd  how  they  look'd  of  old; 
\\'hcn  Gothic  manfions  there  uprear'd  their  towers, 
1  heir  halls  for  banquet,  and  for  reft  their  bowers.^ 

But,  O  my  friend  !  whene'er  I  feek  thefe  fcenes 
Of  lovely  profpedls  and  delightful  greens; 
Regardlefs  idly  of  the  joys  poiTefs'ri, 
I  di  cam  of  days  to  come,  of  days  more  bleft, 
When  thou  with  me  flialt  wander  here  once  more, 
And  we  fliall  talk  again  our  fav'rite  topics  o'er. 

On  time's  fmooth  curnnt,  as  we  glide  along, 
Thus  expectation  ever  tunes  her  fong  : 


*  This  ceitfure  may  feem  too  general—perhaps  it  is 
fo.  But  muji  it  not  be  alloiced  that  the  public  is  capri- 
cious in  heftoiving  its  honours  ?  Does  not  PVcJl>!:inJ}£r 
jibhey  Jho'ji  monuments  ereSitd  to  men,  as  poets,  iibo  had 
little  or  no  title  to  the  frame,  ti-hile  it  contains  ns  tneni^ 
rials  ojivriters  offarj'ipericr  merit  f 
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*  Ifair  thefe  green  banks  with  gaudy  flow'rets 

'  bloom, 

*  Sweet  breathe  thcfe  gales,  diffufingrich  perfume; 
'  Heed,  heed  thein  not,  but  carekfsly  pals  by, 

*  To-morrow  fi'.Irer,  fwceter  will  fupply.' 
To-morrow  come-. — the  fame  the  fyrtn's  lay— 

'  'lo-msrrow  fwceter   gales,   and   flow'rets   flill 

•  more  g"ay.' 

THE  SHEPHERD'S  ELEGY, 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE   DEATH    Of  AN  INGENIOUS 
FRIXND. 

Upon  a  bank,  with  fpreadino;  boughs  o'erhung, 
Of  pollard  oak,  brown  elm,  and  hornbeam  gray, 
The  faded  fern  and  ruflet  grafs  among. 
While  rude  winds  fwept  the  yellow  leaves  away, 
And  fcatter'd  o'er  the  ground  the  wild  fruits  lay; 
As  from  the  churchyard  came  the  village  throng, 
Down  fat  a  rural  bard,  and  rais'd  his  mournful 
fong. 

'  Nature's  beft  gifts,  alas,  in  vain  we  prize  ! 

*  The  powers  that  pleafe,  the  powers  that  pleafure 

'  gain! 

*  For  O  with  them,  in  full  proportion,  rife 

*  The  powers  of  giving  and  of  feeling  pain ! 

*  Why  from  my  breait  now  burils  this  plaintive 

'  ftrain  ! 

*  Genius,  my  friend !  with  all  its  charms  was  thine, 
'  And  fenfibility  too  exquifite  is  mine  ! 

•  There  low  he  lies ! — that  head  in  duft  repos'd 

*  Whofe   ai5live    thought    fcann'd   every    various 

'  theme  ! 

*  Clos'd  is  that  eye,  for  ever,  ever  clos'd, 

'  Whence  wont  the  blaze  of  fentiment  to  beara  ! 

*  Mute  is  that  tongue,  whence  flow'd  the  copious 

'  flream 

*  Of  eloquence,  whofe  moral  lore  fo  rare 

*  Delighted  and  improv'd  the  liftening  young  and 

'  fair. 

'  Witnefs  for  me,  ye  rain-polluted  rills; 

*  Ye  defart  meads,  that  one  brown  hue  difplay; 

«  Ye  rude  eaft  winds,  whofe  breath  the  dank  air 

♦  chills; 

«  Ye  hovering  clouds,  that  veil  the  fun's  faint  ray ! 
'  Witnefs,  as  annual  here  my  fteps  fhall  flray, 

*  How  his  dear  image  thought  (hall  ftill  rccal, 

*  And  oft  the  figh  ihall  heave,  and  oft  the  tear 

'  fhall  fall  !■ 

As  ceafe  the  murmurs  of  the  mantling  pool, 
As  ceafe  xhc  whifpers  of  the  poplar  fpray, 
While  o'er  the  vale  the  white  mill:  rifes  cool 
At  the  calm  fun  let  of  a  fummer's  day — 
So  foftly,  fweetly  ceas'd  the  flicpherd's  lay: 
While  down  the  pathway  to  the  hamlet  plain 
Return'd,  with  lingering  fteps,  the  penfive  rural 
train. 

On  the  In^sniou!  Air.  Jones's  Elegant  Trcnjlathnf  ands 
Imitations  of  Eijlern  Poetry,  and  his  Rejlhtkn  tb 
decline  Tranjljting  the  Perlian  Pats. 

The  Afian  mufe,  a  flranger  fair! 
Becomes  at  length  Britannia's  care  ; 
And  Kafi's  lays,  and  Sadi's  drains, 
Refouud  along  ourThams.'s  plaiu*. 


They  fing  not  all  of  ftrcams  and  bowers, 
Or  banquet  fcenes.  or  iocial  hours; 
Nor  all  of  beauty's  blooming  charms. 
Or  war's  rude  holds,  or  feats  of  arm*; 
But  freedom's  lofty  notes  hncerc, 
AiK.i  virtue's  moral  lore  fevere, 
But  ah  '.  they  ling  for  us  no  more  '. 
The  fcarc.-ly-talled  pleafure's  o'er! 
For  he,  the  bard  whofe  tuneful  art 
Can  bell  their  varied  themes  impart — 
For  he,  alas!  the  talk  declines, 
And  tafle  at  lofs  irreparable  repines. 

HYMN  FROM  PSALM  VIIL 

Almiohtv  Pow'r  !   amazing  are  thy  ways; 
Above  our  knowledge,  and  above  our  praife! 
How  all  thy  works  thy  excellence  difplay  ! 
How  fair,  how  great,  how  wonderful  arc  they  I 
Thy  hand  yon  wide-extended  heav'n  uprais'd. 
Yon  wide-extended  heav'n  with  flars  emblaz'd. 
Where  each  bright  orb,  fince  time  his  courfe  be« 

Has  roU'd  a  mighty  world,  or  fhin'd  a  fun  : 
Stupendous  thought !  how  finks  all  human  race  ! 
A  point  an  atom  in  the  field  of  fpace  ! 
Yet  ev'n  to  us,  O  Lord,  thy  care  extends, 
Thy  bounty  feeds  us,  and  thy  pow'r  defends; 
Yet  ev'n  to  us,  as  delegates  of  thee, 
Thou  giv'fl:  dominion  over  land  and  fea. 
Whate'er  or  walks  on  earth,  or  flits  in  air; 
Whatc'er  of  life  the  wat'ry  regions  bear; 
All  thefe  are  ours;  and,  for  th'  extenfive  claim, 
We  owe  due  homage  to  thy  facred  name  ! 
Almighty  pow'r !  how  wond'rous  are  thy  ways  \ 
How  far  above  our  knowledge  and  our  praife  ! 

CONCLUSION. 
to  a  friend. 

When  erfl;  th'  enthufiaft  fancy's  reign 

Indulg'd  the  wild  romantic  thought, 

That  wander'd  'midfl  Arcadian  vales, 

Sicilian  ftreams,  Arabian  gales; 

Blelt  climes  with  wond'rous  pleafures  fraun'ht, 

Sweeti^leafures,  unalloy'd  with  pain  ! 

When  obfervation's  calmer  view 
Remark'd  the  real  ftate  of  things, 
Whate'er  amufive  one  obtain'd, 
Whatc'er  of  ufe  the  other  o-ain'd, 
Fo  thee  my  vcrfe  a  tribute  brings, 
A  tribute  to  thy  friendfliip  due. 

Accept  then  this,  nor  more  require ; 

The  mufe  no  further  talk  eflays; 
But,  'mi<Ul  the  fylvan  fcenes,  Ihe  loves 
The  falling  rills,  and  wliifpcring  groves; 
\\^ith  fmilcs  her  labours  pall  furvt ys, 
And  quits  the  fyriiix  and  the  lyre. 

VERSES  • 

Occaftoned  by  the  Defaiption  of  the  JF.oUan    Hcrj),  in 

the  Gentleman  s  Magazine, for  February  1J(^. 
Untaught  o'er  firings  to  draw  tl;e  rofin'd  bow, 
Or  melting  flrains  on  the  fcft  lute  to  blow. 


*    This  and  the  follozuin^  poem   are   reprinted  frt 
ths  Centlmans  Mrg'zlnefor  1 754  and  LJS^- 
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With  others  long  I  mourn'd  the  want  of  Ikill, 
Refounding  roofs  with  harmony  to  fill, 
Till  happy  now  the  iEolian  lyre  is  known. 
And  all  the  powers  of  mufic  are  my  own. 
Swell  all  thy  notes,  delightful  harp,  O  !  fwcll ! 
InHame  thy  poet  to  defcribe  thee  well. 
When  the  full  chorus  rifes  with  the  breeze, 
Or,  flowly  finking,  lefiens  by  degrees, 
To  founds  more  foft  than  amorous  gales  difclofe, 
At  evening  panting  on  the  blufliing  rofe. 
More  fwect  than  all  the  notes  that  organs  breathe, 
Or  tuneful  echoes,  when  they  die,  bequeath  ; 
Oft  where  fome  fylvan  temple  decks  the  grove, 
The  flave  of  eafy  indolence  I  rove  ; 
There  the  wing'd  breeze  the  lifted  fafh  pervades, 
Its  breath  is  mufic,  vocal  all  the  fhades ; 
Charm'd  with  the  foothing  found,  at  eafe  reclin'd, 
To  fancy's  pleafing  power  1  yield  my  mind ; 
And  now  enchanted  fcenes  around  me  rife. 
And  fome  kind  Ariel  the  foft  air  fupplies  ; 
Now  lofty  Pindus  through  the  fhades  1  view. 
Where  all  the  nine  their  tuneful  art  purfue  ; 
To  me  the  found  the  panting  gale  conveys. 
And  all  my  heart  is  ecftafy  and  praife. 
Now  to  Arcadian  plains,  at  once  convcy'd. 
Some  fhephord's  pipe  delights  his  favourite  maid. 
Mix'd  with  the  murmurs  of  a  neighbouring  ftream, 
1  hear  foft  notes  that  fuit  an  amorous  theme  ! 
Ah  !  then  a  victim  to  the  fond  deceit, 
My  heart  begins  with  fierce  defires  to  beat, 
To  fancy'd  fighs,  I  real  fighs  return, 
Dy  turns  I  languiih,  and  by  turns  1  burn. 
Ah  !  Delia  hafte !   and  here  attentive  prove, 
lAka  me,  that  "  mufic  is  the  voice  of  love:" 
So  fhall  I  mourn  my  rufl:ic  ftrainsno  more, 
"Wiiilc  plea,'d  you  liflen,  who  could  frown  before. 
y«/yi758. 

TO  FEAR. 

O  TKOU,  dread  foe  of  honour,  wealth,  and  fame, 
Whofe  touch  can  quell  tlie  ftrong,  the  tierce  can 

tame, 
Relentlcfs  fear  '.  ah  !  why  did  fate  ordain 
My  trembling  heart  to  own  thy  iron  reign  * 
There  are,  thrice  happy  !  who  difdain  thy  fway. 
The  merchant  wand'ring  o'er  the  wat'ry  way. 
The  chief  ferene  before  th'  affaulted  wall ; 
The  climbing  llatefmen  thoughtlefs  of  his  fall ; 
All  whom  the  love  of  wealth  or  pow'r  infpires. 
And  all  who  burn  with  proud  ambition's  fires ; 
But  peaceful  bards  thy  conftant  prefcnce  know, 
O  thou  of  ev'ry  glorious  deed  the  foe  ! 
Of  thee  the  filent  ftudiousrace  complains. 
And  learning  groans  a  captive  in  thy  chains: 
The  fecret  wilh  when  fome  fair  phjecfl:  moves. 
And  cautious  reafon  what  we  wifh  approves. 
Thy  gorgon  front  forbids  to  grafp  the  prize. 
And  i'eas  are  fpread  between,  and  mountains  rife  : 
Thy  magic  arts  a  thoufand  phantoms  raife. 
And  fancy'd  deaths  and  dangers  fill  our  ways ; 
■\Vith  fmiling  hope  you  wage  eternal  flrife. 
And  envious  fnatch  the  cup  of  joy  from  life. 
O  leave,  tremendous  pow'r  !  the  blamelefs  breaft, 
Of  guilt  alone,  the  tyrant  and  the  gueft  ; 
do,  and  thy  train  of  fable  horrors  fpread 
■Where  murder  mciitatcs  the  future  dead. 


Where  rapine  watches  for  the  gloom  of  night. 
And  lawlefs  paflion  pants  for  other's  right ; 
Go  to  the  bad,  but  from  the  good  recede. 
No  more  the  foe  of  ev'ry  glorious  deed. 


POSTSCRIPT. 

The  author,  ?n  the  courfe  of  his  literary  inqui- 
ries, has  had  reafon  to  believe  that  the  produftion's 
of  fome  writers  have  not  unfrequently  received 
very  confiderable  alterations  and  improvements 
from  the  hands  of  their  friends.  What  he  has 
been  told  of  others,  may  poflibly  be  fufpedted  of 
himfelf ;  he  therefore  takes  the  liberty  to  obfcrve, 
that,  although  he  has  often  derived  advantage  from 
the  judieious  remarks  of  a  few  kind  acquaintance, 
to  whom  his  MS3.  have  been  fhown,  he  is  not  in- 
debted to  them,  nor  indeed  to  any  perfen,  for  the 
infertion  of  a  fingle  line. 

From  the  works  of  preceding  poets,  memory  has 
fometimes  fupplied  him  with  turns  of  expreflion, 
which,  at  the  inftant  of  compofing,  he  imagined 
were  his  own  ;  and  at  other  times  he  has  happened 
on  lines  ufed  by  writers,  whofe  performances  he 
had  not  then  feen.  Some  inflances  of  fuch  imcon- 
fcious  plagiarifm,  and  accidental  coincidence,  are 
here  pointed  out  as  matter  of  curiofity  ;  others 
may  pofiTibly  exifl.,  though  he  is  not  apprized  of 
them. 

Blows  not  a  flow'f  et  in  the  enamell'd  vale, 
Shines  not  a  pebble,  &c. 

Elegies  Defer ipii've  and  Moral,  p.  XO. 

I.urks  not  a  Gone  enrich'd  with  lively  ftain, 
Blooms  not  a  flower  amid  the  vernal  (lore. 
Fulls  not  a  plume  on  Intha's  diflant  plain, 
Glows  not  a  fhell  on  Adria's  rocky  Ihore— 

Shenf.one's  Works,  vol.  i.  8vo.  p.  140. 

Perhaps  Shenfione  was  indebted  to  AkenCde ; 

-Not  a  breeze 

Flies  o'er  the  meadow,  not  a  cloud  imbibes 
The  fetting  fun's  effulgence,  not  a  ftrain 
From  all  the  tenants  of  the  warbhng  (hade 

Afcends 

Pleafiires  of  Imagination,  book  iii.  line  593- 

But  claims  their  wonder  and  e^fcites  their  praife. 
Elegies  Difcriptive  and  Moral,  p.  29. 
Provoke  our  wonder  and  tranfcend  our  praife. 

Addifm  to  Dryden,  Worts,  Vol.  i.  p.  3. 

Or  rear  the  new-bound  fheaves  along  the  lands. 

Elegies  Dejiripti'je  and  Aloralff.  37. 
Or  range  myWieaves  along  the  funny  land. 

Hatmnond,  Elegy  siii.  1.  12. 

No  more  thofe  noHrils  breathe  the  vital  air. 

Elegic-s  Difriptiiie  and  Moral,  p.  46; 
That  while  my  noflrils  draw  the  vital  air. 

Fupe,  Rape  of  the  Lock,  canto  iv. 

►In  one  fad  fpot  where  kindred  afhes  lie. 

Elegy  in-iiien  at  Amivell,  1 768,  p.  53. 
In  one  lone  fpot  their  mouldering  aflies  lie. 

Mr.  Keate's  Ruins  of  Netley  Albey,  I764. 

Of  daffic  lore  accompanied  my  walk,  Amtvefl,^.j5 
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In  fumptuous  izTS  accompanied  his  march. 

Leoniias,  book  viii. 

-nd  his  wild  eye-balls  roll  with  horrid  glare. 

Arabian  Eclogue,  p.  1 35. 
•A4  his  red  eye-balls  roll  with  living  fire. 

Dry  den  s  McUagcr  end  Atalanta. 

And  nc  forlorn  inhabitant  contain'd. 

Indian  Eclogue,  p.  I48. 
The  ci'^s  no  inhabitant  contain'd. 

Faivke's  Song  of  Bcbor^h  ;   Poems,  p.  lOO, 

Again  htlook'd,  again  he  figh'd.  Ode  ii.  p.  175. 
And  flgh'iand  look'd.^  Drydcns  Alexander  s  Feajl. 
There  poverty,  grim  fpedlre !  rofe.  Ode  xii.  p.  228. 
Scar'd  at  thefpe<5lre  of  pale  poverty. 

Pope,  Ivitation  of  Haraic,  book  ii.  epift.  I. 

Each  paftoral  ftjrht,  and  every  paftoral  found. 

Epifle  i.  p.  266. 

Defignedly  imitated  from  Milton  : 
Each  rural  fight,  each  rural  found. 

All  pure  as  vernal  bloffoms  newly  blown. 

£Ugy  -ivriUtn  at  Am'.vell,  1 768. 


All  pure  as  blolToms  which  are  newly  blown. 
IVm.  Bro'^vne^s  Britannia  s  Pajlorals ,vo\.  i.  p.  lOI. 

Davie's  Edition  of  Browne's  Works  was  publifli- 
ed  in  1773.  The  Author  had  never  feen  any  of 
the  old  editions,  nor  any  extiaA  from  them. 

Haftc,  bring  my  Heeds  fupreme  in  ftrength  and 

grace, 
Firft  in  the  fight,  and  flcetcft  in  the  chace. 

Arabian  Eclogue,  p.  I35. 

This  Eclogue  was  written  in  1777.  In  a  volume 
of  Poems  by  the  ingenious  Mr.  Maurice,  printed 
in  1779,  the  Author  met  with  the  following  near 
refemblance  : 

Full  fifty  fteeds  I  boaft  of  fwifteft;  pace, 
Fierce  in  the  fight,  and  foremoll  in  the  race. 

In  the  Amoebsean  Eclogue,  intituled  The  De- 
fcribers,  p.  loi,  102,  a  part  of  the  imagery  bear  a 
confiderable  refemblance  to  fome  defcriptions  in  a 
little  coUetflion  of  plcufing  fonnets,  by  Mr.  Bam- 
fylJe,  1778;  which  coUe^ion  the  Author  never 
faw  till  after  his  own  volume  was  printed.  This 
is  a  proof,  that  two  writers,  both  painting  from 
nature,  will  often  unknowingly  coincide  very  ueac«» 
ly  in  feleiition,  arrangement,  and  cxprelTion. 
3  C  iiij 
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Containing  his 


LONDON, 

VANITY  OF    HUMAN  WISHES, 

IRENE, 

ODES, 

ZLEGIES, 


EPITAPHJ, 

SONGS, 

PROLOGUES, 

IMPROMPTUS, 

TRANSLATIONS, 


^C.  ^c.  \^c. 
To  which  is  prefixed, 

^HE  LIFE   OF  ^HE  AUTHOR, 


Tranfcendent  genius,  whofe  prolific  vein 

Ne'er  knew  the  frigid  poet's  toil  and  pain. 

To  whom  Apollo  opens  all  his  ftore. 

And  every  Mufe  prefents  her  facred  lore ; 

Say,  pow'rful Johnson,  whence  thy  verfe  is  fraught 

With  fo  much  grace,  fuch  energy  of  thought; 

Whether  thy  Juvenal  inftruAs  the  age 

In  chafter  numbers,  and  new-points  his  rage ; 

Or  fair  Irene  fees,  alas,  too  late. 

Her  innocence  exchang'd  for  guilty  ftate ; 

Whate'cr  you  write,  in  every  golden  line 

Sublimity  and  elegance  combine ; 

Thy  nervous  phrafe  imprelTes  every  foul, 

While  harmony  gives  rapture  to  the  whole. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  JOHNSON. 


1  HE  events  of  the  life  of  Johnson,  "the  brighteft  ornament  of  the  eighteenth  century,"  wh.» 
lias  written  the  lives  of  fo  many  eminent  perfons,  and  fo  much  enriched  our  national  flock  of  criti, 
cifm  and  biography,  have  been  related  by  friend  and  foe,  by  panegyrifts  and  fatirical  defamers,  by 
the  lovers  of  anecdote,  and  the  fallowers  of  party,  with  a  diligence  of  refearch,  a  minutenefs  of  de- 
tail, a  variety  of  illuftration,  and  a  felicity  of  defcription,  unexampled  in  the  records  of  liteiary 
biography. 

Befides  feveral  flight  (ketches  of  his  life,  by  unknown  authors,  taken,  fometimes  with  » 
favourable,  flattering  pencil,  fometimes  in  the  broader  ftyle  of  caricature,  which  lie  fcattered  in  the 
periodical  publications  of  the  laft  ten  years ;  voluminous  biographical  accounts  of  him  have  beeij 
given  to  the  world  by  Thomas  Tyers,  Efq.  Mrs.  Piozzi,  Dr.  Towers,  Sir  John  Hawkins,  James 
Bofwell,  Efq.  and  Arthur  Murphy,  Efq.  who  were  his  moft  intimate  friends,  and  \vrot»  from  per- 
funal knowledge.  Their  feveral  publications,  which  place  his  charadler  in  very  different,  and  ofien 
oppofite  points  of  light,  by  exhibiting  a  ftriking  likenefs  of  the  features  of  h's  mind,  which  were 
ftrong  and  prominent,  and  by  recording  io  confiderable  a  portion  of  his  wifdom  and  wit, have  exqiiiiitrly 
gratified  the  lovers  of  literary  anecdotes,  and  largely  contributed  to  the  inftruftiun  and  entertai'i'iient 
cf  mankind.  The  publications  of  Mr.  Tyers,Mrs.  Piozzi,  Dr.  Towers, and  Mr.  Murphy, come  under  the 
defcription  of  "  biographical  Sketches,"  "  Anecdotes," and  "Efi'ays."  Thofe  of  Sir.  John  Hawkins 
and  Mr.  Bofwell  are  more  elaborately  compofed,  and  entitle  them  to  the  exclufive  appellation  of  his 
biographers. 

On  an  attentive  perufal,  it  will  be  found  that  the  narrative  of  Sir  Joan  Hawkins  contains  a  col- 
lection of  curious  anecdotes  and  obfervations,  which  few  men  but  its  author  could  have  brouglit  to- 
gether  ;  but  a  very  fraall  part  of  it  relates  to  the  perfon  who  is  the  fubjeCl  of  the  w  jrk.  He  ap- 
pears to  be  a  wortliy,  and  often  a  well-informed  man,  but  he  pofTeffes  neither  animation  nor  ccr- 
redlnefs,  expanfion  of  inlellefl,  nor  elegance  of  tafte.  He  writes  without  much  feeling  or  fentiinent , 
his  work  is  heavy,  cold,  and  prolix  ;  but  we  difcover  in  it  many  gleams  of  good  ienfe,  and  o^ienings  of 
humanity,  fometimes  checked  by  ignorance,  and  fometimes  by  prejudice. 

The  narrative  of  Mr.  Bofwell  is  written  with  more  compreheiilion  of  mind,  accuracy  of  intelli- 
gence, clearnefs  of  narration,  and  elegance  of  language ;  and  is  more  Itrongly  marked  by  t'le  rfr/I- 
deiium  chari  capitis,  which  is  the  fiifl:  feature  of  affeiSionate  remembrance.  He  was  peculia;  'y  fitted 
for  the  talk  of  recording  the  fajings  and  actions  of  this  extraordinary  man,  by  his  affiduous  a*  ?ntiQn. 
From  the  commencement  of  his  acquaintance  with  him  in  I763,he  had  the  fcheme  of  writing  'us  life 
conftantly  in  view;  and  continued  his  colledlions,  with  his  approbation  and  affiftanc  ,  with  unwearied 
diligence,  and  meritorious  perfeverance,  for  upwards  of  twenty  years.  He  gave  a  !"'">'. i-ien  of  his 
being  able  to  prefervehis  converfation,  in  an  authentic  and  lively  manner,  in  his  "  Jour!>a!ofa  Tour 
to  the  Hebrides,"  8vo,  ■i~^%6.  His  veneration  and  efteera  for  his  friend,  induced  him,  at  afuijfequent 
period,  to  go  through  the  laborious  tafli  of  digefting  and  arranging  the  inimenfe  mafs  of  .materials, 
which  his  own  diligence,  and  the  kindnefs  of  others,  had  farniftied  him,  and  of  forming  the  hifttry 
of  his  life ;  which  v/as  publilhed  in  2  vol,-  4to,  1791,  and  was  received  by  the  world  with  moll  extra- 
ordinary avidity. 
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Xenophon's  Memorabilia  of  Socrates  may  poffibly  have  fuggefted  to  Mr.  Bofweli  the  idea 
of  preferving  and  giving  to  the  world  the  ilii?7/zon7i;/i«  of  his  venerable  friend ;  but  he  profelTes 
to  have  followed  the  model  of  Mafon  in  his  "  Memoirs  of  Gray."  He  has,  however,  the  advantage 
of  Mafon,  in  the  quantity,  variety,  and  richnefs  of  his  materials.  His  work  may  be  referred  to  that 
clafs  of  compilements  known  by  the  name  of  "  Books  in  Ana"  To  compare  it  with  Monnoye's  edi- 
tion of  the  Menagiatia,  one  of  themoft  efteemed  of  thefe  publications,  would  not  be  doing  juftice  . 
to  it.  The  incidental  con-verfatiotn  between  io  eminent  an  inftruiftorof  mankind,  and  his  friends, 
the  numerous  body  oi  anecdotes,  literary  and  biographical,  and  the  letters  which  are  occafionally 
interfperfed,  and  naturally  intToduccd,  in  the  narrative  part  of  Mr.  Bofwell's  ample  jierformance, 
open  and  difclofe  to  the  eager  curiofity  of  rational  and  laudable  inquiry,  an  immenfe  ftorehoufe  of 
]  mental  treafure,  which  far  exceeds,  in  merit  and  value,  the  voluminous  coUeeflions  of  the  wife  and 
witty  fayings  of  the  learned  and  ingenious  men  o'f  other  nations.  With  fome  venial  exceptions  on 
the  fcore  of  egotifra  and  indifcriq^inate  admiration,  his  work  exhibits  the  moft  copious,  interefting, 
i  and  finiilied  pi(flure  of  the  life  and  opinions  of  an  eminent  man,  that  was  ever  executed  ;  and  is  juftly  J 
efteemed  one  of  the  moft  inftrudtive  and  entertaining  books  in  the  Englilh  language. 

The  eccentricities  of  Mr.  Bofwell,  it  is  ufelefs  to  detail.  They  have  already  been  the  fubjeft  of 
ridicule  in  various  different  forms  and  publications,  by  men  of  fiiperficial  underftanding,  and  ludi- 
crous fancy.  Many  have  fuppofed  him  to  be  a  mere  relater  of  the  fayings  of  others ;  but  he  poffeffed  ' 
confiderable  intelledual  powers,  for  which  he  has  not  had  fufficient  credit.  It  is  manifeft  to 
every  reader  of  any  difcernment,  that  he  could  never  have  collected  fuch  a  mafs  of  information, 
and  juft  oblervalions  on  human  life,  as  his  very  valuable  work  contains,  without  great  ftrengtli 
of  mind,  and  much  various  knowledge  ;  as  he  never  could  have  difplayed  his  colle(5lions  in  fo  lively 
a  manner,  had  he  not  poffeffed  a  very  picflurefqne  imagination,  or,  in  other  words,  had  he  not  had 
a  very  happy  turn  for  poetry,  as  well  as  for  humour  and  for  wit. 

This  lively  and  ingenious  biographer,  is  now  beyond  the  reach  of  praife  or  cenfure.  He  died 
at  London,  May  19.  1795,  in  the  55th  year  of  his  age.  His  death  is  an  irreparable  lofs  to  Englifh 
literature.  He  had  many  failings ;  and  many  virtues,  and  many  amiable  qualities,  which  predomi- 
nated over  the  frailties  incident  to  human  nature.  He  vi'ill  be  long  regretted  by  a  wide  circle  of 
friends,  to  whom  his  good  qualities  and  focial  talents  always  made  his  company  a  valuable  acceflion. 

The  fadls  ftated  in   the   prefent  account   are  chiefly   taken  from   the   narratives  of  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  and  Mr.  Bofwell;  with  the  addition  of  fuch  particulars  of  the  progrefs  of  his  mind' 
and  fortunes,  as  the  fubfequent  narrative  of  Mr.  Murphy,  and  the  moft  refpedlable  periodical  pu- 
blications of  the  laft  ten  years,  have  fupplied. 

Samuel  Johnson  was  born  at  Litchfield  in  Staffordfliire,  September  7.  1709.  His  father,  Michael 
Johnfon,  was  a  native  of  Cubley,  in  Deibylliire,  of  obfcure  extra(flion,  who  fettled  in  Litchfield  as  a 
bookfeller,  and  carried  on  that  bufinefs  at  all  the  neighbouring  towns  on  market  days  ;  but  was  fo 
Tefpedlable  as  to  be  made  one  of  the  magirtrates  of  that  city.  He  was  a  man  of  a  large  and  robuft 
body,  and  of  a  ftrong  and  adlive  mind  ;  but  was  always  fubjedl  to  a  morbid  melancholy.  He 
was  a  zealous  high-church-man  and  Jacobite  ;  though  he  reconciled  himfelf  by  cafuiftical  argu- 
ments of  expediency  and  neceflity,  to  take  the  oaths  impofed  by  the  prevailing  power.  He  was 
a  pretty  good  Latin  fcholar  ,  and  being  a  man  of  good  fenfe  and  Ikill  in  his  trade,  he  acquired  a^ 
rcafonable  fliare  of  wealth,  of  which  he  afterwards  lofl:  the  greateft  part,  by  engaging  unfuccefsfully 
in  the  manufa(fbure  of  parchment.  His  mother,  Sarah  Ford,  defcended  of  an  ancient  race  of  fub- 
ilantial  yeomanry  in  Warwickdiire,  was  the  filler  of  Dr.  Jofeph  Ford,  a  phyfician  of  confiderable 
eminence,  and  father  of  the  famous  Cornelius  Ford,  Chaplain  to  Lord  Chefterfield,  fuppofed  to  be 
the  Parfon  in  Hogarth's  "  Modern  Midnight  Converfation,"  a  man  of  great  parts,  but  of  very  profli- 
gate manners.  She  was  a  woman  of  diftinguillied  underftanding,  [jrudence,  and  piety.  They  were  well 
advanced  in  years  when  they  married,  and  had  only  another  child,  named  Nathaniel,  who  fecms  to 
have  fucceeded  his  father  in  his  bufinefs;  but  died  in  1737,  in  the  i5th  year  ef  his  age. 

During  the  period  of  infancy,  all  children  are  prodigies  of  form  and  underftanding  to  their  pa- 
rents.    With  a  natural   fondnefs,  they  exaggerate  every  fymptom  of  fenfe  into  the  perfetflion  of  1 
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wifdom,  and  defcribe  every  feature  with  an  adventitious  grace.  If  the  objedl  of  their  admiration 
Iheuld  at  more  mature  years  become  diftingiiifhed  for  excellence,  it  is  hoped  th.at  we  may  believa 
wonders  of  the  child,  becaufe  we  have  feen  greatnefs  in  the  man.  Hence,  in  our  fondnei's  for  the 
marvellous,  the  traditions  of  the  nurfery,  refpeifling  fuch  perfons,  are  amplified  beyond  the  bounds  of 
credibihty,  and  recited  with  all  the  confidence  of  truth. 

Every  great  genius  mud  begin  with  a  prodigy  ;  and  it  is  not  to  be  fuppofed  that  Johnfon  (hould 
be  without  .itteftations  of  thele  miracles  of  early  genius,  which  are  believed  by  fume,  to  be  as  ne- 
ceflary  to  the  attainment  of  future  pre-eminence,  as  that  fruits  (hould  be  preceded  by  the  bloffmi. 
Among  other  (lories  of  his  infant  precocity  generally  circulated,  and  generally  believed,  we  ar« 
told  by  Mr<.  Piozzi,  and  Sir  John  Hawkins,  that,  at  the  age  of  three  years,  he  tro  1  by  accident  upon 
one  of  a  brood  of  eleven  ducks,  and  killed  it,  and  upon  that  occafion  made  the  following  verfess 

Here  lies  good  mafter  duck, 
,,  Whom  Samuel  J  hnlou  trod  on  ; 

itL     .         •  If  it  had  liv'd,  >t  had  been  ^ooc/ ^^^^fe, 

^^  ' '  For  then  we'd  had  an  odd  one. 

This  pi.odigy  is  fcarcely  exceeded  by  the  bees  on  Plato's  lips,  or  the  doves  that  covered  the  infant 
poet  with  leaves  and  flowers;  for,  how  fhould  a  child  of  three  years  old  make  regular  verfes,  and  in 
alternate  rhyme  ?  The  internal  evidence  is  fufficient  to  counterbalance  any  tellimony  that  thefe 
verfes  could  be  the  produ(flion  of  a  child  of  fuch  an  early  age.  Bat,  fortvLiatcly,  credulity  is 
relieved  from  the  burden  of  doubt,  by  Johnfon's  having  himfelf  aflured  Mr.  Bofwell,  that  they  were 
made  by  his  father,  who  willied  them  to  pafs  for  his  fon's.  He  added,  "  my  father  was  a  foolifli 
old  man,  that  is  to  fay,  foolifli  in  talking  of  his  children." 

He  derived  from  his  parents,  or  from  an  unwholefome  nurfe,  the  diftemper  called  the  King's  Evil. 
Jacobites  at  that  time  believed  in  the  efEcacy  of  the  royal  touch.  His  mother,  yielding  to  this  fu- 
perftitious  notion,  in  her  anxiety  for  his  cure,  when  he  was  two  years  old  (by  the  advice  of  Sir 
John  Floyer,  then  a  phyfician  at  Litchfield),  carried  him  to  London,  where  he  was  adlually  touched 
by  Queen  Anne.  But  the  difeafe,  too  obllinate  to  yield  to  remedies  more  powerful,  greatly  dif- 
figured  his  countenance,  naturally  harfl^i  and  rugged,  impaired  his  hearing,  and  deprived  him  of  the 
fight  of  his  left  eye. 

He  was  firft  taught  to  read  Englifh  by  Dame  Oliver,  a  widow,  who  kept  a  fchool  for  young  children 
in  Litchfield.  His  next  inftruiflor,  in  Englifli,  was  a  mafter  whom  he  familiarly  called  Tom  Brown, 
who  he  faid  "  publiflied  a  fpelling  book,  and  dedicated  it  to  the  Universe."  He  began  to  learn 
Latin  in  the  free-fchool  of  Litchfield,  at  firft  under  the  care  of  Mr.  Hawkins,  the  under-maiter, 
whom  he  has  defcribed  as  "  a  man  Ikilful  in  his  little  way."  In  about  two  years  he  rofe  to  be 
under  the  tuition  of  Mr.  Hunter,  the  head-malter,  a  very  refpedlable  teacher,  and  a  worthy  manj 
but  who,  according  to  his  account,  was  "  very  fevere,  and  wrong  headedly  fevere."  He  had  for 
his  fchool  fellows.  Dr.  James,  inventor  of  the  fever-powder,  Mr.  Lowe,  canon  of  Windfor,  Dr. 
Taylor,  reiflor  of  Aflibourne,  and  Mr.  Hedlor,  I'urgeon  in  Birmingham,  with  whom  he  contradled  a 
particular  intimacy. 

While  at  fchool,  he  is  faid  by  Mr.  He<flor  to  have  been  indolent  and  averfe  from  fiudy.  But 
the  procraftination  of  his  duties  feems  neither  to  have  prevented  the  timely  performance  of  his  ex- 
ercifes,  nor  to  have  blemlfhed  them  with  inaccuracies ;  for  "  he  was  never  known  to  have  been 
correded  at  fchool,  unlefs  for  talking  and  diverting  other  boys  from  their  bufinefs  "  Indeed,  fuch. 
was  the  fuperioriiy  of  his  talents  above  thofe  of  his  companions,  that  three  of  the  boys,  ot  whom 
Mr.  Hedlor  was  fometimes  one,  are  faid  to  have  aflembled  fubmifiivcly  every  morning,  to  carry 
him  triumphantly  upon  their  fhoulders  to  fthool.  This  ovation  is  believed  by  Mr.  Bafwell.  to  have 
been  an  honour  paid  to  the  early  predominance  of  his  intelleclual  powers  alone  ;  but  they  who 
remember  what  boys  are,  and  who  confider  that  Johnfon's  corporeal  piowefs  was  by  no  means  de- 
fpicable,  v/ill  be  apt  to  fufpedl  that  the  homage  was  enforced,  at  leaft  as  much  by  awe  of  the  one, 
?s  by  admiration  of  the  other. 

After  having  rcfided  for  fome  months  at  the  houfe  of  his  coufin,  Cornelius  Ford,  who  aflifted  hitn 
ix\  the  clailjcs,  he  was,  by  Lis  advice,  at  the  a^e  sf  ii-'tccn,  removed  to  the  fchool  of  Stourbridge  in  Wor. 
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ce{lerfhire,cf  which  Mr.  V/entworth  was  then  msfter,  whom  he  has  defciibcd  as  "  a  very  able  man  ; 
but  a;)  iJle  rr.pn,  and  to  me  unreafonably  feveie.  Yet  he  taught  me  a  great  deal."  He  feems  to 
have  been  there  in  the  double  capacity  of  a  fchohr  and  uflier,  repaying  the  learning  he  acquired 
from  his  mader,  by  the  inftrucflion  he  gave  to  the  younger  boys.  Parfon  Ford  he  has  defcribed  ia 
his  "  Life  of  Fenton,"  as  "a  clergyman  at  that  time  too  well  known,  whofe  abilities,  inftead  of  fur- 
nifhing  convivial  merriment  to  the  voluptuous  and  the  dillblute,  might  have  enabled  him  to  excel 
among  the  virtuous  and  the  wife." 

He  thus  difcriminated  to  Dr.  Percy,  Bifhop  of  Dromore,  his  progrefs  at  his  two  grammar-fchools  : 
"  At  one  I  learnt  much  in  the  fchool,  but  little  from  the  mafter  ;  in  the  other  I  learnt  much  from 
the  mafter,  but  little  in  the  fchool." 

He  remained  at  Stourbridge  little  more  than  a  year,  and  then  returned  home,  where  he  purfued 
his  ftudies;  but  not  upon  any  regular  plan.  Of  this  method  of  attaining  knowledge,  he  feems 
ever  after  to  have  entertained  a  favourable  opinion,  and  to  have  recornraended  it,  not  without  rea- 
fon,  to  young  men,  as  the  fureft  means  of  enticing  them  to  learn.  What  he  read  was  not  works  of 
mere  amufement.  "  They  were  not  voyages  and  travels,  but  all  literature,  all  ancient  authors,  all 
manly;  though  but  little  Greek,  only  fome  of  Anacreon  and  Hefiod.  But  in  this  irregular  manner, 
I  had  looked  into  a  great  many  books,  which  were  not  commonly  known  at  the  univerfities,  where 
they  feldom  read  any  books  but  what  are  put  into  their  hands  by  their  tutors;  fo  that  when  I- 
came  to  Oxford,  Dr.  Adams  told  me  I  was  the  bcft  qualified  for  the  univerfity,  that  he  had  ever 
known  come  there." 

He  had  already  given  feveral  proofs  of  his  poetical  genius,  both  in  bis  fchool  exercifes,  and  in 
other  occafional  compofitions.  Of  thefe  Mr.  Bofwell  obtained  a  confiderable  colledlion,  from  Mr.' 
Wentworth,  the  fon  of  his  mafter,  and  Mr.  Hedlor,  his  fchool-fellowr ;  of  which  he  has  preferved  fome 
tranflations  from  Homer,  Virgil,  Horace,  Id'c.  Unfortunately  the  communications  of  Mr.  Went- 
worth are  not  diftinguiflied  from  thofe  of  Mr.  Hedlor.  Such  a  precaution  would  have  enabled  us 
to  have  diftinguiftied  with  certainty,  the  efforts  of  the  boy,  from  the  produdlion  of  riper  years.  Hi& 
tranflation  of  the  Jitjl  eclogue  of  f^irgil,  is  not  fo  harmonious  as  that  from  thz  Jixtb  book  of  Homer  ; 
and  both  are  inferior  in  this  refpedl  to  thofe  which  he  has  made  of  the  odes  of  Horace.  Indeed,  in 
the  ftylc  and  manner  of  verfification  ufed  in  the  laft,  and  in  fome  other  of  his  juvenile  pieces,  he 
feems  to  have  made  little  alteration  in  his  more  experienced  days ;  and  it  muft  be  added,  that  ia  ' 
point  of  fmoothnefs,  little  improvement  could  have  been  made. 

After  a  refidence  of  two  years  at  home,  Mr.  Andrevv  Corbet,  a  gentleman  of  Shroplhire,  under- 
took to  fupport  him  at  Oxford,  in  the  characfler  of  companion  to  his  fon,  one  of  his  fchool-fellows, 
*'  though,  in  facfl,''  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  upon  the  authority  of  Dr.  Taylor,  "  he  never  received  any  afliftT 
ance  whatever  from  that  gentleman."  He  was  accordingly  entered  a  Commoner  of  Pembroke 
College,  Oxford,  Ocflober  j;r,  172S,  being  then  in  his  nineteenth  year. 

On  the  night  of  his  arrival  at  Oxford,  his  father,  who  had  anxioufly  accompanied  him,  founcf 
means  to  have  him  introduced  to  Mr.  Jorden,  Fellow  of  Pembroke,  who  was  to  be  his  tutor.  Acj 
cording  to  Dr.  Adams,  who  was  prefent,  he  feemed  very  full  of  the  merits  of  his  fon,  and  told  the 
comnany  he  was  a  good  fcholar  and  a  poet,  and  wrote  Latin  verfes.  His  figure  and  manner  feemed 
tlrano-e  to  them  ;  but  he  behaved  modelHy,  and  fat  filent,  till,  upon  fomething  which  occurred  iti 
the  courfe  of  converfation,  he  fuddenly  Aruck  in,  and  quoted  Macrobius ;  and  this  gave  the  firf^ 
imyreiTion  of  that  extenfive  reading  in  which  he  had  indulged  himfelf. 

Of  his  tutor,  Mr.  Jorden,  he  gave  Mr.  Bofwell  the  following  account :  "  He  was  a  very  worthy 
man,  but  a  heavy  man,  and  I  did  not  profit  much  by  his  inftrudlion.  Indeed,  I  did  not  atteod 
him  much."  He  had,  however,  a  love  and  refpeifl  for  Jorden,  not  for  his  literature,  but  for  his 
worth.     "  Whenever  (faid  hf )  a  young  man  becomes  Jcrden's  pupil,  he  becomes  his  fon.'' 

The  fifth  of  November  was  at  that  time  kept  with  great  folemnity  at  Pembroke  College,  an4 
exercifes  upon  the  gunpowder  plot  were  required.  Johnfon  negledted  to  perform  his.  To  apolo- 
gize for  his  negletfb,  he  gave  in  a  Ihort  copy  of  verfes,  intitled,  Somnium,  containing  a  commotl 
thaup-ht,  "  that  the  mule  had  come  to  him  in  his  fleep,  and  whifpcred  that  it  did  not  become  bifl> 
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to  write  on  fuch  fubjet^ls  as  politics ;  he  fliould  confine  himfelf  to  humbler  themes ;"  but  the  vcrfi- 
fication  was  truly  Virgilian. 

Having  given  fuch  a  fpecimen  of  his  poetical  powers,  he  was  afked  by  Mr.  Jorden  to  tranflate 
Pope's  Mejjiah  into  Latin  hexameter  verfe,  as  a  Chriftmas  exercife.  He  performed  it  with  uncommon 
rapidity,  and  in  fo  mafterly  a  manner,  that  he  obtained  great  applaufe  from  it,  which  ever  after  i 
kept  him  high  in  the  eftimation  of  his  college,  and,  indeed,  of  all  the  univerfity.  Pope,  impelled 
by  gratitude  and  tafte,  perhaps  not  unaflifted  by  vanity,  is  reported  to  have  faid  concerning  it, 
"that  the  author  would  leave  it  a  queftion  for  porterity,  whether  his  or  mine  be  the  original  ?"  It 
was  firft  printed  by  his  father,  without  his  knowledge  ;  and  afterwards  inferred  in  a  *'  Mifcellany,'* 
publiflied  by  iubfcription  at  Oxford,  in  1731,  by  Mr.  John  Hufbands,  Fellow  of  Pembroke  College. 

The  particular  courfe  of  his  reading  while  at  Oxford,  and  during  the  time  of  vacation  which  he  paf- 
fed  at  home,  cannot  be  traced.  From  his  earlieft  years  he  loved  to  read  poetry  and  romances  of  chi- 
valry. He  read  Shakfpeare  at  a  period  fo  early,  that  the  fpeech  of  the  ghoft  in  "  Hamlet"  terrified 
him  when  he  was  alone.  Horace's  odes  were  the  compofitions  he  molt  liked  in  early  life;  but  it 
was  long  before  he  could  relifli  his  fatires  and  epiftles.  He  told  Mr.  Bofwell,  what  he  read /o/zi/y 
at  Oxford  was  Greek,  not  the  Grecian  hiftorians,  but  Homer  and  Euripides,  and  now  and  then  a. 
little  epigram;  that  the  lludy  of  which  he  was  moft  fond  was  metaphyfics;  but  he  had  not  read 
much  even  in  that  way.  We  may  be  abfolutely  certain,  however,  both  from  his  \\  ritings  and 
his  converfation,  that  his  reading  was  very  extenfive.  He  projected  a  common-place  book  to  the 
extent  of  fix  folio  volumes,  but  according  to  Sir  John  Hawkins,  the  blank  leaves  far  exceeded  the 
written  ones. 

In  1729,  while  at  Litchfield,  during  the  college  vacation,  the  "tnorbid  melancholy''  which  was 
lurking* in  his  conftitution,  gathered  fuch  ftrength  as  to  afflifl  him  in  a  dreadful  manner.  He  was 
overwhelmed  with  an  horrible  hypochondria,  with  perpetual  irritation,  fretfulnefs  and  impatience, 
and  with  a  dejeflion,  gloom,  and  defpair,  that  made  exiftence  raifery.  He  fancied  himfelf  feized 
by,  or  approaching  to  infanity,  in  conformity  with  which  notion,  he  applied,  when  he  was  at  the 
very  worfl,  to  his  godfather.  Dr.  Swinfen,  phyfician  in  Litchfield,  and  put  into  his  hand  a  ftate  of 
his  cafe,  written  in  Latin;  "  which  Oiowed,"  as  Mr.  Bofwell  expreffes  it  "  an  uncommon  vigour, 
not  only  of  fancy  and  tafte,  but  of  judgment."  That  he  fliould  have  fuppofed  himfelf  approaching 
to  infanity,  at  the  very  time  when  he  was  giving  proofs  of  a  more  than  ordinary  foundnefs  and  vigour 
of  judgment,  is  lefs  ftrange  than  that  Mr.  Bofwell  fliould  confider  the  vigour  oi fancy,  which  he  dif- 
played  on  fuch  a  fubjedl,  a  proof  of  his  faulty.  It  is  a  common  eftetfl  of  melancholy  to  make  thofe 
who  are  affliiTled  with  it  imagine  that  they  are  adlually  fuffering  thofe  evils  which  happen  to  be 
moft  ftrongly  prelented  to  their  minds.  But  there  is  a  clear  diftincflion  between  a  diforder  which, 
afiedls  only  the  imagination  and  fpirits,  while  the  judgment  is  found,  and  a  diforder  by  which  the 
judgment  itfelf  is  impaired.  Whatever  be  the  arguments  in  favour  of  free-will,  of  volition  unre- 
ftrained  by  the  force  and  prevalence  of  motives,  it  muft  be  allowed  that  the  eft'efts  of  reafon  on  the 
human  mind  are  not  at  all  times,  and  on  all  fubjetfls,  equally  powerful.  The  mind,  like  the  body,  has 
its  weak  organs  ;  in  other  words,  the  impreflions  on  fome  fubjecls  are  fo  deeply  fixed,  that  the  judg- 
ment is  no  longer  able  to  guide  the  operations  of  the  mind  in  reafoning  on,  or  in  judging  of  them. 
The  imagination  feizes  the  rein,  and  till  the  force  of  the  idea  is  leflened  from  habit,  the  ufual  powers 
are  fufpended.  But  this  is  not  madnefs;  for  ftrong  impreflions  of  various  kinds,  will,  in  different 
minds,  produce  fimilar  efFe(fi:s.  From  this  difmal  malady,  which  he  "  did  not  then  know  how  to 
manage,''  he  never  afterwards  was  perfectly  relieved  ;  and  all  his  labours,  and  all  his  employments, 
were  but  temporary  interruptions  of  its  baleful  influence. 

In  the  hiftory  of  his  mind,  his  religious  progrefs  is  an  important  article.  He  had  been  early  in- 
ftruifted  in  the  dodlrines  of  the  church  of  England,  by  his  mother,  who  continued  her  pious  care  with 
afllduity,  but  in  his  opinion,  not  with  judgment.  "  Sunday"  faid  he  "was  a  heavy  day  to  me  when 
I  was  a  boy.  My  mother  confined  me  on  Sundays,  and  made  me  read  "  The  Whole  Duty  of  Man,** 
from  a  great  pan  of  which  I  could  derive  no  inftrui5tion.  When,  for  inftance,  I  read  the  chapter  on 
Ihefr,  which,  from  iufancy,  I  had  been  taught  was  '.vrong,  I  was  no  more  convinced  that  tlicft  waa 
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wrong  than  before  ;  fo  there  was  no  acceffion  of  knowledge.  A  boy  fliould  be  introduced  to  fuch 
books  by  having  his  attention  diredled  to  the  arrangement,  to  the  ftyle,  and  other  excellencies  of  com- 
pofition,  that  the  naind  being  thus  engaged  by  an  amufing  variety  of  objeds,  may  not  grow  weary." 

He  communicated  to  Mr.  Bofwell  the  following  account  of  "  the  firft  occafion  of  his  thinking  in 
carneft  of  religion."  I  fell  into  an  inattention  to  religion,  or  an  indifference  about  it,  in  my  ninth 
year.  The  church  at  Litchfield,  in  which  we  had  a  feat,  wanted  reparation :  fo  I  was  to  go  and 
find  a  feat  in  other  churches ;  and  having  bad  eyes,  and  being  awkward  about  this,  I  ufed  to  go  and 
read  in  the  fields  on  Sunday.  This  habit  continued  till  my  fourteenth  year,  and  ftill  I  find  a  great 
reludlance  to  go  to  church.  I  then  became  a  fort  of  lax  talker  againfl:  religion,  for  I  did  not  much 
think  about  it ;  and  this  lafted  till  I  went  to  Oxford,  where  it  would  not  he/uff'ered.  When  at  Oxford, 
I  took  up  Law's  "  Serious  Call  to  the  Unconverted,"  expe<fling  to  find  it  a  dull  book  (as  fuch  books 
generally  are),  and  perhaps  to  laugh  at  it.  But  I  found  Law  quite  an  over-match  for  me  ;  and  this 
was  the  firft  occafion  of  my  thinking  in  earneft  of  religion,  after  I  became  capable  of  rational  in- 
quiry." 

Serious  imprefTIons  of  religion,  from  particular  incidents,  it  is  certain  have  been  experienced  by 
many  pious  perfons;  though  it  muft  be  acknowledged,  that  weak  minds,  from  an  erroneous  fuppofi- 
tion,  that  no  man  is  in  a  ftate  of  grace,  who  has  not  felt  a  particular  converfion,  have,  in  fome 
cafes,  brought  a  degree  of  ridicule  upon  them  ;  a  ridicule  of  which  it  is  inconfiderate  or  unfair  to 
make  a  general  application.  How  ferioufly  Johnfon  was  imprefled  with  a  fenfe  of  religion,  from 
this  time  forward,  appears  from  the  whole  tenor  of  his  life  and  writings.  Religion  was  the  predo- 
minant obje(5l  of  his  thoughts ;  though  he  feems  not  to  have  attained  all  the  tranquillity  and  aflur- 
ance  in.  his  pradlice  of  its  duties  that  are  fo  earneftly  to  be  defired.  His  fentiments,  upon  points  of 
abftradl  virtue  and  re(flitude,  were  in  the  higheft  degree  elevated  and  generous,  but  he  was  un- 
fortunate enough  to  have  the  fublimity  of  his  mind  degraded  by  the  hypochondriacal  propenfities  of 
Lis  animal  conflitution.  The  ferenity,  the  independence,  and  the  exultation  of  religion,  were  fenti- 
ments to  which  he  was  a  ftrauger.  He  faw  the  Almighty  in  a  different  light  from  what  he  is 
reprefented  in  the  purer  page  of  the  gofpel ;  and  he  trembled  in  the  prefence  of  Infinite  Goodnefs. 
Thofe  tenets  of  the  church  of  England,  which  are  moft  nearly  allied  to  Calvinifm,  were  congenial 
to  his  general  feelings,  and  they  made  an  early  imprefiion,  which  habits  confirmed,  and  which  reafon, 
if  ever  exerted,  could  not  efface.  At  the  latter  part  of  his  life  thefe  tsrrors  I»d  a  confiderable 
effe(5l;  nor  was  their  influence  loft,  till  difeafe  had  weakened  his  powers,  and  blunted  his  feelings. 

The  year  following,  1730,  Mr.  Corbet  left  the  univerfity,  and  his  father,  to  whom,  according  to 
Sir  John  Hawkins,  he  trufted  for  fupport,  declined  contributing  any  farther  to  Johnfon's  mainte- 
nance, than  paying  for  his  Commons.  His  father's  bufinefs  was  by  no  means  lucrative.  His  re- 
mittances, confcquently,  were  too  fmall  even  to  i'upply  the  decencies  of  external  appearance  ;  and  the 
very  fhoes  that  he  wore  were  fo  much  torn,  that  they  could  no  longer  conceal  his  feet.  So  jealous, 
however,  was  he  of  appearing  an  obje<fl  of  eleemofynary  contribution,  that  a  new  pair  having  been 
placed  at  his  door,  by  fome  unknown  hand,  he  flung  them  away  with  indignation.  • 

While  thus  oppreffed  by  want,  he  feems  to  have  yielded  to  that  indifference  to  fame  and  im- 
provement, which  is  the  offspring  of  dcfpair.  "  He  was  generally  feen,"  fays  Dr.  Percy,  "  loung- 
ing at  the  college  gate,  with  a  circle  of  young  ftudents  round  him,  whom  he  was  entertaining 
with  wit,  and  keeping  from  their  ftudies,  if  not  fpiriting  them  up  to  rebellion  againft  the  college 
difcipline,  which  in  his  maturer  years,  he  fo  much  extolled."  The  account  of  his  condmfl  given 
by  Ur.  Adams,  who  was  at  Icaft  his  nominal  tutor  for  fome  time  before  he  quitted  the  college,  is 
more  favourable  to  his  happinefs,  but  is  lefs  true.  "  Johnfon,"  fays  he,  "  while  he  was  at  Pern-  ' 
broke  College,  was  carefled  and  loved  by  all  about  him  ;  he  was  a  gay  and  frollcfome  fellow,  and 
paffed  there  the  happieft  part  of  his  life."  But  his  own  comment  upon  this  opinion,  when  men- 
tioned to  him  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  fliows  how  fallacious  it  is  to  eftimate  human  happinefs  by  external 
appearances :  "  Ah  Sir,  I  was  mad  and  violent.  It  was  bitternefs  which  they  miftook  for  frolic. 
I  was  miferably  poor,  and  I  tliought  to  fight  my  way  by  my  literature  and  my  uit  ;  fo  I  difregarded 
|»1I  power  and  all  authority."' 
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He  ftruggled  for  another  year  in  this  unequal  conflicl,  and  proiefled  a  defire  to  pra(ftife  either 
the  Civil  or  the  Common  Law  ;  but  his  debts  in  college  incrciifing,  and  his  I'canty  remiuances  from 
Litchfield,  which  had  all  along  been  made  with  great  diiEculty,  being  dlfcoiitlniied,  his  father 
having  laiien  into  a  rtate  of  inlulvcncy,  he  was  com|>clled,  by  irrefiltible  neceflity,  to  relintiuilh  his 
fci-eme,  and  lelt  the  college  in  autumn  1731,  without  a  degree,  having  been  a  member  of  it  littte 
more  than  three  years.  This  was  a  circuniitance,  which,  in  the  lubfequent  part  of  his  life,  he  had 
cccafion  to  regret,  as  the  want  of  it  was  an  obilacle  to  his  obtaining  a  lettlenient,  whence  he  might 
have  derived  that  fubfiilence,  of  which  he  was  certain  by  no  other  means. 

From  the  univcrfity  he  neturned  to  his  native  city,  deftitutC;  and  not  knowing  how  he  fliould 
gain  even  a  decent  livelihood.  But  he  was  fo  far  fortunate,  that  the  refpedlable  charadk-r  of  his 
parents,  and  his  own  merit,  fecured.  him  ii  kind  reception  in  the  bell  families  of  Litchfield.  Mr. 
Gilbert  VValmfley,  Regider  of  the  Prerop,ative  Court  at  Litchfield,  "  was  one  of  the  firft  friends 
that  literature  procured"  him  ;  and  he  pafied  much  time  in  the  families  of  Mr.  Howard,  and  Dr. 
Swinfen,  Mr.  Simpfon,  Mr.  Levctt,  and  Captain  Garrick,  father  of  the  great  ornament  of  the  Bri, 
xirti  ftage.  He  has  drawn  the  charader  of  Mr.  Walnifl..'y  in  his  "  Life  of  Smith,"  in  the  glowing 
colours  of  gratitude,  intermingled  with  the  dark  hues  of  political  prejudice.  In  his  abhorrence  of 
whiggifm,  he  has  imputed  to  his  friend  and  benjfaclor,  "  all  the  virulence  and  malevolence  of  his 
party."  Yet  Mr.  WalmQey,  whofe  real  charadter  is  a  noble  one,  loved  Johnfon  enough  to  endure 
in  him  the  principles  he  defpifed. 

In  the  circles  of  Litchfield,  he  was  frequently  in  the  company  of  ladies,  particularly  at  Mr. 
Walmfley's,  whofe  wife  «nd  fifter-in-law,  of  the  name  of  Afton,  and  the  daughters  of  a  Baronet, 
were  remarkable  for  elegance  and  good  breeding.  Of  Mils  Molly  Aflon,  who  was  afterwards  mar- 
ried to  Captain  Erodio  of  the  Navy,  he  ufed  to  fpeak  with  the  warmeft  admiraiion.  "  Molly," 
(laid  he,")  "  was  a  beauty  and  a  fcholar,  a  wit  and  a  whig,  and  flic  talked  all  in  praifc  of  liberty^ 
and  fo  I  made  this  epigram  upon  her.     She  was  the  lovelicft  creature  I  ever  faw  1 

Liber  ut  efle  velim,  fuafifti,  pulchra  Maria, 
Ut  maiieara  liber  ;  pulchra  Maria,  vale." 

Of  tlis  epigram,  Mrs.   Piozzi,  and  Mr,   Joddrel,   aiul  Mr.  Eofwell,  among  others,  have  ofrered 
tranHations.     The  following  verfion  is  given  by  Mr.  Bofvvell : 

Adieu  Maria  I   fince  you'd  have  me  free : 
For  who  beholds  thy  charms,  a  Have  muft  b?. 

In  December  1731  his  father  died,  in  the  79th  year  of  his  age,  in  very  narrow  circumftances ;  for, 
after  providing  for  his  mother,  that  portion  of  the  elTcds  v.-hich  fell  to  his  fhare  .-.mounted  only  to 
twenty  pounds. 

In  the  forlorn  ftate  of  his  cij-cumftances,  he  accepted  the  employment  of  uflier  in  the  fchool  of 
Market-Bofvvorth  ir.  Leicefterfliire,  to  which  he  went  on  foot,  Juiy  16.  173^.  He  refided  in  the 
houi'c  of  Sir  WcoLlon  Dixie,  the  patron  of  the  fcbool,  to  whom  he  otHciated  as  a  kind  of  domeftic 
chaplain;  and  who  treated  him  with  intolerable  harfnnefs.  His  employment  was  irkfome  to  hina 
in  every  refpecT: ;  and  after  futTering  for  a  few  months,  what  Mr.  Bofwell  terms  "  complicated 
rnifery,"  he  relinquiflied  a  fituation  which  he  ever  afterwards  remembered  with  a  degree  of  horror. 

Being  now  again  totally  unoccupied,  he  was  invited  by  Mr.  Heftor  to  pafs  fome  time  with  hira 
at  Birmingham,  as  his  gueft,  at  the  houfe  of  Mr.  Warren,  with  whom  be  lodged.  Mr.  Warren  wat 
the  fird  eftabliflied  bockfeller  in  Birmingham,  and  was  very  attentive  to  Johnfon,  and  obtained  the 
affiftance  of  his  pen,  in  furnifliing  fome  periodical  ellays  in  a  nevvfpaperof  which  he  was  proprietor. 

In  June  1733,  he  refided  in  the  houfe  of  a  perfon  named  Jarvis,  in  another  p?.rt  of  the  town,  where 
he  tranflated  and  abridged,  from  the  French  of  the  Abbe  Le  Grand,  a  Voyage  to  Abyjjima,  written  ori- 
ginally by  Jerome  Lobo,  a  Portuguefe  Jefuit.  For  this  work,  which  was  printed  in  Birmingham,  and 
publiflied  by  Bettefworth  and  Hitch  of  Patcr-nolter  Row,  London,  Svo,  1735,  but  without  the  tranfla- 
tor's  name,  he  had  from  Mr.  Warren  only  five  guineas.  It  is  the  firrt  profe  work  of  Johnfon  ;  but  it 
exhibits  no  fpecimen  of  elegance ;  neither  is  it  marked  by  any  charadter  of  «yle,  which  wouJd  lead  to  V 
difcovery  of  the  tranflator,  from  an  acquaintance  with  his  latter  produdlions.  It  has,  howrever,  been 
j  juftly  remarked  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  that  the  Preface  and  Dedication  contain  ftrong  and  not  unfavour/ 
able  fpecimens  of  that  ftyle  of  thougl^  and  manner  of  «xpr  jffion,  which  he  afterwards  adojt«d,- 
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In  February  1734.  he  returned  to  Litchfield,  and  in  Auguft  following,  published  propofals  for 
printing  by  fubfcription  an  edition  of  the  Latin  poems  of  Politian,  Angeli  Politiani  Ptemata  Latina, 
quibiis  notas,  cum  hijloria  Latinx  poefeos,  a  Petmrchce  avo  ad  Politiani  tempora  deduBa  et  'vitm 
Tolitiani  fujius  quam  ante  hae  enarrata,  addidit  Sam.  Johnsok;  the  work  to  be  printed  in 
thirty  tyo  flieet!,  price  5  s.  "  fubfcriptions  taken  in  by  the  editor,  or  N.  Johnfon,  bookfeller  of 
Litchfield,"  his  brother,  who  had  taken  up  his  father's  trade.  For  want  of  encouragement,  the 
work  never  appeared,  and  probably  never  was  executed. 

We  find  him  again  this  year  at  Birmingham  ;  and  in  order  to  procure  fome  little  fubfiftence  by 
Iiis  pen,  he  addrefled  a  letter,  under  the  name  of  S.  Smith,  to  Mr.  Edward  Cave,  the  proprietor  of 
the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  November  25.  1734,  in  which  he  propofed,  "  on  reafonable  terms, 
ibmetimes  to  fupply  him  with  poems,  infcriptions,  Sec.  never  printed  before,  and  Qiort  literary 
differtations  in  Latin  or  Euglifh,  critical  remarks  on  authors,  ancient  or  modern,  forgotten  poems 
that  deferve  revival,  loofe  pieces,  like  Floyer's,  worth  preferving."  To  this  letter  Mr.  Cave  re- 
turned an  anfwer,  dated  December  2.  1734;  but  it  does  not  appear  that  any  thing  was  done  in 
confequence  of  it. 

He  had,  from  his  infancy,  been  fenfible  to  the  influence  of  female  charms.  When  at  Stourbridge 
fchool  he  was  much  enamoured  of  Olivia  Lloyd,  a  young  C)uaker,  to  whom  he  wrote  a  copy  of 
-irerfes ;  he  conceived  a  tender  paffion  for  Lucy  Porter,  whofe  mother  he  afterwards  married,  and 
■whom  he  had  frequent  opportunities  of  feeing  at  the  houfe  of  Mr.  Hunter  of  Litchfield,  whofe  fe- 
irond  wife  was  her  aunt.  He  addrefled  to  her,  as  (he  herfelf  informed  Mifs  Seward,  "  when  he  was 
a  lad,"  the  •verjes  to  a  Lady,  on  her  prefentirtg  the  author  ivith  a /prig  e/  myrtle  ;  which  Mr. 
Heftor  fays  were  written  at  his  requeft,  in  1731,  for  his  friend  Mr.  Morgan  Graves;  but  the  two 
accounts  are  not  irreconcileable,  for  he  might  give  them  to  Mr.  He<flor,  without  thinking  it  ma- 
terial to  mention  their  pre-exiftence. 

His  juvenile  attachments  to  the  fair  fex  were,  however,  very  tranfient,  and  he  never  had  a  criminal 
connedtion.  In  1 735,  he  became  the  fervent  admirer  of  ftlrs.  Porter,  widow  of  Mr.  Henry  Porter,  mercer 
in  Birmingham,  to  whofe  family  he  had  probably  been  introduced  by  his  filter  Mrs.  Hunter  of  Litchfield, 
or  through  his  acquaintance  with  Jarvis,  who  might  be  a  relation  of  Mrs.  Porter,  whofe  maiden  name 
■was  Jarvis.  "  It  was,"  he  faid,  "  a  love  match  on  both  fides,"  and  judging  from  the  defcription  of 
their  perfons,  we  muft  fuppofe  that  the  paflion  was  not  infpired  by  the  beauties  of  form,  or  graces 
of  manner,  but  by  a  mutual  admiration  of  each  others  mind.  Johnfon's  appearance  is  defcribed  as 
being  very  forbidding  :  "  He  was  then  lean  and  lank,  fo  that  his  immenle  ftrucSure  of  bones  was 
iideoufly  ftriking  to  the  eye,  and  the  fears  of  the  fcrophula  were  deeply  vlfible.  He  alfo  wore  hii 
hair,  which  was  ftraight  and  ftiff",  and  feparated  behind  ;  and  he  ofuen  had  feemingly  convulfive 
ilarts  and  odd  gefticulatlons,  which  tended  at  once  to  excite  furprife  and  ridicule."  Mrs.  Porter 
■was  double  the  age  of  Johnfon,  and  her  perfon  and  manner,  as  defcribed  by  Garrick,  were  by  no 
jneans  pleaflng  to  others.  "  She  was  very  fat,  with  a  bofom  of  more  than  ordinary  protuberance- 
Her  fwelled  cheeks  were  of  a  florid  red,  produced  by  thick  painting,  and  increafed  by  the  liberal 
Bfe  of  cordials,  flaring  and  fantaftic  in  her  drefs,  and  affe<Sled  both  in  her  fpeech  and  in  h«r 
general  behaviour." 

It  is  to  be  obferved,  however,  that  whatever  her  real  charms  may  have  been,  Johnfon  thought 
her  beautiful,  for  in  her  Epitaph  he  has  recorded  her  as  fuch  ;  and  in  his  Prayers  and  MeditatiofU, 
we  find  very  remarkable  evidence  that  his  regard  and  fondnefs  for  her  never  ceafed,  even  after  death. 

The  marriage  ceremony  was  performed,  July  9th,  at  Derby,  for  which  place  the  bride  and 
bridegroom  fet  out  on  horfeback ;  and  it  muft  be  allowed  that  the  capricious  and  fantaftic  beha- 
viour of  the  bride,  during  the  journey  to  church,  upon  the  nuptial  morn,  as  related  by  Mr.  Bofwell, 
was  a  Angular  beginning  of  connubial  felicity. 

She  was  worth  about  Scol.,  which,  to  a  perfon  in  Johnfon's  circumftances,  made  it  a  defirable 
Irtiatch.  To  turn  this  fum  to  the  beft  advantage,  he  hired  a  large  houfe  at  Edial,  near  Litchfield, 
and  fet  up  a  private  claffical  academy,  in  which  he  was  encouraged  by  his  friend  Mr.  Walmfley. 
In  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine''  for  1736,  there  is  the  following  "  Advertisement— At  Edial, 
near  Litchfield,  in  Staflfordfliire,  young  gentlemen  are  boarded  and  taught  the  Latin  and  Greek 
languages,  by  SAMUfil.  Johnson,"    The  plan,  notwithftaading,  proved  abortive.    The  only  pupils 
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that  were  put  under  his  care,  were  Garrick,  and  liis  brother  George,  and  a  Mr.  Offely,  a  young 
gentleman  of  a  good  forrune,  who  died  early. 

About  this  time  we  find  him  diligently  employed  on  his  Irene,  a  tragedy,  with  which  Mr. 
Walmfley  was  fo  -.veil  pleafed  that  he  adviled  him  to  proceed  with  it.  It  is  founded  upon  a  padage 
in  Knolles's  "  Hiftory  of  the  Turks,"  a  book  which  he  afterwards  highly  praifed  and  recommended 
in  the  Rambler. 

Difappointed  in  his  expedlation  of  deriving  fubfiftence  from  the  eftablifhment  of  a  boarding- 
fchool,  he  now  thought  of  trying  his  fortune  in  London,  the  great  field  of  genius  and  exertion, 
where  talents  of  every  kind  have  the  fulleft  fcope,  and  the  higheft  encouragement. 

On  the  id  of  March  17^7,  being  the  aSth  year  of  his  age,  he  fet  out  for  London,  and  it  is  a 
meraorable  circumftance,  that  his  pupil  Garrick  went  thither  at  the  fame  time,  with  intention  to 
complete  his  education,  and  follow  the  profeflion  of  the  law.  They  were  recommended  to  Mr. 
Colfon,  mailer  of  the  mathematical  fchool  at  Rochefter,  by  a  letter  from  Mr.  Walmfley,  who 
mentions  the  joint  expedition  of  thefe  two  eminent  men  to  the  metropolis,  in  the  following  manner  : 

"  This  young  gentleman,  and  another  neighliour  of  mine,  one  Mr.  Samuel  Johnfon,  fet  out  this 
morning  for  London  together.  Davy  Garrick  is  to  be  with  you  early  the  next  week,  and  Mr. 
Johnfon,  to  try  his  fate  with  a  tragedy,  and  to  fee  to  get  liimfelf  employed  in  fome  tranflation, 
either  from  the  Latin  or  the  French,  Johnfon  is  a  very  good  fcholar  and  poet,  and  I  have  great 
hopes  will  turn  out  a  fine  tragedy  writer." 

How  he  employed  himfelf  upon  his  ftrft  coming  to  London,  is  not  certainly  known.  His  firft 
lodgings  were  at  the  houfe  of  Mr.  Norris  a  Haymaker  in  Exeter-Street,  in  the  Strand.  Here  he 
found  It  necciTary  to  praAife  the  mod  rigid  economy  ;  and  his  Ofellus  in  the  Art  of  Living  in 
London,  is  a  real  chara<n:er  of  an  Irifh  painter,  who  initiated  him  in  the  art  of  living  cheaply  in 
London. 

Soon  after  his  arrival  in  London,  he  renewed  his  acquaintance  with  Mr.  Henry  Hervey,  one  of 
the  branches  of  the  Briftol  family,  whom  he  had  known  when  he  was  quartered  at  Litchfield  as 
an  officer  of  the  army.  At  his  houfe  he  was  entertained  with  a  kindnefs  and  hofpitality  of  which 
he  ever  afterwards  retained  a  warm  rememorance.  Not  very  long  before  his  death,  he  defcribed 
this  early  friend  *'  Harry  Hervey,"  thus ;  "  he  was  a  vicioui  man,  but  very  kind  to  me.  If  you 
«all  a  dog  Hervey,  I  fliall  love  him." 

He  had  now  written  three  a6ls  of  his  Irene;  and  he  retired  for  fome  time  to  lodgings  at 
Greenwich,  where  he  proceeded  in  it  fomewhat  farther,  and  ufed  to  compofe  walking  in  the  fark ; 
kut  he  did  not  ftay  long  enough  in  that  place  to  finifli  it. 

At  this  period,  he  wifiied  to  engage  more  clofely  with  Mr.  Cave,  and  propofed  to  him,  in 
a  letter  dated  Greenwich,  July  12.  1737,  to  undertake  a  tranflation  of  Father  Paul  Sarpi's  "  Hif- 
tory of  the  Council  of  Trent,"  from  the  French  edition  of  Dr.  Le  Courayer.  His  propoial  was  ac« 
«epted  ;  but  it  fhould  feem  from  this  letter,  though  fubfcribcd  with  his  own  name,  that  he  had 
not  yet  been  introduced  to  Mr.  Cave. 

In  the  courfe  of  the  fummer,  he  returned  to  Litchfield,  where  he  had  left  his  wife  ;  and  there  he 
at  laft  finifhed  his  tragedy;  which  was  not  executed  with  his  rapidity  of  compofition  upon  other  oc- 
cafions,  but  was  flowly  and  painfully  elaborated.  The  original  unformed  (ketch  of  this  tragedy, 
partly  in  the  raw  materials  of  profe,  and  partly  worked  up  in  verfe,  in  his  own  hand-writing,  is 
preferved  in  the  King's  Library. 

In  three  months  after,  he  removed  to  London  with  his  wife;  but  her  daughter,  who  had  lived 
with  them  at  Edial,  was  left  with  her  relations  in  the  country.  His  lodgings  were  for  fome  time 
in  Woodftock-Street,  near  Hanuver-Square,  and  afterwards  in  Caftle-Strect,  near  Cavcndilh-Square. 
His  tragedy  being,  as  he  thought,  completely  finiflied,  and  fit  for  the  ftage,  he  folicited  Mr.  Fleet- 
wood, the  manager  of  Drury-Lane  Theatre,  to  have  it  adled  at  his  houfe  ;  but  Mr.  Fleetwood 
would  not  accept  it. 

Upon  his  coming  to  London,  he  was  inlifted  by  Mr.  Cave,  as  a  regular  coadjutor  in  his  magazine, 
which,  for  many  years,  was  his  principal  refource  for  employment  and  fupport.  A  confiderabic 
period  of  his  life  is  loft  in  faying  that  he   was  tho  hireling  of  Mr.  Cave.     The  narrative  is  little 
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diverfified  by  the  enumeration  of  his  contributions.  But  the  publications  of  a  writer,  like  iUe 
battles  and  fieges  of  a  general,  are  the  circumftanres  which  miift  fix  the  feveral  eras  of  his  life. 
In  this  part  of  the  narrative,  the  pieces  acknowledged  by  Johnfon  to  be  of  his  writing,  are  printed 
in  Italics,  and  thofe  which  are  afcribed  to  him  upon  good  authority,  or  internal  evidence,  are  di- 
ftinguiflied  by  inverted  commas. 

His  firft  performance  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  was  a  Latin  Ode,  Jd  UibafWTn,in  MarcK 
1738,  a  tranfiation  of  which,  by  an  unkno^vn  correfpondent,  appeared  in  the  Magazine  for  May 
folio  wings 

At  this  period,  the  misfortunes  and  mifccmdndi  of  Savage  had  reduced  him  to  the  lowed  ftate  of 
•w,'retchednefj  as  a  writer  for  bread ;  and  his  viGts  at  St,  John's  Gate,  where  the  *'  Gentleman's 
Magazine"  was  originally  printed,  naturally  brought  Johnfon  and  him  together.  Johnfon  com- 
jnenced  an  intimacy  with  this  extraordinary  man.  Both  had  great  parts,  and  they  were  equally 
under  the  preffure  of  want.     They  had  a  fellow-feeling,  and  fympathy  united  them  clofer. 

It  is  melancholy  to  refleft,  that  Johnfon  and  Savage  were  fometimes  in  fuch  extreme  indigence, 
that  they  could  not  pay  for  a  lodging,  fo  th^t  they  have  wandered  together  vs^hole  nights  in  the  ftreets. 
Yet  as  Savage  had  feen  life  in  all  its  varieties,  and  been  much  in  the  company  of  the  ftatefmen  and 
■wits  of  his  time,  we  may  fuppofe,  in  thefe  fcenes  of  diftrefs,  that  he  communicated  to  Johnfon  an 
abundant  fupply  of  fuch  materials  as  his  philofophical  curiofity  moft  eagerly  defired,  and  mei>- 
tioned  many  of  the  anecdotes  with  vvhich  he  afcervi'ards  enriched  the  life  of  his  unhappy  companion. 

He  mentioned  to  Sir  Jofliua  P.eynolds,  that  one  night  in  particular,  when  Savage  and  he  walked 
xound  St.  James's  Square,  for  v^'ant  of  a  lodging,  they  were  not  at  all  deprefled  by  their  fituatiorj, 
but  in  high  fpirits,  and  brimful  of  patriotifm,  travcrfed  the  Square  for  feveral  hours,  inveighed  a- 
gainft  the  nsinifler,  and  "  refolved  they  \vo\x\A^and  by  their  country^ 

Sir  John  Hawkins  fuppofes  that  "  Johnfon  was  captivated  by  the  addrefs  and  demeanour  of  Sa-^ 
vap'e,  who,  as  to  his  exterior,  was  to  a  remarkable  degree  accompliflied  ;  he  was  a  handfome  well- 
made  man,  and  very  courteous  in  the  modes  of  falutation."  He  took  off  his  hat,  he  tells  us,  with  a 
good  air,  made  a  graceful  bow,  and  was  a  good  fwordfman.  "  Thefe  accomplifliments,"  he  adds, 
"  and  the  eafe  and  pleafantry  of  his  converfation,  were  probably  the  charms  that  wrought  on 
johnfon,  who  at  this  time  had  not  been  acuftoraed  to  the  converfation  of  gentlemen.''  But  if,  ac- 
cording to  his  biographer's  notion,  he  "  never  law  the  charms  of  his  wife,"  how  fhould  he  perceive 
the  graces  of  Savage  ? 

Johnfon,  indeed,  defcrjbes  him  as  having-  "  a  graceful  and  manly  deportment,  a  folemn  dignity 
of  mien,  but  which,  upon  a  nearer  acquaintance,  fnftened  into  an  engaging  eafinefs  of  manners.' 
How  highly  he  admired  him  for  that  knowledge,  which  he  himfelf  fo  much  cultivated,  and  what 
kindnefs  he  entertained  for  him,  appears  in  the  following  verfes  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  fear 
April  173S. 

Ad  R.ICARDUM  Savagk  Arm.  humani  generis  amatorem ; 
Humani  ftudium  generic  cui  peiflore  fervet, 
O  !  colat  humanum  te  foveatque  genus ! 

About  this  time  he  became  acquainted  \\\t\\  ML^s  Elizabeth  Carter,  the  learned  tranflatOT  of 
"  Epi<n:etus,"  to  whom  he  paid  a  friendly  attention,  and  in  the  fame  Magazine  complimented  her 
in  An  JEnigma  to  Eli^a,  both  in  Greek  and  Latin.  He  writes  Mr.  Cave,  "  I  think  flie  ought  to  be 
celebrated  in  as  m.any  different  languages  as  Lewis  le  Grand."  His  verfes  to  a  Lady,  (Mifs  Molly 
Alton)  nvhofpoke  in  defence  of  liberty,  firft  appeared  in  the  fame  Magazine. 

In  May  173S,  he  publiflied  his  London,  a  Foem,  written  in  imitation  of  the  3d  fatire  of  Juvenal. 
It  has  been  generally  faid,  that  he  offered  it  to  feveral  bonkfellers,  none  of  whom  would  purchaft 
it.  Mr.  Cave,  at  laft,  communicated  it  to  Dodfley,  who  had  tafte  enough  to  perceive  its  uncommo* 
fnerit,  and  thought  it  "  creditable  to  be  concerned  with  it.''  Dodfley  gave  him  10 1.  for  the  copf.i 
It  is  remarkable,  that  it  came  out  on  the  fame  morning  with  Pope's  fatire,  intitled,  "  xy^S," 
One  of  its  warmeft  patrons  was  General  Oglethorpe.  Pope  alfo  was  fo  ftruck  with  its  merit,  that 
he  fought  to  difcover  the  author,  and  prophefied  his  future  fame.  "  He  will,"  faid  he  "  foon  be 
detent,"  and  it  appears  from  his  tiote  to  Lord  Cower,  he  hinrfelf  was  fuccefsful  in  his  in^uirie*. 
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To  '*  a  fliort  extraifl  from  London,^^  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  for  May,  is  added,  "  Become 
remarkable  for  having  got  to  the  fecond  edition  in  the  fpace  of  a  week."  This  admirable  poem 
laid  the  firfl  foundation  of  his  fame.  Sir  John  Hawkins  obferves,  that  in  this  poem  he  has  adpoted 
the  vulgar  topic  of  the  time,  to  gratify  the  malevolence  of  the  Tory  fa(ftion;  and  Mr.  Bofvvell  can- 
didly allows,  that  "  the  flame  of  patriotifm  and  zeal  for  popular  refiftance  with  which  it  is  fraught, 
had  nojuft  caufe."  It  contai.is  the  mod  fpirited  invcclives  againil  tyranny  and  oppreffion,  the 
warmeft  predilection  for  his  own  country,  and  the  purelt  love  of  virtue,  interfperfcd  with  traits 
of  his  own  particular  charadler  and  fituation.  He  heated  kis  mind  with  the  ardour  of  Juvenal, 
and  he  wrote  with  the  fpirit  and  energy  of  a  hue  poet,  and  a  fliarp  critic  of  the  times.  Boileau 
Lad  imitated  the  fame  fatire  with  great  fuccefs,  applying  it  to  Paris ;  but  an  attentive  comparifon 
will  fatisfy  every  reader  that  he  is  much  excelled  by  Johnfon.  Oldham  had  alfo  imitated  it,  and 
applied  it  to  London  ;~but  there  is  fcarcely  any  coincidence  between  the  two  performances,  though 
upan  the  very  fame  fubjedl. 

In  the  courfe  of  his  engagement  with  Mr.  Cave,  he  compofed  the  Debates  in  the  Senate  of  Magna 
Lilliputia,  the  firft  number  of  which  appeared  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  June  1738, 
fometimes  with  feigned  names  of  the  feveral  fpeeches,  fometimes  with  denominations  formed  of 
the  letters  of  their  real  names,  fo  that  they  might  be  eaiily  decyphered.  Parliament  then  kept  the 
prefs  in  a  kind  of  myfcerious'awe,  which  made  it  necefPary  to  have  recourfe  to  fuch  devices.  The 
debates  for  fome  time  were  brought  home  and  digefced  by  Guthrie,  and  afterwards  fent  by  Mr. 
Cave  to  Johnfon  for  his  revifiou.  When  Guthrie  had  attained  to  a  greater  variety  of  employment, 
and  the  fpeeches  were  more  and  more  enriched  by  the  acceffiou  of  Johnfon's  genius,  it  was  refolved 
that  he  fhould  do  the  whole  himfelf,  from  notes  furniflied  by  perfons  employed  to  attend  in  both 
Loufes  of  Parliament.  Kis  fole  compofition  of  them  began  November  19.  1740,  and  ended  Fe- 
bruary-23.  1741-3.  From  that  time  they  were  written  by  Hawkefwarth  to  the  year  1760.  John- 
fon acknowledged  the  debates  to  be  fpurious,  long  after  tlie  world  had  confidered  them  as  genuine  ; 
and  fome  days  previous  to  his  death,  declared,  that  of  all  his  writings  they  gave  him  the  moft  un« 
cafinefs.  The  deceit,  liowevtr,  could  not  be  very  pernicious,  in  the  efiedts  of  which  fo  many  per- 
fons were  involved.  Is^either  are  they  fo  completely  his  own  compofition  as  is  generally  fuppofed. 
That  notes  of  the  fpeeches  were  taken  in  the  Houfes  of  Parliament,  and  given  to  him,  is  evident 
from  his  own  declarations.  And  it  does  not  appear  probable  that  Mr.  Cave,  who  was  ever  attentive 
to  the  improvement  of  his  Magazine,  fhould  be  more  negligent  in  procuring  notes  as  accurate  as  he 
could,  during  the  time  when  Johnfon  executed  this  department,  than  when  it  was  in  the  hands  of 
Guthrie.  It  feems  at  leaft  moft  likely,  therefore,  th.it  the  language  and  illuftrations  are  Johnfon's 
own,  but  that  the  arguments  and  general  arrangements  were  taken  from  the  feveral  fpeeches 
fpoken  in  either  houfe. 

The  trade  of  writing  was,  however,  fo  little  profitable,  that  notwithftanding  the  fuccefs  of  his 
London,  he  wifhed  to  accept  an  ofTcr  made  to  him,  of  becoming  mafter  of  the  free  fchool  at  Ap- 
pleby in  Leicefterfhire  (Pope  fays  in  Shropfliire),  the  falary  of  which  was  fixty  pounds  a-year.  But 
the  ftatutes  of  the  fchool  required  that  he  fliould  be  a  Mafter  of  Arts,  and  it  was  then  thought  too 
great  a  favour  to  be  alked  cf  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford.  Pope,  without  any  knowledge  of  him,  but 
from  his  London,  recommended  him  to  Lord  Go^ver,  who,  by  a  letter  which  has  been  often  printed, 
to  a  friend  of  Swift,  dated  Trentham.  Augiift  i.  173S,  endeavoured  to  procure  him  a  degree  from 
Trinity-College,  Dublin.  This  expedient  faikd.  There  is  reafun  to  think  that  Swift  declined  to 
meddle  in  the  bulinefs ;  and  to  this  circumftar.ce  Johnfon's  known  diflikc  of  Swift  has  been  oftea 
imputed. 

He  made  one  other  effort  to  emancipate  himfcIf  from  the  drudgery  of  authorfhip,  by  endeavour- 
ing to  be  introduced  to  the  bar  at  Doctor's  Commons;  but  here  the  want  of  a   Dover's  degree  in 

I    Civil  Law,  was  alfo  an  unfurmountable  impediment. 

\       He  was,  therefore,  under  the  necefiity  of  perfevering  in  that  courfe  into  which  he  was  forced; 

,    and  we  find  him  profecuting  his  delign  of  tranflating  Father  Paul's   "   Hiflory  of  the  Council  of 

i    Tretit,'*  in  a  vols.  4to,  which  was  announced  in  the   "  Weekly  Mifcellany,"   Oclober  21.  173S. 

1  Twelve  fheets  of  this  tranflation  were  printed  off;  but  the  delign  was  dropped,  for  it  happened,  th^r 
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another  Samuel  Johnfon,  Librarian  of  St.  Martin's  in  the  Fields,  and  Curate  of  that  parini,  had 
engaged  in  the  fame  undertaking,  under  the  patronage  of  Dr.  Pearce ;  the  confequence  of  which 
was,  an  oppofition,  which  mutually  deftroyed  each  others  hopes  of  fiiccefs. 

In  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  of  this  year,  befides  the  pieces  already  mentioned,  he  gave  a 
Life  of  Father  Paul  in  the  November  Magazine,  and  wrote  the  "  Preface"  to  the  volume.  The  "  Apo- 
theofis  of  Milton,  a  Vifion,"  printed  in  the  Magazine  for  1738  and  1739,  given  to  him  by  Sir  John 
Hawkins,  was  the  produdlion  of  Guthrie.  The  Tranfiation  of  Cronfaz's  "  Examination  of  Pope's 
EiTay  on  Man,"  and  printed  by  Cave  in  November  1738,  has  been  afcribed  to  him;  but  Mifs Carter 
has  lately  acknowledged  that  {he  was  the  tranflator. 

In  1739,  befide  the  zSA^nze.\\.t  ^■i.vtx.o  x}n^  Debates  in  the  Senate  tf  Lilliput,  his  writings  in  the 
«'  Gentleman's  Magazine"  were.  The  Life  of  Boerbaave,  An  Appeal  to  the  Public  in  behalf  of  the  Editor, 
Verfes  to  Eliza,  a  Greek  Epigram  to  Br.  Birch,  and  "  Conliderations  on  the  cafe  of  Dr.  Trapp's  Ser- 
mons," reprinted  in  the  Magazine  for  July  1787. 

jThe  fame  year  he  joined  in  the  clamour  againft;  Walpole,  and  publifiied  his  famous  Jacobite  pamphlet, 
entitled,  Marmcr  Norfclcienje,  or  an  EJJ'ay  on  an  Ancient  Prophetical  infcription  in  Montijh  rhyme,  lately  dif- 
covered  near  Lynne,  in  Norfolk,  by  P?  obus  Britanriuus.  In  this  performance,  he  inveighs  againft  the  Brunf- 
wick  fucceflion,  and  the  meafures  of  Government  confequent  upon  it,  with  warm  anti-Hanoverian 
zeal.  The  Jacobite  principles  inculcated  by  it,  according  to  Sir  John  Hawkins,  aroufed  the  vigilance 
cf  the  Miniftr}'.  A  warrant  was  iffued,  and  meflengers  were  employed  to  apprehend  the  author,  who, 
it  feems,  was  known.  To  elude  his  purfuers,  he  retired  with  his  wife  to  Lambeth-marfli,  and  there 
lay  concealed  in  an  obfcure  lodging  till  the  fcent  grew  cold.  Mr.  Bofwcll  however  denies  that 
there  is  any  foundation  for  this  flory ;  for  that  Mr.  Steele,  one  of  the  late  fecretaries  of  the  Trea- 
fury,  had  directed  every  poflible  fearch  to  be  made  in  the  records  of  the  Treafury  and  Secretary  of 
State's  Office,  but  could  find  no  trace  of  any  warrant  having  been  iffued  to  apprehend  the  author 
of  this  pamphlet."  His  Marmor  Norfolcienfe  obtained  alfo  the  honour  of  Pope's  commendation,  as 
appears  from  the  following  note  concerning  Johnfon,  copied  with  minute  exadtnefs,  by  Mr.  Bofwellj 
from  the  original  in  the  poffcffion  of  Dr.  Percy. 

"  This  [Londdn"]  is  imitated  by  one  Johnfon,  who  put  in  for  a  public  fchool  in  Shroplhire,  but  was 
difappointed.  He  has  an  infirmity  of  the  convulfive  kind,  that  attacks  him  fometimcs,  fo  as  to 
make  him  a  fad  fpeiftacle.  Mr.  P.  from  the  merit  of  this  work,  which  was  all  the  knowledge  he 
had  of  him,  endeavoured  to  ferve  him  without  his  own  application;  and  wrote  to  my  Lord  Gower, 
but  he  did  not  fucceed  ;  Mr.  Johnfon  publiflied  afterwards  another  poem  in  Latin,  with  notes,  the 
whole  very  humorous,  called  the  Norfolk  Prophecy." 

In  the  fame  year  1739.  he  publifhed  A  complete  Vindication  of  the  Licet'fers  of  the  Stage,  from  the  ma- 
licious andfcandalous  afperficns  of  Mr.  Brooke,  author  of  Gujiavus  Vaja,  in  J^to.  This  was  an  ironical, 
but  a  very  proper  attack  upon  the  Lord  Chamberlain,  for  the  injuftifiable  fuppreffion  of  that  tragedy. 
Indeed  the  power  veiled  in  that  officer,  refpecSling  dramatic  pieces,  is  a  difgrace  to  a  free  country, 
and  ths  a6l  which  gave  him  that  power  ought  to  be  repealed.  To  jullify  the  rejedion  of  this  play, 
Sir  John  Hawkins  felecSs  a  few  pafiages,  not  one  of  which  would  give  umbrage  at  this  day. 

In  July  17?';,  a  fubfcription  was  completed  for  Savage,  who  was  to  retire  to  Swanfea,  and  he 
parted  with  the  fiompanioa  of  his  midnight  rambles,  never  to  fee  him  more.  This  feparation  was 
perhaps  a  real  advai'Jtage  to  Johnfon.  By  affociating  with  Savage,  who  was  habituated  to  the  licen- 
tioufnefs  and  diflipatioD  of  the  town,  Johnfon,  though  his  good  principles  remained  fleady,  did  not 
entirely  preferve  that  temperance  for  which  he  was  remarkable,  in  days  of  greater  fimplicity,  but  ■ 
was  imperceptibly  led  into  loine  indjlgences,  which  occafioned  much  dillrefs  to  his  virtuous  mind. 
It  is  faid  by  Sir  John  Hawkins,  that  during  his  connexion  with  Savage,  a  fhort  feparation  took  place 
between  Johnfon  and  his  wife.  They  were,  however,  foon  brouglit  together  again.  Johnfon  loTed 
her,  and  fhowed  his  affctfliixn  in  various  modes  of  gallantry,  which  Garrick  ufcd  to  mimic.  The 
affedation  of  fafliionable  airs  c^id  not  fit  cafy  on  Johnfon;  his  gallantry  was  received  by  the  wife 
with  the  flutter  of  a  coquete,and  i;oth,  v/e  may  believe,  expofed  themfelves  to  ridicule. 

In  X740,  he  contributed  to  the  "  (gentleman's  Magazine,"  the  «'  Preface,"  Lfe  of  Admiral  Blah, 
and  the  firft  parts  of  thofe  of  Sir  Frai:iJs  Drake,  and  of  Philip  Barettier,  both  which  he  finilhed  the 
year  after;  An  "  Effay  on  Epitaphs,"  arid  zn  Epitaph  on  Philips,  a  mujician,  which  was  afterward* 
publiflied,  with  feme  other  pieces  of  his  Mile  Wiiijams's  "  MifccUanies." 
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In  I74I,  he  wrote  for  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  the  "  Preface,"  conclufion  of  his  L'vft  of 
Drake  and  Barettier ;  "  A  free  tranflation  of  the  jefts  of  Hicroclcs,  with  an  Introdudlion,"  "  Debate 
on  the  Propofal  of  Parliament  to  Cromwell,  to  aiTume  the  title  of  King,  abridged,  methodized,  and 
digefted;"  "  tranflation  of  Abbe  Guyon'sDiflertation  on  the  Amazons;"  "  tranflation  of  Fontcnellc'i 
Panegyric  on  Dr.  Morin."  He,  this  year,  and  the  two  following,  wrote  the  Parliamentary  Debatet, 
The  eloquence,  the  force  of  argument,  and  the  fplcndour  of  language  difplayed  in  the  fevcral  fpeeches, 
arc  well  known,  and  univcrfally  admired.  To  one  who  praifed  his  impartiality,  obferving  that  he 
had  dealt  out  reafon  and  eloquence  with  an  equal  hand  to  both  parties,  "  That  is  not  quite  true.  Sir, 
faid  Johnfon,  I  faved  appearances  well  enough, but  I  took  care  that  the  Whig  dogs  fliould  not  have 
the  beft  of  it,"  They  have  been  colIe<5led  in  %  vols.  8vo,  1787,  and  recommended  to  the  notice  of 
parliamentary  fpcakcrs  as  orations  upon  queftions  of  public  importance,  by  a  "  Preface,"  written  by 
George  Chalmers,  Efq.  whofe  commercial  and  biographical  writings  are  well  known,  and  efteemed. 

In  I74Z,  he  wrote  for  the  "  Gendeman's  Magazine,'*  the  "  Preface;"  the  Parliamentary  Debates; 
EJfay  on  the  Account  of  the  Conduit  of  the  Ducbefs  of  Marlborough,  then  the  popular  topic  of  converfation  ; 
The  Life  of  Peter  Burman  ;  Additions  to  his  L'fe  of  Barettier ;  The  Life  of  Sydenham ,  afterwards  prefix- 
ed to  Swan's  edition  of  his  works ;  the  "  Foreign  Hiflory,"  for  December ;  "  Eflay  on  the  Defcrip. 
tion  of  China,  from  the  French  of  Du  Halde  ;"  PropofaUfor  printing  Blbliotheca  Harhcana,  or  a  Ca- 
talogue of  the  Library  of  the  Earl  of  Oxford.  It  was  afterwards  prefixed  to  the  firft  volume  of  the 
"  Catalogue,"  in  which  the  Latin  account  of  books  were  written  by  him.  He  was  employed  in 
this  buGnefs  by  Mr.  Thomas  Ofborne,  bookfeller  in  Gray's  Inn,  who  purchafed  the  library  for 
I3,oeol.  a  fum  which,  Mr.  Oldys  fays  in  one  of  his  manufcripts,  was  not  more  than  the  binding  of 
the  books  had  coft;  yet  the  flownefs  of  the  fale  was  fuch,  that  there  was  not  much  gained  by  it.  It 
has  been  confidently  related,  with  many  cmbellifhmcnts,  that  Johnfon  knocked  Ofborne  down  in  hi* 
fhop  with  a  folio,  and  put  his  foot  upon  his  neck.  Johnfon  himfclf  relates  it  difFtrently  to  Mr.  Bof- 
well.  "  Sir,  he  was  impertinent  to  me,  and  I  beat  him ;  but  it  was  not  in  his  /hop,  it  was  in  my 
own  chamber.  This  anecdote  has  been  often  told  to  prove  Johnfon's  ferocity ;  but  merit  cannot 
always  take  the  fpurns  of  the  unworthy  with  patience  and  a  forbearing  fpirit. 

He  wrote  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  1 743,  the  "  Preface  ;"  the  Parliamentary  Debatet 
for  January  and  February ;  "  Confiderations  on  the  Difpute  between  Cronfaz  and  Warburton,  on 
Pope's  EfTay  on  Man,"  in  which  he  defends  Cronfaz;  Ad  Lauram  pjrituram  Epigramma ;  A  Lilin 
tranflation  of  Pope's  -uer/.-s  en  his  Grotto  ;  an  exquifltely  beautiful  Ode  on  Fricndjhip  ;  and  an  "  Advertife- 
ment"  for  Ofborne,  concerning  the  Harleian  Catalogue. 

The  fame  year  he  wrote  for  his  fchool-fellow.  Dr.  James's  "  Medicinal  Dictionary,"  in  3  vols,  folio, 
the  Dedication  to  Dr.  Mead,  which  is  conceived  v.ith  great  addreA,  to  conciliate  the  patronage  of  that 
very  eminent  man.  He  had  alfo  written  or  aflifted  in  writing  the  propofals  for  this  work,  and  be- 
ing very  fond  of  the  ftudy  of  phyfic,  in  which  Dr.  James  was  his  maftcr,  he  fuinifhed  feme  of  the  ar- 
ticles. 

At  this  time,  his  circumftances  were  much  embarrafied,  yet  fuch  was  his  liberal  affcAion  for  hif 
mother,  that  he  took  upon  himfelf  a  debt  of  hers,  to  Mr.  Levett  of  Litchfield,  which,  though  only 
twelve  pounds,  was  then  confiderable  to  him. 

In  1744,  he  wrote  the  "  Preface"  for  the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  and  the  Preface  to  the  Harl.ian 
Mifcellcr.y.  The  feledion  of  the  pamphlets  of  which  it  was  compofcd  was  made  by  Mr.  Oldys,  a 
man  of  eager  curioiity,  and  indefatigable  diligence,  to  whom  Englifli  literature  owes  many  obliga- 
tions. 

The  fame  year  he  produced  one  work  fully  fufficient  to  maintain  the  high  reputation  which  he 
had  acquired.  This  was  the  Life  of  Savage,  which  he  had  announced  his  intention  of  writing  in 
tie  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  for  Au{;uft  1743-  It  i'  f'i''l  ^y  ^'^^  J°^'"  Hawkins  that  he  com- 
pofed  the  %vhole  of  it  in  thirty-fix  hours;  but  Mr.  Bofwell  Rates,  upon  Johnfon's  own  authority, 
that  he  compofed  forty-eight  of  the  piefent  odlavo  pages  at  a  fitting,  but  that  he  fat  up  ail  night. 
It  came  out  in  February,  from  the  (hop  of  Roberts,  who,  in  April  following,  republiflied  his  Life  of 
Aarettier,  in  a  feparate  pamphlet.  It  was  no  fooner  pubUHicd  than  the  following  liberal  praife 
was  given  to  it  by  Fielding,  in  "  The  Champion,"  which  was  copied  into  the  "  Ger.tleman'i  Ma- 
gazine" for  April,  and  confirmed  by  the  approbatloH  ot  the  public. 
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"  This  paaiplilet  is  without  flattery  to  its  author,  as  juft  and  well-written  a  piece  as  of  its  kind  J 
ever  faw.  It  is  certainly  penned  with  equal  accuracy  and  fpirit,  of  which  I  am  fo  much  the  better 
judge,  as  I  knew  many  of  the  fads  to  be  ftrictly  true,  and  very  fairly  related,  it  is  a  very  amufing, 
and  withal  a  very  inltriiclive  and  valuable  performance.  The  author's  obfervations  are  ftiort,  figni- 
ficant,  and  juft,  as  his  narrative  is  remarkably  fmooth,  and  well  difpofed.  His  refledions  open  to 
all  the  recefies  of  the  human  heart ;.  and,  in  a  word,  a  more  juft  or  pleafant,  a  more  engaging,  or 
a  more  inftruclive  treatiie  On  all  the  excellencies  and  defects  of  human  nature,  is  fcarce  to  be  found 
io  our  own,  or  perhaps  any  other  language." 

Johnfon  had  now  lived  nearly  half  his  days,  without  friends  or  lucrative  profefTion  ;  he  had  toiled 
and  laboured,  yet  ftiil,  as  he  himfelf  exprelfes  it,  was  "  to  provide  for  the  day,  that  was  paffing  over 
him."  Of  the  prof€i1:on  of  an  unfriended  author  he  faw  the  danger  and  the  difficulties.  Amhurft, 
who  had  condudled  "  The  Craftfman,"  Savage,  Boyfe,  and  others  who  had  laboured  in  literature, 
without  emerging  from  diftrefs,  were  recent  examples,  and  clouded  his  profpedl. 

Sir  John  Hawkins  has  preferved  a  lift  of  literary  projecis,  not  lefs  than  thirty-nine  articles,  which 
he  had  formed  in  the  courfe  of  his  ftudies  ;  but  fuch  was  his  want  of  encouragement  or  the  verfatiiity 
of  his  temper,  that  not  one  of  all  his  fchemes  was  ever  executed. 

A  new  edition  of  Sliakfpeare  now  occurred  to  him,  and  as  a  prelude  to  it,  in  April  1745,  he 
publiftied  a  pamphlet,  intituled  M\fctllaneous  ohfervations  on  the  Tragedy  of  Macbeth,  iiith  Retnarks 
071  Sir  Tbcmas  Hrtniiicr'' s  edition  of  Shakfpcare.  To  ivkich  is  qflxed,  propofah  for  a  nenv  edition  of 
^hakfpeare,  ivith  a  Specimen,  Svo.  The  notice  of  the  public  was,  however,  not  excited  to  his 
anonymous  ptopofals  for  the  execution  of  a  taik  which  Warburton  was  known  to  have  undertaken  ; 
the  projedl,  therefore,  died  at  that  time,  to  revive  at  a  future  period.  His  pamphlet,  however,  was 
highly  efteemed,  and  even  the  fupercilious  Warburton,  in  the  "  Preface"  to  his  Shakfpeare,  publifhed 
two  years  afterwards,  had  the  candour  to  exempt  it  from  his  general  cenfure  "  of  thofe  things  which 
have  been  publifhed  under  the  titles  of  "  Elfays,"  "  Remarks,"  "  Obfervations,''  &c.  on  "  Shak- 
fpeare," and  fpoke  of  it  as  the  work  of  •'  a  man  of  great  paits  and  genius."  This  obligation  Johnfon 
always  acknowledged  in  terms  of  gratitude.  "  He  praifcd  ine  (faid  he)  at  a  time  when  praiic  was 
of  value  to  me." 

In  the  year  1746,  which  was  marked  by  a  civil  war  in  Britain,  when  a  rafli  attempt  was  made 
to  reftore  the  houfe  of  Stuart  to  the  throne,  his  literary  career  appears  to  have  been  almoft  totally 
fufpended.  His  attachment  to  that  unfortunate  family  is  well  known  ;  fome  may  imagine  that  a 
fympathetic  anxiety  impeded  the  exertion  of  his  intellectual  powers  ;  but  it  is  probable  that  he  was, 
during  that  time,  employed  upon  his  Shakfpeare,  or  Iketching  the  out-lines  of  his  DiSionary  of  the 
JELnglifh  Language. 

Having  formed  and  digefted  the  plan  of  his  great  philological  work,  which  might  then  be  efteem- 
ed one  of  the  defiderata  of  Englifli  literature,  lie  communicated  it  to  the  public,  in  I747,  in  a 
pamphlet,  intituled.  The  Plan  of  a  DiBwnary  of  the  Ejigliflj  Language,  addreffcd  to  the  Right  Ho- 
nourable Philip  Dormer,  Earl  of  Chefierfcld,  one  of  hit  Majejly's  Secretaries  cf  State.  The  hint 
of  undertaking  this  work  is  faid  to  have  been  firft  fuggefted  to  Johnfon  by  Dodfley,  who  contra(5lelI 
with  him  for  the  execution  of  it  in  conjundion  with  Mr.  Charles  Hitch,  Mr.  Andrew  Millar,  the 
two  Meffrs.  Longman,  and  the  two  Meffrs.  Knapton.     The  price  ftipulated  was  1575  1. 

The  Plan  has  not  only  the  fubftantial  merit  of  comprehension,  perfpicuity,  and  precifion,  but  the 
language  of  it  is  unexceptionably  excellent ;  and  never  was  there  a  more  dignified  ftrain  of  compli- 
ment than  that  in  which  he  courts  the  attention  of  Chefterfield,  who  vvas  very  ambitious  of  literary 
diftindtion,  and  who,  upon  being  informed  of  the  defign,  had.  exprefled  himfelf  in  terms  very  favour- 
able to  its  fuccefs.  The  way  in  v.hich  it  came  to  be  infcribed  to  Chefterfield  was  this:  ''  I  had 
negledted,"  fays  he,  "  to  write  it  by  the  time  appointed.  Uodlley  fug;:efted  a  defire  to  have  it  ad- 
d;efled  to  Lord  Chefterfield.  I  laid  hold  of  this  as  a  pretext  for  delay,  that  it  might  be  better  done, 
*nd  let  Dodfley  have  his  defire."  The  Plan  itfelf,  however,  proves,  that  the  Earl  not  only  favour- 
ed the  defign,  but  that  there  had  been  a  particular  communication  with  his  Lordfhip  concerning  it. 

To  enable  him  to  complete  this  vaft  undertaking,  he  hired  a  houfe  in  Gough-Square,  Fleet-Street, 
^tted  up  one  of  the  upper  rooms  after  the  maimer  of  a  counting  houfe,  and  employed  fix  am&nugpf^ 
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tJjere  in  tranrcrlbing ;  five  of  whom  were  natives  of  North  Britain,  Mr.  Macbean  author  of  "  A 
Syftem  of  Ancient  Geography,"  Sec.  Mr.  Shiels,  the  principal  collector  and  digefter  of  the  mate- 
rials for  the  "  Lives  of  the  Poets  1753,"  to  which  the  name  of  Mr.  Theo.  Gibber  is  prefixed;  Mr. 
Stewart,  fon  of  Mr.  George  Stewart,  bookfeller  in  Edinburgh,  and  a  Mr.  Maitland;  the  fixth  was 
Mr.  Peyton,  a  Frencli  matter,  who  pub'.iOied  fome  elementary  tratfls.  The  words,  partly  taken 
fro.m  other  didionaries,  and  partly  fupplied  by  himfelf,  having  been  firft  written  down,  with  fpaces 
left  between  them,  he  delivered  in  writing  their  etymologies,  definitions,  and  various  fignifications. 
Tjie  authorities  were  copied  from  the  books  themfelves,  in  wliich  he  had  marked  the  paflages  with 
3  black  lead  pencil,  the  traces  of  which  could  eaiily  be  effaced. 

This  year  he  contributed  to  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  for  May,  five   fliort  poetical  pieces. 

"  A  tranllation  of  a  Latin  Epitaph  on  Sir  Thomas  Hanmer,"  "  To  Mils ,  on   her  giving  the 

atithor  a  gold  and  fiik  net-work  purfe  of  her  own  weaving,"  "  Stella  in  Mourning,"  "  The  Winter's 
"Walk,"  "  An  Ode,"  and  "  To  Lyce,  an  elderly  Lady,"  diftinguiHied  by  three  afterifks.  In  the  Ma- 
gazine for  December,  he  inferred  an  Ode  on  Wintei-,  whic-h  is  one  of  the  beft  of  his  lyric  compofitions. 

In  September,  this  year,  his  fortunate  pupil,  Garrick,  having  become  joint-patentee  and  manager 
of  Drury-lane  theatre,  he  furnillied  him  with  a  Prologue  at  the  opening  of  it,  which,  for  juft  and 
manly  criticifm,  as  well  as  for  poetical  excellence,  is  unrivalled  in  that  fpecies  of  compofition. 

Im  174S,  while  he  was  employed  in  his  BiEiionary,  he  e.^erted  his  talents  in  occafional  compofi,tion, 
very  ditFcrcnt  from  lexicography,  and  formed  a  dab  that  met  at  Horfcman's  chop-houfe  in  Ivy-lane, 
Pater-nofler  Row,  every  Tuefday  evening,  with  a  view  to  enjoy  literary  difcuffion,  and  the  pleafure 
of  animated  relaxation.  The  members  afibciatcd  with  him  in  this  little  fociety,  were  his  beloved 
fr"iend,  Dr.  Richard  Bathuift,  a  phyfician,  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  Dr.  Salter,  father  of  the  late  mafter 
of  the  charter-houfe,  Mr.  Ryland,  a  merchant,  Mr.  John  Payne,  then  a  bookfeller  in  Pater-nofter 
Row,  Mr.  Samuel  Dyer,  a  learned  young  man,  intended  for  the  diifenting  miniftry.  Dr.  William 
M'Ghie,  a  Scotch  phyfician,  Dr.  Edmund  Barker,  a  young  phyfician,  aivJ  Sir  John  Hawkins.  The 
endowments  of  Mr.  Dyer  are  reprefented  by  Sir  John  Hawkins  as  of  fuch  a  fuperior  kind,  "  that  in 
fome  infiances  Johnfon  might  almoft  be  faid  to  have  looked  up  to  him."  They  ufed  to  difpute  ia 
this  club,  about  the  moral  J'c rife  and  xhtfitncfs  of  things,  but  Johnfon  was  not  uniform  in  his  opi- 
Kions ;  contending  as  often  for  victory  as  truth.     This  infirmity  attended  him  through  life. 

In  thie  year  he  puhiifhed,  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  May,  The  Lfe  of  Rofommon,  whick 
has  fince  been  inferred  in  his  "  l,ives  of  the  Poets."  He  wrote  alfo  the  Preface  to  Dodlley's  "  Pre- 
ceptor," and  the  Vfon  of  Theodore,  the  Hermit  of  Tener':_fe,  found  in  his  cell,  a  moft  beautiful  allegory  of 
human  life,  under  the  figure  of  afcending  the  mountain  of  e.\iflence,  which  he  himfcif  thought 
the  beft  of  his  writings. 

InT-nuaryI749,  he  publifhed  The  Vanity  of  Human  Wifi:s,hdngthetenihSatireof'Juvenalim\tatcd,\{\'C[^ 
Ills  name.  Of  this  poem,  he  compofed  fevcnty  lines  in  one  day,  without  putting  one  of  them  upon  pa- 
per till  they  were  fiaiftied.  He  received  of  Dodfley,  for  the  copy,  only  fi{"teen  guineas.  It  has  beea 
thouo-ht  to  have  lefs  of  common  life,  and  more  of  a  philofophic  dignity  than  his  London.  It  is  cha- 
racterized by  profound  refledhion,  more  tlian  pointed  fpirit.  It  has,  however,  always  been  held  in 
highcHeem,  and  is  certainly  as  great  an  effort  of  ethic  poetry  as  any  language  can  lliow.  The  in- 
ftances  of  tlie  variety  of  difappointment  are  chofen  fo  judicioufly,  and  painted  fo  ffrongly,  that  the 
'  moment  they  are  read,  they  bring  convidlion  to  every  thinking  mind. 

On  the  8th  of  February  this  year,  his  tragedy  of  Irene,  which  had  been  long  kept  back  for  want  of 
ancouragement,  was  brought  upon  the  flage  at  Drury-Lane,  by  the  kindncfs  of  Garrick.  A  violent 
difpute  arofe  between  him  and  the  manager,  relative  to  the  alterations  neccffary  to  be  made  to  fit  it 
for  the  theatre.  The  poet  for  a  long  time  rcfufed  to  fubmit  his  lines  to  the  critical  amputation  of 
the  adlor,  and  the  latter  was  obliged  to  apply  to  Dr.  Taylor  to  become  a;ncdiator  in  the  difpute. 
Johnfon's  pride  at  length  gave  way  to  alterations;  but  whether  to  the  full  extent  of  the  manager'* 
wifties,  is  not  known.  Dr.  Adams  was  prefent  the  firft  night  of  the  reprefentation,  and  gave  Mr. 
Bofwell  the  following  account :  "  Before  the  curtain  drew  up,  there  were  catcalls  wliiftling,  which 
aUrmed  Johnfon's  friends.  The  prologue,  which  was  written  by  himfelf,  in  a  manly  ftrain,  foothcd 
the  aatdjejicc;  and  the  play  went  off  tolerably  till  it  carac  to  the  condufion,  when  Mrs.  Pritchar  J,  the 
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heroine  of  the  piece,  was  to  be  ftrangled  upon  the  ftagc,  and  was  to  fpeak  tv/o  Unci  with  the  bow- 
firing  round  her  neck.  The  audience  cried  out,  "  Murder  !  Murder  !"  She  feveral  times  attempt- 
ed to  fpeak,  but  in  vain.  At  lafl  fhe  was  obliged  to  go  off  the  ftage  alive."  This  pafiage  was  after- 
wards flruck  out,  ^nd  flie  was  carried  off  to  be  put  to  death  behind  the  fcenes,  as  the  play  now  has  it; 
Mr.  Bofwell  afcribes  the  epilogue  to  Sir  William  Yonge  ;  but  upon  no  good  foundation. 

In  the  unfavourable  decifion  of  the  public  upon  his  tragedy,  Tohnfon  aquiefced  without  a  murmur. 
He  was  convinced  that  he  had  not  the  talents  necefiary  to  write  fucccfsfully  for  the  flage,  and  never 
made  another  attempt  in  that  fpecies  of  compofitlon. 

In  December  this  year,  he  wrote  the  Pn face  and  Poffcrlpt  to  Lauder's  "  EfTay  on  Milton's  Ufe, 
and  Imitation  of  the  Moderns,  in  his  Paradife  Loll,"  8vo,  a  book  made  up  of  forgeries,  and  publifli- 
cd  to  impofe  upon  mankind.  Sir  John  Hawkins  tells  us,  that  Johnfon  aflifled  Lauder  from  motives 
of  enmity  to  the  memory  of  Milton ;  but  it  appears,  that  while  Lauder's  work  was  in  the  prefs,  the 
proof  flieets  were  fubmitted  to  the  infpedion  of  the  Ivy-Lane  Club.  If  Johnfon  approved  of  the 
defign,  it  was  no  longer  than  while  he  believed  it  founded  in  fa<ft.  With  the  reft  of  the  club,  he 
was  in  one  common  error.  As  foon  as  Dr.  Douglas,  now  Bifhop  of  Salilbury,  efpoufed  the  caufe  of 
truth,  and  with  ability  that  will  ever  do  him  honour,  dragged  the  impoftor  to  open  daylight,  John- 
fon made  ample  reparation  to  the  genius  of  Milton.  He  not  only  difclaimfed  the  fraud,  but  infilled 
on  the  impoflor  conKffiiig  his  offence  ;  and  for  this  purpofe  drew  up  a  recantation,  which  Lauder 
Cgned  and  publifhed,  intituled,  "  A  Letter  to  the  Rev.  Mr.  Douglas,  occafioned  by  his  Vindication 
©f  Milton,"  by  William  Lauder,  M.  A.  4to,  1751.  The  franknefs  of  this  confeflion  would  have 
made  fome  atonement  for  the  bafenefs  of  the  attempt,  and  its  abjed;  humility  been  deemed  a  fufii- 
citnt  puniflmient  of  the  impoflor,  if  that  unhappy  man  had  not  had  the  folly  and  wickednefs  after- 
wards to  deny  tliis  apology,  and  realTert  his  former  accufation,in  a  pamphlet  intituled,  *'  King  Charles 
Vindicated  from  the  Charge  of  Plagiarifm,  brought  againfl  him  by  Milton,  and  Milton  himfelf 
conviiflcd  of  Forgery  and  a  grofs  impofition  on  the  Public,"  8vo,  1755.  This  eifort  of  fpleen  and 
malice  was  alfo  abortive ;  and  Lauder  foon  afterwards  retired  to  Barbadoes,  where  he  died,  as  he 
had  hved,  an  objecft  of  general  contempt,  in  1771. 

On  the  20th  March  1 750,  he  pubHihed  the  firfl  paper  of  the  Rambler,  an«  continued  it  without 
interruption  every  Tuefday  and  Friday,  till  the  17th  of  March  1753,  when  it  clofed.  In  carrying 
on  this  periodical  publication,  he  feems  neither  to  have  courted,  nor  to  have  met  with  much  aflift- 
ance,  the  number  of  papers  contributed  by  others  amounting  only  to  five  in  number,  four  billets  in 
No.  10,  by  Mrs.  Chapone,  No.  30,  by  Mrs.  Talbot,  No.  97,  by  Richardfon,  and  Nos.  4.}.  and  lOo, 
by  Mifs  Carter.  Thefe  admirable  cflays,  we  are  told  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  were  Vvritten  in  hafle,  juft  as 
they  were  wanted  for  the  prefs,  without  even  being  read  over  by  him  before  t'ley  were  printed. 

Makinf  every  allowance  for  powers  far  exceeding  the  ufual  lot  of  man,  flill  there  are  bounds  which 
•we  muft  fee  to  our  belief  upon  this  head.  It  is  not  at  every  feafon  that  the  mind  can  concentrate  its 
faculties  to  a  particular  fubjtcSl  with  equal  flrength,  or  that  the  fancy  can  create  imagery  fpontaneouf- 
ly  to  adorn  and  enforce  its  reafonings.  That  Johnfon  fometimes  felefled  his  fubjecSl,  culled  his  images, 
and  arranged  his  arguments  for  thefe  papers,  is  evident  from  the  notes  of  his  common-place  book, 
preferved  by  Sir  John  Hawkins  and  Mr.  Bofwell.  When  he  planned  fome  effays  with  fuch  minute 
carefulnefs,  it  is  not  likely  that  he  trufled  wholly  to  the  fudden  efTuiions  of  his  mind  for  the  remain- 
der. Thofe  which  are  taken  from  the  notes  of  his  common-place  book,  do  not  manifeft  by  an  excel- 
lence fuperior  to  the  reft,  peculiar  labours  of  mind  in  the  conception,  or  pains  in  the  compofition ; 
and  we  cannot  fuppofe  a  man  fo  happy  in  his  genius,  that  the  new-born  offspring  of  his  brain  fhould 
invariably  appear  as  ftrong  and  perfe6t  as  thofe  which  have  been  matured,  fafliioned,  and  polifhed  by 
fedulous  n  fledion.  'i'his,  therefore,  appears  to  be  mofl  probable,  with  rcfpe6l  to  the  wonderful  fa- 
culty which  he  is  faid  to  have  manifefled  in  this  and  other  of  his  works;  that  during  his  lleeplefs 
nights  and  frequent  abftradtions  from  company,  he  conceived  and  iketched  much  of  an  impending 
work;  that  thougii  he  had  in  fome  degree  preconceived  his  materials, he  committed  nothing  to  paper, 
iuil  as  he  is  known  to  have  done  in  compofmg  his  Vanity  of  Human  W:fhes.  If  this  fuppohtion  flrips 
the  account  of  wonder,  it  invefts  it  with  probability,  fince  a  man  of  his  powers  of  mind  and  habit* 
of  compofition,  might  well  write  an  eflay  at  a  fitting  and  without  a  blot,  when  he  had  little  more 
to  attend  to,  than  to  clothe  his  conceptions  in  vigoious  language,  modulated  into  fonorous  periodi; 
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The  RantUer  was  not  fuccefsful  as  a  periodical  work,  not  more  than  five  hundred  copies  of  any  one 
number  having  been  ever  printed.  Of  courfe,  the  bookftllcr,  who  paid  Joimlbn  four  guineas  a  week, 
did  not  carry  on  a  very  fuccefsful  trade  ;  his  generofity  and  perfcverancc  are  to  be  commended.  While 
it  was  coming  out  in  fingle  papers  at  London,  Mr.  James  Elphinftone  fuggeftcd,  and  took  the 
charge  of  an  edition  at  Edinburgh,  wliich  followed  progrcflively  the  London  publication,  printed 
by  Sands,  Murray  and  Cochrane,  with  uncommon  elegance,  upon  writing  paper,  of  a  duodecimo 
Cze,  and  was  completed  in  eight  volumes.  Scon  after  the  firfl  folio  edition  was  concluded,  it  wa« 
publilhed  in  four  o<Savo  volumes ;  and  Johnfon  lived  to  fee  a  juft  tribute  of  approbation  paid  to  its 
merit  in  the  extenfivenefs  of  itsfale,  ten  numerous  editions  of  it  having  been  printed  in  London  Lc- 
beforc  his  death,  befides  thofe  of  Ireland  and  Scotland. 

This  year  he  wrote  a  Prologue^  which  was  fpoken  by  Garrick,  before  th"  adling  of  "  Comus,"  at 
Drury-Lane  theatre,  April  5,  for  the  bensfit  of  Mrs.  Elizabeth  Fofler,  Milton's  grand-daughter, 
and  the  only  furviving  branch  of  his  family,  and  took  a  very  zealous  intereft  in  the  fucccfs  of  the 
charity,  Tonfon,  the  bookfeller,  gave  ao  1.  and  Dr.  Newton  brought  a  large  contribution;  yet  all 
their  efforts,  joined  to  the  allurements  of  Johnibn's  pen,  and  Garrick's  performance,  procured  only 
130 1. 

In  1 751,  while  he  was  employed  both  on  the  Ramhhr  and  his  DlBlonary,  he  wrote  the  Vfe  of 
Cbejnell,  in  "  The  Student,  or  the  Oxford  and  Cambridge  Mifcellany,"  a  periodical  work,  in 
which  Smart,  Colman,  Thornton,  and  other  wits  of  both  the  univerfities  diflinguiflied  their  talents. 

Sir  John  Hawkins  relates,  that  in  the  fpring  of  this  year,  he  mdulged  him'.elf  in  a  frolic  of  mid- 
night revelry.  This  was  to  celebrate  the  birth  of  Mrs.  Lennox's  firfl  literary  child,  the  novel  of 
"  Harriet  Stuart."  He  drew  the  members  of  the  Ivy-Lane  Club,  and  others,  to  the  number  of 
twenty,  to  the  Devil  Tavern,  where  Mrs.  Lennox  and  her  hufband  met  them.  Johnfon,  after  an  in- 
vscation  of  the  mufes,  and  fome  other  ceremonies  of  his  own  invention,  invcfted  die  authorefs  witii 
a  laurel  crown.  The  feftivity  was  protracted  till  morning,  and  Johnfon  through  the  night  was  a 
Bachannalian,  without  the  ufe  of  wine. 

Though  his  circumftances,  at  this  time,  were  far  from  being  eafy,  he  received  as  a  conftant 
vifitor  at  his  houfe,  Mifs  Anna  Williams,  daughter  of  a  Wellh  phyfician,  and  a  woman  of  more  than 
ordinary  talents  and  literature,  who  had  juft  loft  her  fight.  She  had  contracfted  a  clofe  intimacy 
with  his  wife,  and  after  her  death,  ftie  had  an  apartment  from  him,  at  all  times  when  he  had  a 
houfe.  In  1755,  Garrick  gave  her  a  benefit,  which  produced  2col.  In  1766,  ftie  publilhcd  a  quarto 
volume  of  "  Mifcellanies,"  and  thereby  intreafed  her  little  ftock  to  300 1.  This  and  Johnfon's  pro- 
te6lion  fupported  her  during  the  reft  of  her  life. 

In  175a,  he  republiflifd  his  verfion  of  Pope's  Mejiah,  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine.  Soon  after 
his  clofing  the  Rambler,  March  2,  he  fufiered  a  lofs  which  affedled  him  with  the  deepeft  diftrels. 
On  the  17th  of  March,  O.  S.  his  wife  died ;  and  after  a  cohabitation  of  feventeen  years,  left  him  a 
childlefs  widower,  abandoned  to  forrow,  and  incapable  of  confolation.  She  was  buried  in  the  chapel 
of  Bromley,  in  Kent,  under  the  care  of  his  freind,  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  who  refided  at  that  place. 
In  the  interval,  between  her  death  and  burial,  he  compofed  z  funeral fermon  for  her,  which  was  ne- 
ver preached  ;  but,  being  given  to  Dr.  Taylor,  has  been  publilhcd  (ince  his  death.  With  the  An- 
gularity of  his  prayers  for  Tetty,  from  that  time  to  the  end  of  his  life,  the  world  is  fufficiently  ac- 
quainted. By  her  firft  hulband  (he  left  a  daughter,  and  a  ion,  a  captain  in  the  navy,  who,  at  his 
death,  left  io,ocoi.  to  his  fifter. 

On  this  melancholy  event  Johnfon  felt  the  moft  peignant  diftrefs.  She  is,  however,  reported  not 
to  have  been  worthy  of  this  Cncere  attachment.  Mrs.  Defmoulins,  who  lived  for  fome  time  with 
her  at  Hampftead,  told  Mr.  Bofwell,  that  fhe  indulged  herfelf  in  country  air  and  nice  living,  at  an 
unfuitable  ^xpence,  while  her  hufband  was  drudging  in  the  fmoke  of  London  ;  that  flic  was  nedi- 
gent  of  economy  in  her  domeftic  affairs ;  and  that  Ihe  by  no  means  treated  him  with  that  complacen- 
cy which  is  the  moft  engaging  quality  in  a  wife.  But  all  this  is  perfedlly  compatible  u  ith  his  forid- 
nefs  for  her;  efpecially  when  it  is  remembered,  that  he  had  a  high  opinion  of  her  undcrftanding  ;  and 
that  the  impreftion  whiciiher  beauty,  real,  or  imaginary,  had  originally  made  upon  his  imagination, 
being  continuea  by  habit,  bad  not  been  effaced,  though  flic  herfelf  was,  doubtlefs,  much  alfeied  for 
the  woiCe,    Sir  John  Hawkins  has  declartdhimfelf  inclined  to  think,"  that  if  this  fonJnc  fa  of  Johnfon 
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for  his  wife  was  not  dilTembled,  it  was  a  leflbn  that  he  had  learned  by  rote  ;  and  that  when  he 
pracflifed  it,  he  knew  not  where  to  ftop,  until  he  becanne  ridiculous.''  To  argue  from  her  being 
much  older  than  Johnfon,  or  any  other  circumftances,  that  he  could  not  really  love  her,  is  abfurd; 
for  love  is  not  a  fubjecfl  of  reafoning,  but  of  feeling ;  and,  therefore,  there  are  no  common  principles 
upon  which  one  can  perfuade  another  concerning  it.  That  Johnfon  married  her  for  love  is  be- 
lieved. During  her  life  he  was  fond  and  indulgent.  At  her  death  he  was  agonized  ;  and,  ever  af- 
ter cheriflied  her  image  as  the  companion  of  his  mod  folemn  hours.  If  feventeen  years  paffed  in 
afts  of  tendernefs  during  their  union,  and  a  longer  period  fpent  in  regret  after  death  had  divided 
them  cannot  fix  our  opinion  that  Johnfon's  fondnefs  was  not  the  efFecl  of  diflimulation,  or  the  un- 
felt  leffon  of  a  parrot,  where  (hall  we  fix  bounds  to  fufpicion,  or  place  limits  to  the  prefumption  of 
man,  in  paffing  fentence  upon  the  feelings  of  his  neighbour  ? 

The  following  authentic  and  artlefs  account  of  his  (ituation  after  his  wife's  death,  was  given  t« 
Mr.  Bofwell,  by  Francis  Barber,  his  faithful  negro-fervant,  who  was  brought  from  Jamaica  by  Co- 
lonel Bathurft,  father  of  his  friend  Dr.  Bathurft,  and  came  into  his  family  about  a  fortnight  after 
the  difmal  event. 

"  He  was  in  great  afflicflion  : — Mifs  \V  illlams  was  then  living  in  his  houfe,  which  was  in  Gough- 
iquare.  He  was  bufy  with  his  Di£iioimry;  Mr.  Shiels,  and  fome  others  of  the  gentlemen  who  had 
formerly  written  for  him,  ufed  to  come  about  him.  He  had  then  little  for  himfelf ;  but  frequently 
fent  money  to  Mr.  Shiels  when  in  diftref''.  The  friends  who  vifited  him  at  that  time,  were  chiefly 
Dr.  Bathurft,  and  Mr.  Diamond,  an  apothecary  in  Cork-ftreet,  Burlington-Gardens,  with  whom  he 
and  Mifs  Williams  generally  dined  every  Sunday.  There  was  a  talk  of  his  going  to  Ireland  with 
him,  which  would  probably  have  happened  had  he  lived.  There  were  alfo  Mr.  Cave,  Dr.  Hawkef- 
worth,  Mr.  Ryland,  merchant  on  Tower-hill,  Mrs.  Mafters  the  poetefs,  who  lived  with  Mr.  Cave, 
Mrs.  Carter,  and  fometimes  Mrs.  Macaulay  ;  alfo  Mrs.  Gardiner,  wife  of  a  tallow-chandler  in 
Snow-hill,  not  in  the  learned  way,  but  a  worthy  good  woman  ;  Mr.  (now)  Sir  Jofliua  Reynolds, 
Mr.  Millar,  Mr.  Dodfley,  Mr.  Bouquet,  Mr.  Payne  of  Pater-nofter  Row,  bookfeller ;  Mr.  Strahan 
the  printer  ;  the  Earl  of  Orrery,  Lord  Southwell,  Mr.  Garrlck." 

Johnfon  feems  to  have  fought  a  remedy  for  this  deprivation  of  domeftic  fociety,  in  the  compa- 
ny of  his  acquaintance,  the  circle  of  which  was  now  very  extenfive.  Among  his  more  intimate 
companions  at  this  time,  are  to  be  reckoned,  Dr.  Bathurft,  Dr.  Hawkefworth,  Sir  Jofliua  Reynolds, 
and  Bennet  Langton,  Efq.  and  Topham  Beauclerck,  Efq.  eldeft  fon  c-f  Lord  Sidney  Beauclerck, 
young  men  of  elegant  manners,  who  conceived  for  him  the  moft  fincere  veneration  and  elteem.  In- 
numerable were  the  fcenes  in  which  he  was  amufed  by  them,  who,  though  their  opinions  and 
modes  of  life  were  different,  formed  an  agreeable  attachment. 

Mr.  Bofwell  has  given  the  following  account  of  an  adventure  of  Johnfon's,  with  his  gay  compa- 
nions, which  difplays  the  author  of  the  Rambler  in  a  new  light,  and  fhows  that  his  condu(fl  was 
not  always  fo  folemn  as  his  effays. 

"  One  night  when  Beauclerck  and  Langlon  had  fupped  at  a  tavern  in  London,  and  fat  till  about 
three  in  the  morning,  it  came  into  their  heads  to  go  and  knock  up  Johnfon,  and  fee  if  they  could 
prevail  on  him  to  join  them  in  a  ramble.  They  rapped  violently  at  the  door  of  his  chambers  in  the 
Temple,  till,  at  laft,  he  appeared  in  his  Ihirt,  with  his  little  black  wig  on  the  top  of  his  head,  in- 
ftead  of  a  night  cap,  and  a  poker  in  his  hand;  imagining,  probably,  that  fome  ruffians  were  coming 
to  attack  him.  When  he  difcovered  who  they  were,  and  was  told  their  errand,  he  frailed,  and 
with  great  good  humour,  agreed  to  their  propofal.  "  What '.  is  it  you,  ye  dogs  1  I'll  have  a  frifk  with 
you."  He  was  foon  dreft ;  and  they  fallied  forth  together  into  Covent-Garden,  where  the  green 
grocers  and  fruiterers  were  beginning  to  arrange  their  hampers  juft  come  in  from  the  country, 
Johnfon  made  fome  attempts  to  help  them ;  but  tlie  honeft  gardeners  flared  fo  at  his  figure  and 
manner,  and  odd  interference,  that  he  foon  faw  his  fervices  were  not  reliflied.  They  then  repaired 
to  one  of  the  neighbouring  taverns,  and  made  a  bowl  of  that  liquor  called  Bijljop,  which  Johnfon 
had  always  liked  ;  while  in  joyous  contempt  of  fleep,  from  which  he  had  been  roufed,  he  repeatedl 

the  feftive  lines, 

Short,  O  fhort  then  be  thy  reign. 
And  give  us  to  the  world  agam  J 
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•*  Tliey  iii  not  (lay  long,  but  walked  down  to  the  Thames,  took  a  boat,  and  rowed  to  B'ulingfgate. 
Beauclerck  an.1  Johnfon  were  (o  well  pleafed  with  their  nmurcment,  that  they  refolved  to  perfevcre 
in  diffipation  for  the  reft  of  the  day ;  but  Laiigton  deferttd  them,  being  engaged  to  breakfaft  with 
fome  young  ladles." 

In  the  catalogue  of  Johnfon's  vifitants,  given  by  his  fervant,  many  are,  no  doubt  omitted  ;  in  par- 
ticular, his  humble  friend  Robert  Levet,  an  oblcure  praiflifer  in  pbyfic  amongft  the  lower  people, 
with  whom  he  had  been  acquainted  from  the  year  1746.  Such  was  his  prediledion  for  him,  and 
fanciful  eftimation  of  his  moderate  abilities,  that  he  confulted  him  in  all  that  related  to  his  health, 
and  "  made  him  fo  neceflary  to  him,  as  hardly  to  be  able  fo  live  without  him."  He  now  drew 
him  into  a  cl;  f=r  intimacy  with  him,  and  not  long  after,  gave  him  an  apartment  in  his  houfe  ;  of 
which  he  continued  a  conftant  inmate  during  the  remainder  of  his  life.  He  waited  upon  him  every 
morning  thi-ough  the  whole  courfe  of  his  tedious  breakfaft,  and  was  feen  generally  no  more  by  him 
till  midnight.  He  was  of  a  ftrange  grotefque  appearance  ;  ftiff  and  formal  in  his  manner,  and  fel- 
dom  faid  a  word  while  any  company  was  prefent.  He  married,  when  he  was  near  fixty,  a  ftreet- 
walker,  who  perfuadcd  him  that  flie  was  a  woman  of  family  and  fortune.  His  charadter  was  ren- 
dered valuable,  by  repeated  proofs  of  honefty,  tendernefs,  and  gratitude  to  his  benefactor,  as  well 
as  by  an  unceafing  diligence  in  his  profeflion.  His  fingle  failing  vfas  an  occafional  departure  from 
Ibbriety. 

In  a  Ihort  time  after  the  Rambler  ceafed,  Dr.  Hawkefworth  projedled  the  "  Adventurer  "  in 
connexion  with  Bonnel  Thornton,  Dr.  Bathurft,  and  others.  The  firft  number  was  publiilied,  Nov. 
7.  1752,  and  the  paper  continued  twice  a-week,  till  March  9.  1754.  Thornton's  aHiftance  was 
foon  withdrawn;  and  he  fet  up  a  new  paper,  in  conjundtion  with  Colman,  called  the  "  Con.- 
iioilTcur." 

Johnfon  was  zealous  for  the  fuccefs  of  the  "  Adventurer,"  which  was  at  firft  rather  more  fuccefs- 
ful  than  the  Ramller.  He  engaged  the  ailiftance  of  Dr.  Warton,  whofe  admirable  eflays  are  well 
known.  April  10.  1753,  he  began  to  write  in  it,  marking  his  papers  with  the  fignature  T;  all  of 
which,  except  thofe  which  have  alfo  the  fignature  Mifar^yrus  (by  Dr.  Bathurft),  are  his.  His 
price  was  two  guineas  for  each  paper.  Of  all  thefe  papers,  he  gave  both  the  fame  and  the  profit  to 
Dr.  Bathurft.  Indeed,  the  latter  wrote  them  while  Johnfon  dictated ;  though  he  confidcred  it  as  a 
point  of  honour  not  to  own  them.  He  even  ufed  to  fay  he  did  not  luriie  them,  on  the  pretext  that 
hei'iBai.'d  them  only;  allowing  himfelf,  by  this  cafuiftry,  to  be  "  acccflary  to  the  propagation  of 
falfehood,"  though  his  confclencc  had  been  hurt  by  even  the  appearance  of  impofition  in  writing 
the  Parliamentary  Delates.  This  year  he  wrote  for  Mrs.  Lennox,  the  Dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Orrery, 
«f  her  "  Shakfpeare  Illuftrated,"  2  vol.  lamo. 

The  death  of  Mr.  Cave,  Jan.  10.  1 754,  gave  him  an  opportunity  of  fliewing  his  regard  for  his  earlr 
patron,  by  writing  his  Zj/f,  which  was  publiflied  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  February.  This 
feems  to  have  been  the  only  new  performance  of  that  year,  except  his  papers  in  the  "  Adventurer." 
In  the  end  of  July,  he  found  Icifure  to  make  an  excurfion  to  Oxford,  for  the  purnofe  of  confultin" 
the  libraries  there.  "  He  flayed,"  fays  Mr.  Warton,  "  about  five  weeks;  but  he  collcded  nothino- 
in  the  libraries  for  his  Diilionary." 

As  the  DiSllonary  drew  towards  a  conclufion,  Chefterfield,  who  had  previoufty  treated  Johnfon 
with  unpardonable  negledl  (which  was  the  real  caufc  of  the  I)reach  between  them,  and  not  the 
commonly  received  ftory  of  Johnfon's  being  denied  admittance  while  Cibber  was  with  his  lordfliip), 
now  as  meanly  courted  a  reconciliation  with  him,  in  hopes  of  being  immortalized  in  a  dedication. 
With  this  view,  he  wrote  two  effays  in  "  The  World"  in  praife  of  the  DiHionary,  and,  according  to 
Sir  John  Hawkins,  fent  Sir  Thomas  Rooinfon,  to  him,  for  the  fame  purpofe.  But  Johnfon,  who 
had  not  renounced  the  connedtion,  but  upon  the  juft  grounds  of  continued  ncgle(St,  was  fcnfible, 
that  to  liften  to  an  accommodation,  would  be  to  exchange  dignity  for  a  fricndfhip,  trifling  in  its 
value,  and  precarious  in  its  tenure.  He  therefore  rejciSed  his  advances,  and  fpiirncd  his  proffered 
patrona?'%  by  the  following  letter,  dated  February  1755,  which  is  prefcrvcd  here  as  a  model  ef 
courtly  furcafm,  and  manly  reprehenfion,  couched  in  terms  equally  refpecftful  in  their  form,  and  cut- 
ting in  their  eflence.  It  affords  the  nobkft  icflbn  to  both  authors  and  patrons  that  fUadsupon  re^ 
.;'.'rd  ia  the  annals  of  literary  hiftorv. 
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"  I  have  been  Jatcly  iaformed  by  the  proprietor  of  "  The  World,"  that  two  papers  In  which  my 
Dinionary  is  recomnjcndcd  to  the  pubUc,  were  written  by  your  Lordfhip.  To  be  fo  diftinguifhed,  i» 
an  honour,  which,  bei/ig  very  little  accuftomed  to  favours  from  the  great,  I  know  not  well  how  t» 
receive,  or  in  what  terms'  to  acknowledge. 

"  When,  upon  feme  fligiVc  encouragement,  I  firft  vifited  your  Lordfliip,  I  was  overpowered,  like 
the  reft  of  mankind,  by  your  .■^ddref';,  and  could  not  forbear  to  wilh  that  I  might  boafi  myfelf  Lc 
vainquieur  dit  -vawquieur  de  la  terre,  ^hat  I  might  obtain  that  regard  for  which  I  faw  the  world  contend- 
ing ;  but  I  found  my  attendance  fo  'ittle  encouraged,  that  neither  pride  nor  modefty  would  fuffer  me 
to  continue  it.  When  I  had  once  adc'relTed  your  Lordfliip  in  public,  I  had  exhaufted  all  the  art  of 
pleafing,  which  a  retired  and  uncourtly  i"iholar  can  pofTefs.  I  had  d»ne  all  that  I  could ;  and  no  man 
is  well  pleafed  to  have  his  all  negleded,  be  .it  ever  fo  little. 

"  Seven  years,  my  Lord,  have  now  paft,  &ice  I  waited  in  your  outward  rooms,  or  was  repulfed 
from  your  door ;  during  which  time,  I  have  bet'o  pufliing  on  my  work  through  difficulties,  of  which 
It  isufelefs  to  complain,  and  have  brought  it,  at  la/l,  to  the  verge  of  publication,  without  one  aft  of 
afliftance,  one  word  of  encouragement,  or  one  fmile  of  favour.  Such  treatment  I  did  not  expeft,  for 
I  never  had  a  patron  before. 

"  The  Shepfierd  in  Virgil  grew  at  laft  acquainted  wiih  Love,  and  found  him  a  native  of  the 
rocks. 

"  Is  not  a  patron,  my  Lord,  one  who  looks  with  unconcern  on  a  man  flruggling  for  life  in  the  water, 
and,  when  he  has  reached  ground,  encumbers  him  with  help  ?  I'he  notice  which  you  have  been 
pleafed  to  take  of  my  labours,  had  it  been  early,  had  been  kind;  but  it  has  been  delayed  till  I  am  in- 
different, and  cannot  enjoy  it,  till  1  am  folitary,  and  cannot  impart  it,  till  I  am  known,  and  do  not 
want  it.  I  hope  it  is  no  very  cynical  afperity,  not  to  confefs  obligations  where  no  benefit  has  been 
received,  or  to  be  unwilling  that  the  public  fhould  confider  me  as  owing  that  to  a  patron,  which 
Providence  has  enabled  me  to  do  for  myfelf. 

"  Having  carried  on  my  work  thus  far,  with  fo  little  obligation  to  any  favourer  of  learning,  I  fhall 
not  be  difappointed  though  I  Ihould  conclude  it,  if  lefs  be  poflible,  with  lefs ;  for  I  have  been  long 
wakened  from  that  dream  of  hope,  in  which  I  once  boafted  myfelf  with  fo  much  exultation,  ■ 
My  Lord,  your,  &c." 

Johnfon,  however,  acknowledged  to  Mr.  Langton,  that  '■  he  did  once  receive  ten  pounds  from 
Lord  Chefterficld;  but  that,  as  that  was  fo  inconfiderable  a  fum,  he  thought  the  mention  of  it  could  ' 
not  properly  find  place  in  a  letter  of  the  kind  that  this  was.''  Chefterfield  read  the  letter  to  Dodf- 
ley  with  an  air  of  indifference,  "  fmiled  at  the  feveral  paffages,  and  obferved  how  well  they  were 
expreffed."  He  excufed  his  negleft  of  Johnfon,  by  faying,  "  that  he  had  heard  he  had  changed  hi» 
lodgings,  and  did  not  know  where  he  lived  ;"  and  declared,  "  that  he  would  have  turned  off  the  bell 
fervant  he  ever  had,  if  he  had  known  that  he  denied  him  to  a  man  who  would  have  been  alway* 
more  than  welcome."  Of  Chefterfield's  general  affability  and  eafinefs  of  accefs,  efpecially  to  Hterary 
men,  the  evidence  is  unqueftionable ;  but,  from  the  charafter  which  he  gave  of  Johnfon,  in  his 
"  Letters  to  his  Son"  [Let.  112.],  a'rid  the  difference  in  their  manners,  little  union  or  friendfliip 
could  be  looked  for  between  them.  Certain  it  is,  however,  that  Johnfon  remained  under  an  obli- 
gation to  Chefterfield,  to  the  value  of  ten  pounds. 

On  the  loth  of  February,  previous  to  the  publication  of  his  DiSiionary,  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford, 
in  anticipation  of  the  excellence  of  this  work,  at  the  folicitation  of  his  friend  Mr.  Warton,  unani- 
moufly  conferred  upon  him  the  degree  of  Mafler  of  Arts;  which,  it  has  been  obferved,  could  not 
be  obtained  for  him  at  an  early  period,  but  was  now  confidered  as  an  honour  of  confiderablc  im- 
portance, in  order  to  grace  the  title-page  of  his  DiBionary. 

At  length,  in  A^ay  following,  his  DlSi'wnary,  with  a  Grammar  and  Hijlory  of  the  Engl'ijh  Language^ 
was  pubiiflied  in  z  vols,  folio  ;  and  was  received  by  the  learned  world,  who  had  long  wilhed  for  its 
appearance,  with  an  applaufe  proportionable  to  the  impatience  which  the  promife  of  it  had  excited. 
Though  wc  may  believe  him,  in  the  declaration  at  the  end  of  his  Preface,  that  he"  difmiffed  it  with 
frigid  tranquillity,  having  little  to  fear  or  hope  from  cenlure  or  from  praife  ;"  we  cannot  but  fup- 
{lofc  that  he  was  pleafed  "  in  the  gloom  of  folitude,"  with  the  honour  it  procured  him,  both  a- 
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broad  and  at  home.  The  Earl  of  Corke  and  Orrery,  beinp  at  Florence,  prefented  it  to  the  Aca- 
deviia  delta  Crufca.  That  academy  fent  Johnfon  their  Vocabiilario,  and  the  French  Academy  fent 
him  their  DiSionaire,  by  Mr.  Langton.  As  though  he  had  forefeen  fomc  of  the  circumftances 
which  would  attend  thij  publication,  he  obfcrves,  "  A  few  wild  blunders  and  rifible  abfurdities,  from 
which  no  work  of  fuch  multiplicity  was  ever  free,  may  for  a  time  furnifli  Folly  with  laughter,  and 
harden  Ignorance  into  contempt ;  but  ufeful  Diligence  will  at  laft  prevail,  and  there  can  never  be 
wanting  fome  who  diftinguifti  defert.'*  Among  thofe  who  amufod  themfelves  and  the  public  on 
this  occafion,  Mr.  Wilkes,  in  a:i  EiTay  printed  in  the  Public  Advertifer,  ridiculed  the  following  paf- 
fage  in  the  Grammar.  "  H  feldom,  perhaps  never  begins  any  but  the  firll  fyllable."  The  pofition 
is  undoubtedly  exprefled  with  too  much  latitude ;  but  Johnfon  never  altered  the  paflage.  Dr. 
Kenrick's  threatened  attack  feveral  years  after,  in  his  Review  of  Johnfon's  ShaLfpearc,  tiever  law 
the  light.  Campbell's  ridicule  of  his  ftyle  under  tlie  title  of  "  Lexiphanes,"  1767,  and  Callender's 
"  Deformities  of  Dr.  Johnfon,"  1782,  though  laughable,  from  the  application  of  Johnfon's  "  words 
of  large  meaning''  to  infignificant  matters,  are  fcarceiy  worthy  of  notice.  His  aid  pupil,  Garrick, 
complimented  him  on  its  coming  out  firft,  in  the  following  "  Epigram,"  alluding  to  the  ill-fuccefs 
•f  tht/orty  members  of  the  French  Academy  employed  in  fettling  their  language. 

Talk  of  war  with  a  Briton,  he'll  boldly  advance 

That  one  Englifli  foldier  will  beat  ten  of  France  ; 

Would  we  alter  the  boaft,  from  the  fword  to  the  pan, 

Our  odds  are  (till  great«r,  dill  greater  our  men  ; 

In  the  deep  mines  of  fcience,  though  Frenchmen  may  toil. 

Can  their  ftrength  be  compared  to  Locke,  Newton  and  Boyle ; 

Let  them  rally  their  heroes,  fend  forth  all  their  ])owers, 

Their  verfe-men,  and  profe-meii ;  then  match  them  wUh  our's  ; 

Firft  Shakfpeare  and  Milton,  like  gods  in  the  fight, 

Have  put  their  whole  drama  and  epic  to  flight ; 

In  fatires,  epiftks,  and  odes  wuuld  they  cope, 

Their  numbers  retreat  before  Dryden  and  Pope, 

And  Johnfon,  well-arai'd  like  a  hero  of  yore, 

Has  hszi  forty  French,  and  will  beat  forty  more  ! 

Inthityear,  he  afforded  his  affiftance  to  Mr.  Zechariah  Williams,  father  of  the  blind  lady  who.ii 
he  had  humanely  received  under  his  roof,  who  had  quitted  his  piofeflion  in  hopes  of  obtaining  the 
great  parliamentary  reward  for  the  difcovering  of  the  longitude;  and  benevolently  wrote  for  him, 
"  An  account  of  an  attempt  to  afcertain  the  longitude  at  fea,  by  an  exacfl  theory  of  the  variation 
of  the  magnetical  needle  ;  with  a  table  of  the  variations  at  the  mod  remarkable  cities  in  Europe, 
from  the  year  1660,  to  i860,  410.  by  Zechariah  Williams."  This  pamphlet  was  published  in 
Englifli  and  Italian,  the  tranilation  being  the  work,  as  it  is  fuppofed,  of  Mr.  Baretti.  Mr.  William* 
failed  of  fuccefs,  and  died  July  12,  1755,  in  his  83d  year.  Johnfon  placed  this  pamphlet  in  the 
Bodleian  library,  and  for  fear  of  any  omilfion  or  miftake,  he  entered,  in  the  great  catalogue,  the 

I  title  page  of  it,  with  his  own  hand.  It  appears  from  his  correfpondence  with  Mr.  Warton,  that  he 
"intended  in  the  winter,   1755,    to  open  a.  Bi/jliothcqne,  or  Literary  Journal,  to  be  intituled,  The 

\    Annals  of  Literature,  Fonign  as  iL'ell  as  Do>r,e/lic,  for  which  he  had  made  fome  provifion  of  mate- 

■  rials  J  but  the  fcherae  was  dropped. 

Having  fpent,  during  the  progrefs  of  the  work,  the  money  for  which  he  had  contrafled  to  write 
his  Din'tonary,  he  was  ilill  under  the  necellity^of  exerting  his  talents,  "  in  making  provifion  for  the 

i  day  that  was  paffing  over  him."  The  fubfcriptions  taken  in  for  iiis  edition  of  Shakf'ieare,  and  the 
profits  of  his  mifcellaneous  eflays,  were  now  his  principal  refource  for  fubliftence  ;  and  it  appear* 
from  the  following  letter  to  Richardfon,  dated  Gough-Square,  March  i6,  1756,  that  they  were 
infufficicnt  to  ward  off  the  diftrefs  of  an  arreft,  on  a  particular  emergency. 

"  I  am  obliged  to  entreat  your  affiftance  ;  I  am  now  under  an  arreft  for  five  pounds  eighteen 
Ihillings.  Mr.  Strahan,  from  whom  I  fliould  have  received  the  neccflary  help  in  this  cafe  is  not  at 
home,  and  I  am  afraid  of  rot  finding  Mr.  IVIillar.  If  you  could  be  fo  good  as  to  fend  me  this  fum,  I 
will  very  gratefully  repay  you,  and  add  it  to  all  former  obligations."  In  the  margin  of  this  letter, 
there  is  a  memorandum  ia  thefe  words:— .«'  March  16.  1756.  Sent  fix  guineas.    Witncfs  Williai* 

H  Richardfon." 
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For  the  honour  of  an  admired  writer,"  fays  Mr.  Murphy,  "  it  is  to  be  regretted  thafwedonot 
^nd  a  more  liberal  entry."  This  anecdote  may  appear  to  fupport  the  parfimony  of  the  author, 
whofe  hero  gives  moft  profufely;  but  fomething  may  ftill  be  faid  in  favour  of  Richardfon.  All  that 
Johnfon  alked  was  a  temporary  fupply,  and  that  was  granted.  There  was  certainly  no  oftentatious 
liberality,  but  a  kind  action  feems  to  have  been  done,  without  delay,  and  without  grudging. 

In  1756,  he  publifhed  an  abridgment  of  his  Biffionary,  in  2  vols,  8vo,  and  contributed  to  a  publica- 
tion called  "  The  Univerfal  Vifitor,"  for  the  affiftance  of  Smart,  one  of  the  flated  undertakers,  with 
Tfphofe  unhappy  vacillation  of  mind  he  fmcerely  fympathized,  all  the  eifays  marked  with  two  nficrifir, 
except  the  "  Life  of  Chaucer,"  "  Reflections  on  the  State  of  Portugal,"  and  "  EfTay  on  Architecture," 
•which  want  all  the  charadferillical  marks  of  his  ccmpofition.  "  Further  thoughts  on  Agriculture," 
fceing  thefequel  of  a  very  inferior  effay  on  the  fame  fubjedl,"  "  A  Differtation  on  the  State  of  Litera- 
ture and  Authors,"  and  "  A  Differtation  on  the  Epitaphs  written  by  Pope,"  though  not  marked  in 
the  fame  nfianner,  appear  to  be  the  prcdudtion  of  Johnfon.  The  laft  of  thefe,  indeed,  he  afterwards 
added  to  his  Idler. 

He  engaged  alfo  to  fuperintend  and  contribute  largely  to  another  monthly  publication,  intituled, 
••  The  Literary  Magazine,  or  Univerfal  Review;"  the  firft  number  of  which  came  out  on  the  15th 
©f  May  this  year.  He  continued  to  vs'rite  in  it,  with  intermiffions,  till  the  fifteenth  number.  His 
•riginal  eflays  are,  "  The  Preliminary  Addrefs,"  "  An  Introdudlion  to  the  Political  State  of  Great 
Britain,"  "  Remarks  on  the  Militia  Bill,"  "  Obfervations  on  his  Britannic  Majefty's  Treaties  with 
the  Emprefs  of  RulTia,  and  the  Landgrave  of  Hefle  Caflel,"  *'  Obfervations  on  the  Prefent  State  of 
Affairs,"  and  "  Memoirs  of  Frederick  II.  King  of  Pruffia."  His  reviews  of  the  works  of  others  are, 
^' Birch's  Hiftory  of  the  Royal  Society,"  "  Murphy's  Gray' s-Inn  Journal,"  "  Warton's  Effay  on  the 
Genius  and  Writings  of  Pope,  vol.  ifl."  "  Hampton's  Tranflation  of  Polybius,"  "  Blackwell's  Me- 
jneirs  of  the  Court  of  Auguflus,"  "  Ruffel's  Natural  Hiftory  of  Aleppo,"  "  Sir  Ifaac  Newton's  Ar- 
guments in  proof  of  a  Deity,"  "  Borlafe's  Hiftory  of  the  Ifles  of  Scilly,"  "  Home's  Experiments  on 
Bleaching,"  "  Brown's  Chriflian  Morals,"  "  Hales  on  Diflilling  Sea- Water,  &c."  "  Lucas's  Effay  on 
"Waters,"  "  Keith's  Catalogue  of  the  Scottilh  Bifhops,"  "  Browne's  Hiftory  of  Jamaica,"  "  Philofo- 
phical  Tranfadtions,  vol.  49th,"  "  Mrs.  Lenox  s  TranJIation  of  Sully'' s  Memoirs,''^  "  Mifcellanies  by  Eli- 
zabeth Harrifon,"  "  Evans's  Map,  and  Account  of  the  Middle  Colonies  in  America,"  "  Letter  on  ibe 
Cafe  of  Admiral  Byng"  "  Appeal  to  the  Pesple  concermng  Admiral  Byng^^  "  Hanivay^s  Eight  Day^s  four- 
Ttay,  and  Effay  en  Tea.^''  "  The  Cadet,  a  Military  Treatife,"  "  Soir'e  further  Particulars  in  relation  to  the 
Cafe  of  Admiral  Byng,  ly  a  Gentleman  of  Oxford"  "  The  Conduft  of  the  Miniftry  relating  to  the  pre- 
fent War,  impartially  examined,"  and  "-yenyrs''s  Free  Inquiry  intt  the  Nature  and  Origin  of  Evil."  Mr, 
Davics,  in  his  "  Mifcellaneous  and  Fugitive  Pieces,"  has  afcribed  to  him  the  "  Review  of  Burke's 
Inquiry  into  the  Origin  of  our  Ideas  of  the  Sublime,  and  Sir  John  Hawkins  has  inferted  it  in  his  col- 
ledtion  of  Johnfon's  works ;  but  it  was  written  by  Mr.  Murphy.  In  his  original  effays,  he  difplays 
cr-tenfive  political  knowledge,  expreffcd  with  uncommon  energy  and  perfpicuity.  Some  of  his  re- 
views are  very  fhort  accaunts  of  the  pieces  noticed;  but  many  of  them  are  examples  of  elaborate  cri- 
ticifm,  In  the  mcft  maflerly  ftylc,  particularly  the  review  of  Jenyns's"  Inquiry  into  the  Origin  of  Evil." 
In  his  defence  of  tea,  againft  Mr.  Hanway's  violent  attack  upon  that  popular  beverage,  he  defcribes  j 
himftlf  as  "  a  hardened  and  fliamelefs  tea-drinker,  who  has  for  many  years  diluted  his  meals  with 
only  the  infufion  of  this  fafcinating  plant;  whofe  kettle  has  fcarccly  time  to  cool;  who  with  tea  a- 
xnufes  the  evening,  with  tea  folaces  the  midnight,  and  with  tea  welcomes  the  morning,"  te  ver.iente 
■  Jic,  te  decedente.  Mr.  Hanway  wrote  an  angry  anfwer  to  Johnfon's  review  of  his  "  Effay,"  and 
Johnfon,  after  a  full  and  deliberate  paufe,  made  a  reply  to  it ;  the  only  inftance  in  the  whole  jj 
courfe  of  his  life,  when  he  condcfccnded  to  oppofe  any  thing  that  was  written  againft  him.  Of  the  l' 
good  Mr.  Hanway  he  faid,  "  he  is  a  man  whofe  failings  may  be  well  pardoned  for  his  virtues." 

The  fame  year  he  gave  an  edition  of  Sir  Thomas  Browne's  "  Chriftian  Morals,"  with  his  Life  y 
prefixed  to  it,  which  is  one  of  his  bed  biographical  performances.  He  wrote  alfo  a  Dedication  and 
Preface  to  the  Earl  of  Rodfcrd  to  Payne's  "  Effay  on  the  Game  of  Draughts,"  and  accepted  of  a  guinea  U 
frona  Dodflcy,  for  writing  the  IntroduSlian  to  "  The  London  Chronicle  ;"  and  even  in  fo  flight  a  per-  /; 
formance  exhibited  peculiar  talents.  At  the  fame  time  he  iffued  Propofals  of  cosfiderable  length  for 
his  edition  of  Shalfpearc,  with  notes;  and  his  fancied  adivity  was  fuch,  that  he  promifed  his  WOrk  M 
ikould  be  pubiifligd  befgre  C^ri^^as  17;;,  Uigugh  i!.  wasoiAS  yc^»  bi^U£«  U  luw  Ui«  ii^ht^ 
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Abouf  f))is  period  he  was  offered  by  Mr.  Langtoo,  the  father  of  his  much  vaUicJ  fiiend,  a  living 
©r  coanderabie  v.ilue  in  LiMColnfliire,  if  he  would  accept  it  and  take  orders ;  '•  but  he  chofe  not  to 
put  off  hii  lay  habit."     This  year  the  Ivy-hne  club  was  diffolved,  by  the  difperfioa  of  the  members. 

In  I7j'',  it  does  not  appear  that  he  publidied  any  thing,  except  fonie  of  thefe  effays  in  the  •'  Li- 
terary Magazine,"  which  have  been  meiui  ined.  That  majjazine,  after  he  ceafed  to  write  in  it, 
gradually  declined;  and  in  July  1758,  it  expired.  He  didlated,  tiiis  year,  a  "  Speech  on  the  Sub- 
)t&  of  an  Addrtfs  to  the  Throne,"  after  the  expedition  to  Rochefort,  which  was  delivered  by  one 
of  his  friends  In  a  public  meeting.     It  is  printed  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  OvSlober  1785. 

On  the  15th  of  April  175S,  he  began  Tb^  laltr,  which  came  out  ev..ry  S.iturday,  in  a  weekly 
newfpaper  called  the  "  Uiiiverfal  Chronicle,"  pubiiflied  by  Ne*Mbery,  and  was  continued  tiil  April 
5th  1760.  Of  103,  the  total  number  of  tff.iys,  twelve  were  contributed  by  his  friends';  of  wiiich 
Nos.  2,^-,y  9j>  ai'.d  ()G,  were  M'ritten  by  Mr.  Warton,  No.  67  by  Mr.  Langton,  and  No.  76,  79,  and 
82,  by  Sir  Joftiua  Reynolds;  the  concluding  words  of  No.  S2,  "  and  pollute  his  canvas  witli  defor- 
mity," being  added  by  Johnfon.  The  Idler  is  evidently  the  work  of  the  fame  mind  which  produced 
the  Rambler,  but  has  lefs  body  and  more  fpirit.  It  has  more  variety  of  real  life,  and  greater  facility 
of  language.  Yet  Nos.  i.\.  24,  41,  43,  jr,  52,  58,  and  89,  fliow  as  much  profundity  of  thought, 
and  labour  of  language  as  any  of  his  writings.  To  The  Idler,  when  coUefted  in  volumes,  he  added 
(beflde  the  EJfay  on  Eftlapbs,  and.  the  DiferUtlo.i  on  thofe  of  Pope),  an  FJfiyon  the  Bravery  of  tha 
T.nglljb  Common  Soldiers. 

In  January  1759,  his  rr.cther  died,  at  the  agje  of  ninety  ;  an  event  which  deeply  afTofled  him. 
He  regretted  his  not  having  gone  to  vifit  her  for  feveral  years  previous  to  her  death  ;  but  he  had 
long  contributed  liberally  to  her  fuppirt. 

Soon  afrer  this  event,  he  wr^ne  hh  H'JpLs,  F rinse  of  Abyjpitia,  that,  with  tlie  profits,  he  might 
■  defray  the  expence  of  his  mother's  funeral,  and  pay  fame  little  debts  which  (he  had  left.  He  told 
Sir  Jofiiua  Reynolds,  that  he  ccriipofed  it  in  the  evenings  of  one  week,  fent  it  to  tiie  prefs  in  por- 
tions as  it  was  written,  and  had  never  fince  read  it  over.  He  received  for  the  copy  icol.  and 
25  1.  when  it  came  to  a  fecond  edition.  The  applaufe  given  to  the  luftory  of  Rajfd.is  has  been  fuch, 
as  muft  fatibfy  an  author  the  mofl  avaricious  of  fame.  It  has  been  tranilated  into  various  modern 
languages,  and  received  tlie  admiration  of  Europe. 

During  all  this  year  he  carried  on  hij  Idler,  and  was  proceeding,  though  flowly.  In  his  edition  of 
Shalfpcare.  He,  however,  found  time  to  tranflate  for  Mrs  Lenox's  Englilh  verfion  of  Brumoy'a 
"  Greek  Theatre,"  "  A  Differtation  on  the  Greek  Comedy,"  and  the  general  "  conclufion"  of  the 
book.  On  the  controverfy  arifing  concernirtg  the  cliptical  or  circular  for.m  of  arches  for  Blackfrlar's 
bridge,  Johnfon  engaged  in  it,  on  behalf  of  his  friend  Mr.  Gxyn,  and  wrote  three  letters  in  the 
"  Gazetteer,"  in  oppofition  to  the  eliptica!  fide  of  the  queftion  ;  but  wiihout  any  illiberal  antipathy 
to  Mr.  Mylne,  with  whom  he  afterward-  lived  upon  very  agreeable  terms  of  acquaintance. 

While  he  was  employed  in  writing  The  Idler,  he  quitted  his  houfe  in  Goiigh-Square,  and  retired 
to  Gray's-Inn  ;  and  foon  after  Mifs  Williams  went  to  lodgings.  This  year  he  removed  to  cliambcr* 
in  the  Inner-Temple  L:ine,  "  where  he  Uved,"  fays  Mr.  Murphy,  "  in  poverty,  total  idlanefs,  an4  . 
the  pride  of  literature,  Magnljlat  nominis  umbra.  Mr.  Fitzherbert  (the  father  of  Lord  St.  Helens), 
ufed  to  fay  that  he  paid  a  morning  vlfit  to  Johnfon,  intending  from  his  chambers  to  fend  a  letter  inta 
the  city,  but,  to  his  great  furprife,  he  found  an  author  by  profeflion,  without  pen,  ink,  or  paper." 

His  black  fervant  Francis  Barber  having  left  him,  and  entered  on  board  a  man  of  war,  "  he  wai 
humble  enough  to  defire  the  afhfiance"  of  SmoUet  in  procuring  his  rcleafe.  .Smollet  made  intercft 
through  Mr.  Wilkes,  and  he  was  difcharged  without  any  will-,  of  his  own,  in  the  latter  end  of  1759, 
and  returned  to  his  mafter's  fervice. 

In  1760,  he  wrote  the  "  Addrefs  of  the  Painters  to  G^nrgs  III.  on  his  acceffion ,"  an  "  Introduc- 
tion" to  the  proceedings  of  the  C.)mm!ttec  for  Clothing  the  French  prifoncrs,  the  "  Dedication" 
for  Mr.  Baretti,  of  his  "  Italian  and  Engiifh  dlAionary,"  to  the  Marquis  of  Abreu,  the  Spanidx 
ambaffador,  and  an  ar.ount  cf  Mr.  Tjthr's  Vinllcatiin  of  Mary,  ^een  of  S:M,  in  the  Gentleman'* 
Magazine  for  0<5tober. 

This  year  Mr.  Murphy  having  thought  himfelf  ill  treated  by  Dr.  Franklin,  in  his  "  Differtation 
sn  Tragedy,"  pu blirusd  an  iadi^'naiit  vindicstio.T  ia  "  A  Poetical  EpiftI?  to  Samuel  Johnfon,  .^.  M.,"^ 
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in  which  he  complimented  Johnfon  in  a  juft  and  elegant  manner.  This  epiftle  has  oeen  reprinted, 
■with  confiderable  alterations  and  additions,  in  the  coUeiflion  of  his  works,  in  7  vols,  8vo,  1 786.  As  an 
ingenious,  an  elegant,  and  moral  writer,  Mr.  Murphjr  is  entitled  to  rank  in  a  fuperior  clafs.  In  col- 
le(Sino-  his  work"!,  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  fliould  have  taken  fo  much  pains  to  refcue  from  obli- 
vion this  epiflle,  written  during  the  violence  of  literary  diffenfion,  and  which  bears  evident  marks  of 
an  exafperated  mind.  The  expulfion  of  the  rerp-^dlable  names  of  Dr.  Warton  and  Mr.  Mafon  froni 
their  former  place«,  cannot  eafily  be  defended  upon  any  other  ground.than  caprice,  or  perfonal  diflike. 
An  acquaintance  firfl  commenced  between  Johnfon  and  Mr.  Murphy  in  the  following  manner : 
During  the  publication  of  his  "  Gray's-Irm  Journal,"  Mr.  Murphy  happened  to  be  in  the  country  with 
Foote.  and  having  mentioned  that  he  was  obliged  to  go  to  London  to  get  ready  for  the  prefs  oiie  of 
the  nnmbejs,  Foote  faid  to  him,  "  You  need  not  go  on  that  account.  Here  is  a  French  magazine, 
in  which  you  will  find  a  very  pretty  oriental  tale  ;  tranflate  that,  and  fend  it  to  your  printer."  Mr. 
Murphy  having  read  the  tale,  was  highly  pleafed  with  it,  and  followed  Foote's  advice.  When  he 
returned  to  town,  this  tale  was  pointed  out  to  him  in  the  Jiami/cr,  from  whence  it  had  been  tranf- 
iated  into  the  French  Magazine.  Mr.  Murphy  then  waited  upon  Johnfon,  to  explain  this  curious 
incident ;  and  a  friendfhip  was  formed,  that  continued  without  interruption  till  the  death  of  Johnfon. 
In  1761,  he  wrote  for  the  bookfellers  the  "  Preface"  to  Rolt's  Diflionary  of  Trade  and  Com- 
merce ;  which  difplays  a  clear  and  ccmprehenfive  knowledge  of  the  fubjedl,  though  he  "  never  (as 
he  faid^  faw  the  man,  and  never  read  the  book."  He  alfo  corredled  a  pamphlet  written  by  Mr. 
Gwyn,  intituled  "  Thoughts  on  the  Coronation  of  George  III."  and  wrote  for  Mr.  Newbery  the 
Jntrodiiii'ion  to  a  cclleflion  of  voyages  and  travels  publiflied  by  him,  under  the  title  of  "  The  World 
Difplayed  ;"  which  contains,  in  a  pleafing  ftyle,  the  hiflory  of  navigation,  and  the  difcovery  of  Ame- 
rica and  the  iflands  of  the  Wefl  Indies. 

In  1761,  he  wrote  for  Dr.  Kennedy,  in  a  drain  of  very  courtly  elegance,  A  Dedication  te  the  King, 
of  his  "  Complete  Syftem  of  Agronomical  Chronology,"  "  Dedication"  for  Mrs.  Lenox,  to  the  Earl 
ef  Mlddlefex,  of  her  "  Female  Quixotte,"  and  the  "  Preface"  to  the  "  Catalogue  of  the  Artift's 
Exhibition." 

In  this  year,  Fortune,  who  had  hitherto  left  hini  to  flruggle  with  the  inconveniencie*  of  a  preca- 
lious  fubfiftence,  ariCng  entirely  from  his  own  labours,  gave  him  that  independence  which  his  talents 
and  virtues  long  before  ought  to  have  obtained  for  him.  In  the  month  of  July  he  was  graced  with 
n  penfion  of  300  1.  per  annum,  by  the  King,  as  a  recompence  for  the  honour  which  the  excellence  of 
his  writings,  and  the  benefit  which  their  moral  tendency  had  been  of  to  thefe  kingdoms.  He  ob- 
tained it  by  the  interference  of  Lord  Bute,  then  firft  Lord  Commiffioner  of  the  Trcafury,  upon  the 
f  uggeflion  of  Mr.  Wedderburn,  now  I^ord  Loughborough,  at  the  inflance  of  Mr.  Sheridan  and  Mr. 
Ivlurphy.  For  this  independence  he  paid  theufual  tax.  Envy  and  refentment  foon  madehim  the  mark 
to  fhoot  their  arrows  at.  Some  appeared  to  think  themfelves  more  entitled  to  royal  favour,  and 
ethers  recollected  his  political  opinions  and  lentiments  of  the  reigning  family.  By  fome  he  wai 
cenfured  as  an  apoflate,  and  by  others  ridiculed  for  becoming  a  penfiouer.  The  "  North  Briton" 
fupplied  himfcU"  with  arguments  againft  the  Minifler  for  rewarding  a  Tory  and  a  Jacobite,  and 
Churchill  faterized  his  political  verfatility  with  the  moft  poignant  feverity. 

How  to  all  principles  untrue, 

iNot  fix'd  to  old  friends,  nor  to  new; 

He  damns  the  penfion  which  he  takes, 

And  loves  the  atuart  he  forl'akcs. 
By  this  acceptance  of  the  king's  bounty,  he  had  undoubtedly  fubjedted  himfelf  to  the  apellation  of 
a  penfiorier,  to  which  he  had  annexed  an  ignominious  definition  in  his  DiSiionary.  He  had  received 
a  favour  from  two  Scotchmen,  againft  whofe  country  he  had  joined  in  the  rabble  cry  of  indifcrimi- 
nating  inve(ftive.  It  was  thus  that  even-handed  Juftice  commended  the  poifoned  chalice  to  his  own 
lips,  and  compelled  him  to  an  awkward,  though  not  unpleafant  penance,  for  indulging  in  a  fplene- 
tic  prejudice,  equally  unworthy  of  his  underllanding  and  his  heart. 

The  affair  itfclt  was  equally  honourable  to  the  giver  and  the  receiver.  The  offer  was  clogged  with 
no  flipulaticns  for  party  fervices,  and  accepoed  under  no  implied  idea  of  being  recompenfed  by  poli- 
tical writings.     It  was  perfedly  underftood  by  all  parties,  that  the  pcnlion  was  merely  honorary. 
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tc  is  true  that  Johnfon  did  afterwards  write  political  pamphlets  in  favour  of  adminidration,  but  it 
■was  at  a  period  long  fubfequent  to  the  grant  of  his  penfion,  and  in  fupport  of  a  ininifter  to  whom  he 
•wed  no  perfonal  obligation.  It  was  for  the  eftabliftiment  of  opinions,  which,  however  unconftitu- 
•ional,  he  had  uniformly  held,  and  publicly  avowed. 

In  1763,  he  furnifbed  to  "  The  Poetical  Calendar,"  publifliedby  Fawkes  and  Woty,  a  Cbaraaer  of 
Collins,  which  he  afterwards  engrafted  into  his  entire  Life  of  Collins.  He  alfo  favoured  Mr.  Hoalc 
with  the  Dedication  of  his  tranflation  of  TalTo  to  the  Queen. 

This  year  Mr.  Bofwell  was  introduced  to  Johnfon,  by  Mr.  Davies  the  bookfellcr,  and  continued 
to  live  in  the  grcateft  intimacy  with  him  from  that  time  till  his  death. 

Churchill,  in  his  "  Ghoft,"  availed  himfelf  of  the  common  opinion  of  Johnfon's  credulity,  and 
drew  a  caricature  of  him,  under  the  name  of  Pompofa;  reprefenting  him  as  one  of  the  believers  of  the 
flory  of  a  ghofl  in~Cock-Lane,  which  in  1762  had  gained  very  general  credit  in  London.  Johnfon 
made  no  reply  ;  "  for  with  other  wife  folks  he  fat  up  with  "the  ghoft."  Pofterity  muft  be  allowed 
to  fmile  at  the  credulity  of  that  period.  Contrary,  however,  to  the  common  opinion  of  J'.hnfon's 
credulity,  Mr.  Bofwell  afferts  that  he  was  a  principal  agent  in  deteifiing  the  impofture;  and  unde- 
ceived the  world,  by  publifhing  an  account  of  it  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  January  1762. 
Yet  by  the  circumftances  of  the  examination,  he  feems  to  have  gone  with  almoft  a  willuigncfs  to 
believe,  and  a  mind  fcarcely  in  fufpenfe.  He  would  have  been  glad  to  fee  a  traveller  from  that  un- 
difcovcred  country,  over  which,  like  the  reft  of  mankind,  he  faw  nothing  but  clouds  and  darknefs. 

In  one  of  the  converfutions  at  theJMitre -Tavern  this  year,  Mr.  Bofwell  relates  the  following  in- 
ftance  of  Johnfon's  profound  and  liberal  way  of  thinking,  on  a  very  nice  conftitutional  point,  which 
may,  in  fome  meafure,  render  people  cautious  of  pronouncing  decifively  on  his  political  creed. 

"  Goldfmith  difputed  very  warmly  with  Johnfon,  againft  the  well-known  maxim  of  the  Britifh  con- 
ftitution.  "  The  king  can  do  no  wroug,"  affirming,  that  what  was  morally  falfe,  could  not  be  politi- 
cally true ;  and  as  the  king  might,  in  the  exercife  of  his  regal  power,  command,  and  caufe  the 
doing  of  what  was  wrong,  it  certainly  might  be  faid,  in  fenfe  and  in  reafon,  that  he  could  do 
■wrong."  folnfiin.  "  Sir,  you  are  to  confider,  that  in  our  conftitution,  according  to  its  true  prin- 
ciples, the  king  is  the  head,  he  is  fupreme,  he  is  above  every  thing,  and  there  is  no  power  by  which 
lie  can  be  tried.  Therefore  it  is,  Sir,  that  We  hold  the  king  can  do  no  wrong  ;  that  whatever  may 
happen  to  be  wrong  in  government  may  not  be  above  ourreach,  by  beingafcribed  to  majefty.  Redref* 
is  always  to  be  had  againft  oppreffion,  by  p^aniOiing  the  immediate  agents.  The  king,  though  he 
fliould  command,  cannot  force  a  judge  to  condemn  a  man  unjuftly ;  therefore  it  is  the  judge  whom 
we  profecute  and  punifh.  Political  inflitutions  are  formed  on  the  confideration  of  what  will  moft 
frequently  tend  to  the  good  of  the  whole,  although  now  and  then  exceptions  may  occur.  Thus  ie 
is  better  that  a  nation  fliou'd  have  a  fupreme  legiflative  power,  although  it  may  at  limes  be  abufed. 
And  then.  Sir,  there  is 'h''^  ciifld'-'-aMon,  that,  if  the  abuft  hi  enormous,  naitire  iviil  rife  up,  arj  chim- 
ing her  original  right,  overturn  a  corrupt  political  fyji^m.^' 

"  This  generous  fentiment,"  Mr.  Bofwell  add>,  "  which  he  uttered  wl;h  great  fervour,  ftruck  me 
exceedingly.,  and  ftirred  n-.y  blood  to  that  pitch  of  fancied  refu'iance,  the  pofiibility  of  wliich  1  am. 
glad  to  keep  in  mind,  but  to  which,  I  rruft,  1  ihall  never  be  forced." 

In  this  year,  he  alfo  wroie  the  "  Life  of  Afcham,"  and  the  «  Dedication  to  the  Earl  of  Shaftf- 
fcury,"  prefixed  to  the  edition  o{  his  Engliih  works,  publiftied  by  Mr.  Bennet. 

To  enlarge  his  circle,  and  to  find  opportunities  for  converfation,  Johnfon  once  more  had  recourfe  to 
a  club.  In  February  1764,  was  founded  th'.t  club,  •which  afterwards  became  diftinguiflied  by  the  title 
of  the  Literary  Club.  Sir  Jo<hua  Reynolds  was  the  fiift  propofer,  to  which  Johnfon  acceded;  and 
the  original  members  were,  bt-fide  himfelf.  Sir  Joftiua  Reynolds,  Mr.  Burke,  Dr  Nugent,  Mr. 
Beauclerk,  Mr.  Langton,  Mr.  Chamier,  Sir  John  Hawkins,  and  Gc.ldfmith.  They  met  at  the 
Turk's  Head,  in  Gerard  Str<:et,  Soho,  on  every  Mond^iy  evening  through  the  year. 

He  wrote  this  year  "  V  Review"  of  Grainger's  "  Sugar  Cane,"  in  the  "  London  Chronicle,"  in 
•cnjunaion  with  Dr.  Percy,  and  an  account  of  Goldfmith's  "  Traveller,"  in  the  "  Critical  Revie.v  " 

About  this  time,  he  was  afHifted  with  a  fevcre  return  of  the  hypochondriac  diforder,  which  wa»  ever 
.lurking  about  him.  He  was  fo  ill  as  to  be  entirely  avcrfe  to  fodety,  the  moft  fatal  fymptom  of  lUz 
•lalady.  j£  'J 
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The  fucceeding  year,  1765,  was  remarkable  for  the  commencement  of  his  acquaintance  wich 
Henry  Thrale,  Efq.  one  of  the  moil-en-iincnt  brewers  in  England,  and  member  of  parliament  for 
Southwark.  Mr.  Murphy,  who  was  intimate  with  Mr.  Thrale,  having  fpoken  very  highly  of  John- 
fon's  converfation,  he  was  requefted  to  make  them  acquainted.  This  being  mentioned  to  Johnfon, 
he  accepted  an  invitation  to  dinner  at  Mr,  Thrak's,  and  was  fo  nrjch  pleafed  with  his  reception, 
lioth  by  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thrale,  and  tliey  fo  much  pleafed  with  him,  that  his  invitations  to  their 
houfe  were  more  and  more  frequent ;  till  at  laft,  in  1776,  he  became  one  of  the  family,  and  an 
apartment  was  appropriated  to  him,  both  in  their  hoafe  in  South'..' ark,  and  in  their  villa  at  Streatham. 
Nothing  could  be  more  fortunate  for  Johnfon  than  this  conneftion.  He  had  at  Mr.  Thrale's  all 
the  comforts,  and  even  the  luxuries  of  life  ;  his  melancholy  was  diverted,  and  his  irregular  habits 
Icffened  by  affociation  with  an  agreeable  and  well-ordered  family.  He  was  treated  with  the  utmcft 
refpetSh  and  even  affsdion.  Johnfon  had  a  very  fmcere  efleem  for  Mr.  Thrale,  as  a  man  of  excellent 
principle?,  a  good  fcliolar,  well-fltilled  in  trade,  of  a  found  underllanding.  and  of  manners  fuch  as 
prefented  the  charaiSer  of  a  plain  independent  Englfli  'fquire.  He  underfcocd  and  valued  Johnfon, 
without  remifTion,  from  their  firll  acquaintance  to  the  day  of  his  death.  Of  Mrs.  Thrale,  now  Mrs. 
Piozzi,  a  lady  of  lively  parts,  improved  by  education,  "  lefs  cannot  be  faid,"  fays  Mr.  Tyer=,  "  tharv 
that  in  one  of  the  latter  opinions  of  Johnfon  ;"  '•  If  flie  v^as  not  the  wifeft  woman  in  the  v/crld, 
Hie  v/as  undoubtedly  one  of  the  witiiefl."  She  took  fuch  care  of  him,  during  an  illnefs  of  fome 
continuance,  that  Goldfmith  told  her,  '■  he  owed  his  life  to  her  attention."  "  To  a  natural  vivacity 
in  converfation,  (he  had  reading  enough,  and  th.e  gods  had  made  her  poetical.' '  The  vivacity  of  Mrs. 
Thrale's  literary  talk  roused  him  to  checrfulnefs  and  attention,  even  when  they  were  alone.  But  this 
■was  not  often  the  cafe;  for  he  found  here  a  coiulant  fucceffion  of  what  gave  him  the  higheft  en- 
joyment. The  fociety  of  the  learned,  the  witty,  and  the  eminent  in  every  way,  who  were  affem- 
bled  in  numerous  companie"!,  called  forth  his  wonderful  powers,  and  gratified  him  with  admiration,  to 
•which  no  man  could  be  infenflble. 

There  Is  foraething  In  the  condu(5l  of  this  worthy  poffcffor  of  wealth,  which  the  mind  loves  to 
contemplate.  Next  to  the  poffefTion  of  great  powers,  the  mod  enviable  qualities,  are  a  capacity 
to  difcover,  and  an  inclination  to  honour  them.  To  the  credit  of  Thrale,  let  it  be  recorded,  that 
the  patron  of  literature  and  talents,  of  which  jolmfon  fought  in  vain  for  the  traces  in  Chcfterfield, 
he  found  realized  in  Thrale. 

In  July  of  this  year,  he  Vifas  complimented  by  the  Uuiverfify  of  Dublin  with  the  degree  of  Doc- 
tor of  Laws,  as  the  Diplojua  CxprefTes  it,  ob  ericgi^m  fcriftorum  eL-gantiam  ct  utUitatem,  though  he 
does  not  appear  to  have  tzkrn  the  tiile  in  cotifi.quencc  of  it.  In  October,  he  at  length  gave  to  the 
world  his  edition  of  The  Plays  of  JViU/ajfi  Sh.rkfpeare,  luhh  the  Corredicts  and  lllujirailons  of  •various 
Comtnenlators  ;  to  ivhich  are  addid,  Notes  by  Sun.  'Johnfon,  8vo  ;  which,  as  far  as  it  fell  fliortof  af- 
fording that  ample  fatisfatSion  which  was  expc<5led  from  it,  may  be  afciibed  to  his  not  having 
"  read  the  books  which  the  author  read,  traced  his  knowledge  to  the  foutce,  and  compared  his 
copies  with  their  originals  ;"  a  promife  he  gave,  but  was  not  able  toperfoim.  Sir  John  Haw- 
kins thinks  it  a  meagre  work  ;  he  complains  of  the  paucity  of  the  notes,  of  Juhnfon's  want  of  induf- 
try,  and  indeed  unfitnefs  for  the  office  of  a  Scholiafl.  It  was  treated  with  great  illibcrality  by  Dr. 
Kenrick,  in  the  firft  part  of  a  "  Review"  of  it,  which  was  never  completed.  It  is  to  be  admit- 
ted, that  he  has  neither  fo  fully  reformed  the  text,  by  accurate  coUatiens  of  the  firft  editions,  nor  fo 
fairly  illuftrateJ  his  author,  in  his  notes,  by  quotations  from  the*'  writers  who  lived  at  the  fame  time, 
immediately  preceded,  or  immediately  followed  him,"  as  has  been  done  by  other  able  and  ingeni- 
ous critics,  who  have  followed  him  ;  Mr.  Steevens,  Mr.  Capel,  Mr.  Malmie,  Mr.  Reed,  &c. 
whofe  labours  h.ive  left  little  to  add  to  the  commentaries  on  Shakfpeare.  But  what  he  did  as  a 
commentator,  has  no  fmall  fhare  of  merit,  though  his  refearches  were  not  lb  ample,  and  his  invef- 
tigations  fo  acute  as  they  might  have  been.  He  has  enriched  his  edition  with  a  concife  account  of 
each  play,  and  of  its  charaderiftic  excellence.  In  the  fagacity  of  his  emendatory  criticifms,  and 
the  happinefs  of  his  interpretations  of  obfcure  paffages,  he  furpaffes  every  editor  of  this  poet.  Mr. 
Malone  confeffes,  "  that  Johnfon's  vigorous  and  comprehenfive  underftanding  threw  more  light  on 
his  author,  than  all  his  predeccffors  had  done."  His  Preface  has  been  pronounced  by  Mr.  Malone, 
to  be  the  linell  compofuion  in  our  langiiage ;  and  having  regard  to  its  fubjed;  ^^and  cxtenl:,  it  cef- 
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taJnIy  would  be  difficult  to  name  one  pofkCing  a  fufierior  claim  to  fuch  fupeiktive  praife.  Whether 
we  confider  the  beauty  and  vigour  of  its  compofition,  the  abundance  and  claflical  feledlion  of  its  aU 
lufions,  the  juftnefs  of  the  general  precepts  of  criticifm,  and  its  accurate  cftimate  of  the  cxcellcn- 
cies  or  adeAs  of  his  author,  it  is  equally  adiiiiri.ble.  He  feems  to  raife  his  talents  upon  a  level 
■with  thofe  of  his  poet,  upon  whole  works  he  lits  as  a  critical  judge,  to  rival,  by  the  luftre  of  his 
praifes,  the  fpleiidour  of  the  original,  and  to  follow  this  eagle  of  Britifli  poetry  through  all  his 
gyres,  witli  as  keen  an  eye,  and  upon  as  ftron^^  a  wing.  The  Preface  to  his  Diahnary,  corred  as 
it  is,  muft  yield  the  palm  cf  excellence  to  that  prefixed  to  his  Shakfpeare ;  but  it  yields  it  only  be- 
caufe  the  fubjed  was  lels  favourable  to  the  full  Jifj;lay  of  his  powers. 

In  1766,  he  removed  from  the  Inner- Temple  Lane,  to  a  good  houfe  in  Johnfon's- Court,  Fleet 
Streer,  in  which  he  accommodated  Mifs  Williams  with  an  apartment  on  the  ground  floor,  while 
Mr.  Levett  occupied  his  pcft  in  the  garret. 

This  year  he  only  wrote  the  Dedicat'wi  to  the  King,  cf  Gwyn's  "  London  and  Weftminfter  Im- 
proved," and  furniflied  the  Preface,  and  the  following  pi:ces  for  Mifs  Williams's  "  Mifccllanies  in 
Prcfe  and  Verfe,"  410:  The  Ant,  "  To  Mifs  — ,  on  her  giving  the  Author  a  Gold  and  Silk  Net-work 
Purfe  of  her  own  weaving;"  "  The  Happy  Life,.  On  :k:  Death  of  Stephen  Gray,  the  EUarician,"  and 
"  The  Fountains,"  a  Fairy  Tale,  in  Profe.  The  firft  (ketch  of  the  poem  on  Stephen  Gray,  was  written 
by  Mifs  Williams,  but  Johnfon  told  Mr.  Bofweli,  "  that  he  wrote  it  all  over  again,  except  two 
lines."     This  publication  was  encouraged  by  a  genteel  fubfcriotion. 

In  1767,  he  only  v/rote  the  dedication  to  the  King,  fnr  Mr.  Adams's  "  Treatife  on  the  Globes." 
In  February,  he  was  honoured  by  a  private  converlation  with  the  king,  in  the  library  at  Bucking, 
ham  Houfe,  *'  v/hich  gratified  his  monarchic  enthufiafm."  The  interview  v.'as  fought  by  the  king 
without  the  knowledge  of  Johnfon.  His  majefty,  among  other  things,  alked  the  author  of  fo  ma- 
ny valuable  works,  if  he  intended  to  publifh  any  more.  Johnfon  modeftly  anfwered,  that  he  thought 
he  had  written  enough.  "  And  fo  Ihould  I  too,"  replied  the  king,  "  if  you  had  not  written  fo 
well."  Johnfon  was  highly  pleafed  with  his  majefty's  courteoufnefs;  and  afterwards  obferved  to 
Mr.  Langton,  "  Sir,  his  manners  are  thofc  of  as  fine  a  g.;ntleman,  as  we  may  fuppofe  Lewis  XIV.  or 
Charles  II." 

Johnfon  had  now  arrived  at  that  eminence  which  is  the  prize  that  cultivated  genias  always  flrug- 
gles  for,  and  but  f-ldom  obtains.  His  fortune,  tht^ugh  not  great,  was  adequate  to  his  wants,  and 
of  moft  honourable  acquiStion ;  for  it  was  derived  from  the  produce  of  his  labours,  and  the  rewards 
v/hich  his  country  had  beflovi/ed  upon  meii:.  He  received  during  life  that  unqualified  applaufe 
from  the  world  which  is  in  general  paid  only  to  departed  excellence,  and  he  beheld  his  fame  fcated 
firmly  in  the  public  mind,  without  the  danger  of  its  being  fhakcn  by  obloquy,  or  the  hazard  of  its 
being  fliared  by  a  rival.  Ke  could  number  among  his  friends  the  greatell  and  moft  improved  ta- 
lents of  the  cousitry.  His  company  was  courted  by  wealth,  dignity,  a.'-.d  beauty  ;  his  many  peculi- 
arities were  overlooked,  or  forgotten  in  the  admiration  of  his  underflanding,  while  his  virtues  were 
regarded  with  veneration,  and  his  opinions  adopted  with  fub.ijilTion.  Of  the  ufual  infenfibllity  of 
mankind  to  living  merit,  Johnfon,  at  leaft,  had  no  reafon  to  complain. 

In  1768,  nothing  of  his  writing  was  given  to  the  public,  except  the  Frohgue  to  his  friend  Gold- 
smith's comcdj'  of  the  "  Good  Natured  Man." 

In  1769,  he  was  altogether  quicfcen:  as  an  author.  On  the  ellabiifhmcnt  of  the  Royal  Academy 
this  year,  he  accepted  the  title  of  PrcfifTtir  of  Ancient  Literature. 

In  I  770,  he  publiihcd  a  political  pamphlet,  intituled  'The  Falfe  Alc.rm,  8vo. ;  intended  to  juftify 
the  condmSl  of  miniftry,  and  tlieir  majority  in  tlie  Houfe  of  Commons,  for  having  virtually  affumed 
it  as  an  axiom,  that  the  expulfion  of  a  member  of  parliament  was  equivalent  to  exclufion,  and  their 
having  declared  Colonel  Luttrel  to  be  duly  eleded  for  the  county  of  Middlefex,  notwithilanding 
Mr.  Wflkes  had  a  great  majority  of  votes.  This  being  very  juftly  confidered  as  a  grofs  vio- 
lation of  the  right  of  eledion  ;  an  alarm  for  the  conKitution  extended  itfelf  all  over  the  kingdom. 
To  prove  this  alarm  to  be  falfc,  was  the  purpofe  of  Johnfon's  pamphlet;  but  his  arguments  and  elo- 
quence failed  of  effed,  and  the  Houfe  of  Commons  has  fince  erafed  the  cfTenfive  refolution  from  the 
Joiirnals.     This  pamphlet  has  great  uigrit  in  point  of  Lwguage  ;  but  it  contains  much  grofs  mifrc- 
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pre  fentaiion,  and  fn\ich  malignity,  and  abounds  with  fuch  arbitrary  principles,  as  are  totally  incoii- 
fjftcnr  with  a  free  Cunftitution. 

The  H'-xt  year,  17  71,  he  defended  the  meafures  adopted  by  the  miniftry,  in  the  difpute  with  the 
court  of  Spain,  in  a  pamphlet  intituled  Thoughts  on  the  late  TranfaBlom  refpeBing  Talkland's  JjlanJ,  8vo. 
On  the  (ubjeA  of  Falkland's  Iflands,  fpots  "  thrown  afide  from  human  ufe,  barren  in  fummer,  and 
ftormy  in  winter,"  he  appears  to  have  followed  the  diredion,  and  adopted  the  opinions  which  a  pu- 
iillanimous  adminiftration  wiflied  to  inculcate.  They  were  certainly  erroneous  in  a  political 
view  and  if  they  were  his  own,  fhow  that  on  fuch  fubjecSls  he  was  incapable  of  forming  3 
jult  opinion.  His  defcription  of  the  miferies  of  war,  in  this  pamphlet,  is  a  fine  piece  of  elo- 
quence, and  his  charadler  of  "Junius  is  executed  with  all  the  force  of  his  genius,  and  with  the 
Jiighefl;  care. 

When  Johnfon  fhone  in  the  plenitude  of  his  political  glory,  from  the  celebrity  of  his-minifterial 
pamphlets,  an  attempt  was  made  to  bring  him  into  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  by  Mr.  Strahan,  the 
kmg's  printer,  who  was  himfelf  in  parliament,  and  wrote  to  the  fecretary  of  the  treafury  upon  the  fub-^ 
jecl;  but  the  applicatidn  was  unfuccefsful.  Whether  there  were  any  particular  reafon^  for  the  re- 
fulal,  has  not  tranfpired.  1  hat  Johnfon  very  much  wifhed  to  "  try  his  hand"  in  the  fenate,  he  has 
him'elf  declared  ;  but  that  he  would  have  fucceeded  as  a  psriiamentary  fpeaker,  is  at  leaft  doubtfuL 
Few  have  didinguifhed  themftlves  as  orators,  who  have  not  begun  the  pradlice  of  fpeaking  in  pub- 
ic early  in  life;  and  it  may  be  doubted  whether  the  habits  of  regular  and  corred  compofition  ara 
rot  unfavorable  to  tliat  quick  unpremeditated  elocution  which  is  fo  much  admired,  and  fo  ufeful  ia 
anmiated  debate.  This  at  leaft  is  certain,  that  of  the  many  perfons  eminent  for  literary  abilities, 
who  hr.ve  had  feats  in  parlianient,  none  have  gained  a  reputation  for  eloquence  commenfurate  with 
their  fialent.s  and  information  ;  and  of  Johnfon,  in  particular,  it  is  reported  u'pon  the  authority  of 
Sir  William  Scott,  that  he  had  feveral  times  tried  to  fpeak  in  the  Society  of  Arts  &c.  but 
"  had  found  th?.t  he  could  not  get  on."  It  was  otferved  by  the  late  Henry  Flood,  Efq.  who  was 
himfelf  an  eminent  orator,  that  "  Johnfon  having  been  long  ufed  to  fententious  brevity,  and  thc- 
llioit  flights  of  converfation,  mlglit  have  failed  in  that  continued  and  expanded  kind  of  argumep.t 
which  is  requifite  in  ftating  complicated  matters  in  public  fpeaking." 

In  177Z5  he  produced  no  literary  performance.  His  only  publication  in  17 73,  was  a  acvj  edition 
of  his  DiMionary,  with  additions  and  correcSions.  In  the  autumn  of  1 7  73,  he  gratified  a  "  wifh  which 
he  had  fo  long  entertained,  that  he  fcarcely  remembered  how  it  was  formed,  of  vifiting  the  Hebrides, 
or  wsftern  iflands  of  Scotland."  He  was  accompanied  by  Mr.  Bofweli,  "  whofe  acutenefs,"  he  after- 
wards obferved,  "  would  help  his  inquiry,  and  whofe  gaiety  of  converfation,  and  civility  of  manners, 
were  fuEicient  to  counteradl  the  iaconveniencies  of  travel  in  countries  lefs  hofpitable  than  thofe  they 
were  to  pafs  " 

His  ftay  in  Scotland  was  from  the  iSth  of  Auguft,  til!  the  Z2d  of  November,  when  he  fet  out  on 
his  return  to  London.  His  various  adventures,  and  the  force  and  vivacity  of  his  mind,  as  cxercifed 
during  his  tour,  have  been  defcribed  by  Mr.  Bofweli,  in  his  "  Journal  of  a  Tour  to  the  Hebrides," 
8vo.,  1786,  in  a  flyle  that  fhows  he  pofftlTcd,  in  an  eminent  degree,  the  (kill  to  give  connexion  to 
niifcellaneous  matter,  and  vivacity  to  the  wholo  of  his  narrative. 

At  the  approach  of  the  general  eledion,  in  1  7  74,  he  pubhfhed  a  fliort  political  pamphlet,  intituled 
^he  Patriot;  addrejfcd  io  the  Ehidors  of  Great  Britain,  8vo,  not  Vvrith  any  vifible  application  to  Mr. 
Wilkes,  but  to  teach  the  people  to  reject  the  leaders  of  oppofition,  who  called  themfelves  pa- 
triots, It  was  called  for,  he  tells  us,  by  his  political  friends,  on  Friday,  and  was  written  on  Satur- 
day. 

The  firft  effort  of  his  pen,  in  1775,  was  "  Proprifals  for  publiihing  by  fubfcription,  the  works  of 
Tvlrs.  Charlotte  Lennox,  in  3  vols.  4!o.."  which  was  foon  fucceeded  by  a  pamphlet,  intituled  Taxa- 
tion no  Tyranny  :  An  An/iitr  to  the  Rejolutions  and  Addrtfs  of  the  American  Congrefs,  8vo.  The  fcop& 
of  the  argument  was,  that  diftant  colonies  which  had  in  their  affeniblieii  a  Icgiflature  of  their  own ; 
were,  notwithftanding,  liable  to  be  taxed  in  a  Britifli  Parliament,  where  they  had  neither  peers  ia 
one  houfe,  nur  reprefcniatives  in  the  o;her.  The  principle  has  been  long  abandoned;  but  Johnfon 
was  of  opinion,  that  this  country  was  ftrong  trough  to  enforce  obedience;  "  When"  fays  he,  "  an 
Englifbman  is  told  that  the  Amtricacs  fiaoot  up  like  a  hydra,  he  natura^y  conCders  huw  the  hydia 
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was  deftroyed."  The  event  has  fhown  how  much  he  was  mlflakcn.  This  pamphlet  was  written 
at  the  defire  of  the  miniftry,  and  in  fonie  places  corrcded  by  them.  It  contained  the  fame  poCtivc 
affertions,  farcaftical  feverity,  extravagant  ridicule,  and  arbitrary  principles  with  his  former  political 
pieces,  and  the  groffeft  and  moft  virulent  abufe  of  the  Americans. 

Thcfe  pamphlets  were  publiihed  on  his  own  account,  and  were  afterwards  colle^fted  by  him  into 
a  1»)lume  under  the  title  of  P-olitical  UraHs,  by  the  Author  of  th:  Rambler,  Svo.  1 7 75. 

In  the  month  of  March,  this  year,  he  was  gratified  by  the  title  of  Docfior  of  Laws,  conferred  on 
him  by  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford,  at  the  felicitation  of  Lord  North.  In  September  he  vifited  France, 
for  the  firft  time,  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Thrale,and  Mr.  Baretti ;  and  returned  to  England  in  about  two 
months  after  he  quitted  it.  Foote,  who  happened  to  be  in  Paris  at  the  fame  time,  faid,  that  the 
French  were  perfedlly  aftoniflied  at  his  figure  and  manner,  and  at  his  drefs  ;  which  was  exadly  the 
fame  with  what  he  was  accuftomed  to  in  London  :  his  brown  clothes,  black  (lockings,  and  plain 
fhirt.  Of  the  occurrences  of  this  tour,  he  kept  a  journal,  in  all  probability,  with  a  defign  of  writing 
an  account  of  it.  The  world  has  to  regret,  that  from  want  of  leifurc  or  inclination,  he  never  per,- 
feifted  it. 

Thi.i  year  he  alfo  wrote  the  Preface  to  Mr.  Baretti's  "  Leffons,  Italian  and  Englilh,"  and  pub- 
liihed an  account  of  his  Tour  to  the  Hebrides,  under  the  title  of  A  'Journey  te  the  IVefern  IJLindi  of 
Scotland,  Svo.  This  elegant  narrative  has  been  varioufly  praifed  and  abufed  in  the  newfpapers,  ma- 
gazines, and  other  fugitive  publications.  It  was  formally  attacked  by  the  Rev.  Donald  M'Nicol,  in 
his  "  Remarks"  &c.  8yo.  1780.  That  it  is  written  with  an  undue  prejudice  againfl  both  the  coun- 
try and  people  of  Scotland,  mufl  be  allowed ;  but  it  abounds  in  extenfiwe  philofophical  views  of 
fociety,  and  in  ingenious  fentiments,  and  lively  defcription.  Among  many  other  difquifitions  equally 
inflrudlive  and  amufuig,  he  exprefies  his  difbelief  of  the  authenticity  of  the  poems  of  Oflian,  pre- 
fented  to  the  public  as  a  tranflation  from  the  Erfe,  in  fuch  terms  as  honeft  indignation  is  apt  to  hurl 
againft  impofition.  If  there  was  a  manufcript,  in  what  age  was  it  written  ?  and  where  is  it?  If  it 
was  colledted  from  oral  recitation  in  diff"erent  parts  of  the  Highlands,  who  put  it  together  in  it* 
prefent  form  ?  Thefe,  and  fuch  like  obfcrvations,  provoked  the  reftntmentof  Mr.  Macpherfon  ;  he 
fent  a  threatening  letter  to  the  author,  and  Johnfon  anfvvered  him  in  the  rough  phrafe  of  ftern  de- 
fiance. 

"  I  received  your  foolifh  and  impudent  letter.  Any  violence  cfTered  me,  I  (liall  d  1  my  befl  to 
repel ;  and  what  I  cannot  do  for  myfelf,  the  law  Ihall  do  for  me.  I  hope  I  Ihalj  never  be  deterred 
from  dcteifting  what  I  think  a  cheat  by  the  menaces  of  a  ruffian. 

"  What  would  you  have  rne  retradl  ?  I  thouglit  your  book  an  impoflure  j  I  think  it  an  impofturc 
ftill.  For  this  opinion  I  have  given  my  reafons  to  the  public,  which  I  here  dare  you  to  refute. 
Your  rage,  I  defy.  Your  abilities,  fince  your  Homer,  are  not  fo  for.midable  ;  and  what  I  hear  of 
yoyr  morals  inclines  me  to  pay  regard  not  to  what  you  Ihall  fay,  but  what  you  fhall  prove.  You 
may  print  this  if  you  will." 

The  threats  alluded  to  in  this  letter  never  were  attempted  to  be  put  in  execution.  But  Johnfon, 
as  a  provifion  for  defence,  furnifhcd  himftlf  with  a  large  oaken  plant,  fix  feet  in  height,  of  the  dia- 
meter of  an  inch  at  the  lower  end,  iucreafing  to  three  ieches  at  the  top,  and  terminating  in  a  head 
(once  the  root)  of  the  fize  of  a  large  orange.  This  he  kept  in  his  bed-chambtf,  fo  near  his  chair, 
as  to  be  within  his  reach. 

In  1776,  be  wrote  nothing  for  the  public.  This  year  he  removed  from  No.  7.  Johnfon's  Court, 
to  a  larger  houfe.  No.  8.  Bolt  Court,  Fleet-Street,  with  a  garden  "  which  he  took  delight  in  watsr- 
ing."  A  room  on  the  ground-floor  was  afligned  10  Mifs  Williams,  and  the  whole  of  the  two  pair 
-of  flairs  floors  was  made  a  repofit<;ry  for  his  book?,  conCfting  of  about  jcjio  volumes.  Here,  in  the 
intervals  of  his  refulence  at  Streatiiam,  he  fat  every  morning  ^cceivi^g  vifits,  and  hearing  t!ie  topics  of 
the  day, and  indolently  trifling  away  the  time  ;  and  to  the  moft  ir.timate  of  his  fiiends.  Dr.  Burney, 
Mr.  Hoolc,  Mr.  Murphy,  Mr.  Davies,  Mr.  Baretti,  Mr.  Bcfwcli,  Mr.  Langton,  &c.  fometimes  gave, 
not  inelegant  dinners.  Chemiftry  afforded  fonie  amufement.  In  Gough-Square,  and  in  Johnfon's- 
Court,  he  had  an  apparatus  for  that  purpofe  ;  and  the  fame,  with  perhaps  a  tew  additions,  was  now 
fixed  up  in  Bolt-Court.  He  had  alfo  a  fort  of  laboratory  at  Streatham,  and  diTerted  himfclf  witt 
dIa^ying  efl'encfs,  and  colouring  liquors  for  Mrs.  Thrale. 
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Johnfon's  benevolence  to  the  unfortur.ite,  was,  at  all  periods  of  his  life,  very  remarkable.  In  his  houfe 
at  Bolt-Court,  an  apartment  was  apjropriated  to  Mrs.  Defmoulins,  daughter  oi  his  god  father,  Dr. 
Swinfen,  and  \yidow  of  Mr.  Def.iioulin^i,  a  writing-mafter,  and  her  daughter,  and  a  Mifs  Carmichael. 
Such  was  his  humanity,  and  fuch  his  gencrcfity,  that  he  allowed  Mrs.  Ecfmoulins  half-a-guinca 
a-week,  which  wa?  above  a  twelfth  part  of  his  penfion. 

"  It  feems"  fays  Mrs.  Piozzi,  "  at  once  vexatious  and  comical,  torefiedl  that  the  dilTerfions  ti'iofe 
people  chofe  to  live  in,  diilreffed  and  mortified  him  e.xc.-cdingly.  He  really  was  oftentimes  afraid 
of  going  home,  becaufc  he  was  fure  to  be  met  at  the  door  with  numberlefs  complaint?,  and  he  ufed 
to  lament  pathetically  to  me,  and  to  Mr.  Saftres,  the  Italian  mailer,  who  was  much  his  favourite, 
.that  they  made  his  life  miferable,  from  the  impoCibility  he  found  of  making  theirs  happy  ;  when 
every  favour  he  befiowed  on  one,  was  wormwood  to  the  refl.  If,  however,  I  ventured  to  blame 
their  ingratitude,  and  condes'tn  their  condu(5l,  he  would  inftantly  fet  about  foftening  the  one,  and 
juflifying  the  other  ;  and  finiflicd  commonly  by  telling  me,  ihat  1  kutw  not  to  make  allowances  for 
lituatiors  I  never  experienced. 

To  thee  no  reafon,  who  know'ft  only  good. 
But  evil  haft  not  try'd.  ii/i.Vt/?." 

Tn  1777,  the  fate  cf  Dr.  Dodd  excited  Johnfon's  compafTion,  and  called  forth  the  flreiiuousexertiOR 
t>f  his  vaft  comprehenfive  mind.  He  thought  his  fentence  jult ;  yet,  perhaps,  fearing  that  religion 
might  fuiFer  from  the  errors  of  one  of  its  miniflers,  he  endeavoured  to  prevent  the  laft  ignominious 
fpeftacle.  He  wrote  for  that  unhappy  man,  his  Speech  to  the  Recorder  cfLondony  at  the  Old  Bailey,  when 
the  fentence  of  death  was  about  to  be  pronounced  tpoii  him;  Tie  Cmvici's  Addrefs  to  his  Unhappy 
Brethren,^  fertnon  delivered  by  him  in  the  chapel  of  Newgate;  two  Letters^  one  to  Lord  Chancellor 
Bathurft,  and  one  to  Lord  MansSeld  ;  A  Petition  from  Dr.  Lcdd  to  the  K'mg  -,  A  Petition  from  Mrs. 
Doddto  the  ^eeit;  Obfervations  in  the  newfpapers,  on  occafion  of  Earl  Percy's  having  prefent- 
.cd  a  petition  for  mercy  to  Dodd,  figned  by  twenty  thoufand  people  ;  A  Petition  from  the  riiy 
ef  London,  and  i)r.  Dodd's  Lof.  Solemn  Leclaraiion,  which  he  left  with  the  flieriff  at  the  place  cf  exe- 
cution. 

In  the  fummer  he  wrote  a  Prologue  to  Kelly's  comedy  of  "  A  Word  to  the  Wife,"  aded  at  Co- 
•vent-Garden  theatre,  for  one  night,  for  the  beneOt  of  the  author's  widow  and  children.  He  alfo 
made  fome  additions  to  the  life  of  Bilhf.p  Pearce  (who  afiifted  him  with  fome  etymologies  in  the 
compilation  of  his  ditJiionary),  prefixed  to  his  polUiumous  v.-orks,  in  a  vols.  410.,  and  wrote  the  De- 
tiieaiion  to  the  King. 

This  year  he  engaged  to  write  a  ccrcife  account  of  the  Lives  of  the  EngHfo  Poets,  whcfe  workj 
tvere  hiferted  in  an  edition  uiidcitaken  by  the  London  bookfellers,  at  that  time,  in  oppoCtion  to  the 
edition  of  the  "  Britifli  Poets,"  printing  by  the  Martins  at  E  Jinburgh,  and  to  be  fold  by 
Mr.  Bell  in  London.  A'<  a  recompence  for  an  undertaking,  as  he  thought,  "  not  very  tedious  oC 
difficult,"  he  bargained  for  two  hundred  guineas;  and  v/as  afterwards  prefented  by  the  proprietors 
■with  one  hurtdred  pounds.  His  defign  was  only  to  have  allotted  to  every  pott  an  Advettifement, 
like  that  which  we  find  in  the  French  mifcellanies,  containing  a  few  dates,  and  a  general  characSer, 
■which  would  have  conferred  rot  m.uch  reputation  upon  the  writer,  nor  have  communicated  much 
information  to  his  readers.  Happily  for  both,  "  the  honeft  defire  of  giving  ufeful  pleafure,"  led  him 
teyond  his  firft  intention.  In  executing  this  limited  defign,  he  found  his  attention  io  much  engaged, 
that  he  cnlarn-cd  his  fcheme,  and  entered  mere  fully  into  the  merits  and  value  of  the  principal 
writers;  and  produced  an  ample,  rich,  and  entertaining  view  of  them  in  every  refped.  The  firft 
four  volumes  of  this  work  were  publiihed  in  1779,  under  the  title  of  Biographical  and  Critical 
Frefaces,  and  the  remaining  five  in  1 781.  "Some  time  in  March"  he  fays,  in  his  ilffA'.'<7//o«j, 
"  I  finilhed  the  Lives  of  the  Poets,  which  I  wrote  in  my  ufual  way,  dilatorily  and  haftily,  unwilling  to 
work,  and  working  with  vigour  and  hafle."  In  a  memorandum  previous  to  this,  he  fays  of  them  : 
•'  Written,  I  hope,  in  fuch  a  manner,  as  may  tend  to  the  promotion  of  piety." 

In  the  feledlion  of  the  poets  he  had  no  refponfible  concern  ;  but  Blackmore,  Watts,  Pomfret,  an^ 
Yalden,  were  inforted  by  his  recommendation  ;  and  Mr.  Nichols  tells  us,  he  was  frequently  coaj 
fulted  during  the  printing  of  the  collc<ftion,  and  reviled  many  of  the  fheets. 
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TL!s  was  the  laft  of  Johnfon's  literary  labours ;  and  though  completed  when  he  was  in  his  feven- 
tv-firft  year,  fiiows  that  his  faculties  were  in  as  vigorous  a  ftate  as  ever.  His  3"'lg"''^"t  and  hi4 
tafte,  his  quicknefs  in  the  difcrimination  of  motives,  and  facility  of  moral  refiedtion,  flune  as  (Irong- 
ly  in  thefe  narratives,  as  in  any  of  his  moreearlyperformances,  and  his  (lyle,  if  not  fy  energetic,  is  at 
leaft  more  fmoothcd  down  to  the  tnfte  of  the  generality  of  critical  objeftors. 

The  Lives  of  the  Englijh  Poets  formed  a  memorable  era  in  Johnfon's  life.  It  is  a  work  which  has 
contributed  to  immortahze  his  name,  and  has  fecured  that  rational  efteeni  which  party  or  partiality 
cotild  not  procure,  and  which  even  the  injudicious  zeal  of  his  friends  has  not  been  able  to  leflcn. 

From  the  clofe  of  his  lad  great  work,  the  malady  that  perfecuced  him  through  life  came  upon  him 
with  redoubled  force.  His  conilitution  declined  faft,  and  the  fabric  of  his  mind  feemed  to  be  tot- 
tering. The  contemplation  of  his  approaching  end  was  conftantly  before  his  eyes  ;  and  the  prcfpcft 
cf  death,  he  declared,  was  terrible. 

On  the  4th  of  May  1 7S1,  he  loR  his  valuable  friend  Thrale,  who  appointed  him  one  of  his  execu- 
tors, v,'i:h  a  legacy  of  200 1.  "  1  felt,"  he  faid,  "  almoft  the  laft  flutter  of  his  pulfc,  and  looked  for 
the  laft  time  upon  the  face  that,  for  fifteen  years,  had  never  been  turned  upon  me,  tut  with  refpedl 
and  benignity."  Of  his  departed  friend  he  has  given  a  true  charader  in  a  Latin  cp'ttafo,  to  be  feen 
in  the  church  of  Streatham. 

With  Thrale,  many  of  the  comforts  of  Johnfon's  life  may  be  faid  to  have  expired.  In  the  courfe 
cf  1/8^,  he  complains  that  he  "  paficd  the  fummer  at  Streatham,  but  there  was  no  Thrale."  In 
the  fame  year  he  received  another  Ihock.  He  was  fuddenl/  deprived  of  his  old  domeftic  compa- 
nion Levett,  and  paid  a  tribute  to  his  memory  in  an  affeding  and  characceriftic  Elegy. 

The  fucceflive  lolTes  of  thofe  acquaintances  whom  kincinefs  had  rendered  dear,  or  habit  made  ne- 
ceffary  to  him,  rem.inded  Johnlon  of  his  own  mortality. 

After. the  death  of  Thrale,  his  viCts  to  Streatham,  where  he  no  longer  looked  upon  himfelf  as  a 
welcome  gueft,  became  lefs  and  lefs  frequent;  and  on  the  5th  of  April  1783,  he  took  his  final  leave 
of  Mrs.  Thrale,  to  whom,  for  near  twenty  years,  he  was  under  the  highefl  obligations. 

"  The  original  reafon  of  our  connedlion,"  fays  Mrs.  Piozzi,  in  her  lively  and  entertaining  "  Anec- 
dotes," his  particularly  difayJered  health  and  ff.lrits^  had  been  long  at  an  end.  Veneration  for  his  vir- 
tue, reverence  for  his  talents,  dtlight  in  his  converfation,  and  habitual  endurance  of  a  yoke  my  huf- 
"band  firft  put  upon  me,  and  of  which  he  contentedly  bore  his  Ihare  for  fixteen  or  fevt.^teen  years, 
made  me  go  on  fo  long  with  Mr.  Johnfon  ;  but  tlie  perpetual  confinement,  I  will  own  to  have  been 
terrifying  in  the  firft  years  of  our  friendfhip,  and  irkfoine  in  the  lall ;  nor  would  I  pretend  to 
fupport  it  without  help,  when  my  coadjutor  was  no  more." 

A  friendly  correfpondencc  continued,  however,  between  Johnfon  and  Mrs.  Thrale,  without  in- 
terruption, till  the  Summer  following,  when  fhe  retired  to  Bath,  and  informed  him,  that  ftie  was 
going  to  dilpofe  of  herfelf  in  marriage,  to  Signior  Piozzi,  an  Italian  mufic  mafter.  Johnfon,  in 
his  relation  cf  executor  to  her  hufband,  as  alfo  in  gratitude  to  his  memory,  was  under  an  obliga- 
tion to  promote  the  welfare  of  his  family.  He  endeavoured,  therefore,  by  prudent  counfcls  and 
friendly  admonition,  to  prevent  that  which  he  tiiought  one  of  the  greatetk  evils  which  could  befal 
the  children  of  his  friend,  the  alienation  cf  the  alTcdions  of  tlieir  mother.  "  The  anfwer  to  his 
friendly  monition,"  fays  Sir  John  Hawkins,  "  I  have  feen  j  it  is  wiitten  from  Bath,  and  contains  an 
indignant  vindication,  as  well  of  her  conduct  as  her  fame,  an  inhibition  cf  Johnfon  frcm  following 

her  to  Bath,  and  a  farewell,  concluding,  "  Till  you  have   changed  your   opinion  of ,  let 

vs  converfe  no  more."  Jn  his  laft  letter,  8th  July  1784,  diredled  to  Mrs.  FicT^zi,  who  then  had  an- 
nounced her  marriage  to  him  :  "  he  fays,  "  I  breathe  out  one  figh  more  of  tendernefs,  perhaps  ufc- 
lefs,  but  at  leaft  fincere."     He  gives  her  his  beft  advice,  and  adds,  "  the  tears  {land  in  my  eyes." 

Excluded  from  the  dwelling  and  family  of  his  friend,  he  was  compelled  to  return  tohlsownhoufc, 
to  fpend  cheerlefs  hours  among  the  objeds  of  his  bounty,  v.-hen  increafing  age  and  infirmities  had 
made  their  company  more  obnoxious  than  when  he  left  them,  and  the  fociety  of  which  he  bad 
been  recently  deprived,  rendered  him,  by  ccmparifon,  Icfs  patient  to  endure  it. 

From  this  time,  the  narrative  of  his  hfe  is  little  more  than  a  recital  of  the  prefTurcs  of  melancho- 
ly and  difeafe,  and  cf  numberlefs  cxcurfions,  taken  to  calm  his  anxiety,  and  footh  his  apprehenfions 
of  the  terrors  of  death,  by  flying,  as  it  '.vere,  from  hiir.fslf.    He  waj  now  doomed  to  feci  all  thofc 
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calamities  incident' to  length  of  days,  which  he  had  fo  eloquently  enumerated  in  his  Vanity  «/  Hu- 

man  PViJhcs. 

On  the  17th  of  June  1783,  he  was  afflided  with  a  paralytic  ftroke,  which  deprived  him  of  fpcech; 
from  which,  however,  he  gradually  recovered  ;  lb  that  in  July  he  was  able  to  make  a  vifit  to  Mr. 
Langton,  at  Rochefler  ;    and  made  little  excurfions,  as  eaiily  as  at  any  time  of  his  life. 

In  September,  while  he  was  on  a  vifit  at  Heale,  the  feat  of  Mr.  Bowles,  in  Wiitlhire,  he  loft 
Mrs.  Williams,  whofe  death  he  lamented  with  ail  the  tendcrnefs  which  a  long  conHedion  naturallj 
jrifpires.  ^This  was  another  flii^ck  to  a  mind  like  his,  ever  agitated  with  the  diead  of  his  own  diffo- 
lution. 

Befi'ics  the  palfy,  he  was  sll  this  year  affliifted  with  the  gout,  as  well  as  with  a  farcosde,  which 
he  bore  with  uncommon  firmnefs. 

In  December,  hz  fought  a  weak  refuge  from  anxiety,  in  the  inftitution  of  a  weekly  club,  at  the 
EfTfs  Head,  in  EiTcx  Street,  then  kept  by  an  old  fervant  of  Mr.  Thraie's;  but  the  amufement 
which  he  promifea  himfelf  from  this  inftitution,  was  but  of  Ihort  duration. 

In  the  beginning  of  the  year  17S4,  he  was  feized  with  a  fpafmodic  aflhma,  which  was  foon  ac- 
eompanied  by  fome  degree  of  dropfy.  from  the  latter  of  thefe  complaints,  however,  he  was  great- 
ly rt-lievcd  by  a  ccufe  of  medicine. 

The  interval  of  convalefcence,  which  he  enjoyed  during  the  Summer,  induced  him  to  ex- 
prefs  a  wiia  to  vifit  Italy.  Upon  this  fubjccl,  however,  his  wifhes  had  been  anticipated  by  the  anx- 
iety of  his  friends  to  preferve  his  health.  His  penhon  not  being  deemed  by  them  adequate  to  fop- 
port  the  expence  of  the  journty,  application  was  made  to  the  minifter,  by'Mr.  Bofweil  and  Sir  Jo- 
fhua  Reynolds,  unknown  to  Johnfon,  through  Lord  Chancellor  Tliurlow,  for  an  augmentation  of 
it,  by  200 1.  The  application  was  unfuccefsful ;  but  the  Chancellor,  in  the  handfomeft  manner  offered 
to  let  him  have  jcol.  from  Lis  own  purfe,  under  the  appellation  of  a  loan,  but  with  the  intention 
of  conferring  it  as  a  prefent.  It  is  alfo  to  be  recorded  to  the  honour  of  Dr.  Brockltfby,  that  he 
offered  to  contribute  iool.  per  annum,  during  his  refidence  abroad.  Johnfon,  however,  declined  both 
thefe  offers,  with  a  gratitude  and  dignity  of  fentiment,  rifing  almoft  to  an  equal  elevation  with  the 
gencrofity  of  Lord  1  hurlow,  and  Dr.  Brockltfby  ;  and,  indeed,  he  was  nov/  approaching  faft  to  3. 
flate  in  which  money  could  be  of  no  avail. 

In  tlie  beginning  of  July,  he  let  out  on  a  vifit  to  Dr.  Taylor,  at  Afhbcurn  in  Derbylhire,  where 
his  complaints  appear  to  have  met  with  but  little  alleviation.  From  Derbylhire  he  proceeded  to 
Litchfield,  to  take  a  bfl  view  of  his  native  city.  After  leaving  Litchfield,  he  vifited  Birmingham 
and  Oxford,  and  arrived  in  London  on  the  i6th  of  I'Jovember. 

The  fine  and  firm  feelings  of  friendfliip  which  occupied  fo  large  a  portion  of  Johnfon's  heart,  v/erc 
eminently  difplayed,  in'the  many  tender  interviews  which  took  place  between  him  and  his  friends 
in  the  country,  during  h.is  cxcurfion  into  the  North:  an  cxcuifion  which  feems  to  have  been  under- 
taken rather  from  a  fenfc  of  his  aj'proaching  diilolution,  aid  a  warm  wil}i  to  bid  thofe  he  loved  a 
lad  and  Icng  farewell,  than  from  any  rational  hope  that  air  and  exercife  would  rcftore  him  to  his 
former  health  and  vigour. 

Soon  after  his  return  to  London,  both  the  afthma  and  dropfy  became  more  violent  and  diftrefs- 
ful.  Eternity  prefented  to  his  imagination  an  awful  profpedl,  and  with  as  much  virtue  as  in  ge- 
neral is  the  lot  of  man,  he  lliucidered  at  the  approach  of  his  diffolution.  He  felt  ftrong  perturba- 
tions of  mind.  His  friends  endeavoured  all  in  tiieir  power  to  awaken  the  comfortable  reflections 
oi  a  life  \\eU-fpent.  They  prayed  with  him,  and  Johnfon  pcurcd  out  occafionally  the  warmeft  ef- 
fufiims  of  piety  and  devotion. 

He  had  for  fome  tim.e  kept  a  journal  in  Latin  of  the  flate  of  his  illnefs,  and  the  remedies  which 
he  ufed,  under  the  title  of  jEgrl  E}.bemeris,  which  he  began  on  the  6th  July,  but  continued  it  no 
longer  than  the  8th  November,  finding,  perhaps,  that  it  was  a  mournful  and  unavailing  regifter. 

His  attention  to  the  caufe  of  literature  was  evinced,  among  other  circumftance?,  by  his  comnm- 
ricating  to  Mr-  Nit^lioii  a  hft  of  the  original  authors  cf  "  The  Univcrfal  Hillory,"  mentioning  their 
fevcral  Iliares  in  that  work.  It  has,  according  to  his  dircdion,  been  depnfited  in  the  "  Britilh 
LJitltiim,"  and  is  printed  in  the  Gentleman's  Magazine  for  December  j 784.  His  integrity  wa» 
cv.uecJ,  by  paying  a  fmall  debt  to  Mr.  Faden,  which  he  had  borrowed  of  his  father,  and  a  larger 
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•DC  to  Mr.  Hamilton.     But  the  quefticn  will  recur,  why  were  thefe  debts  fo  long  fufTcred  to  rc- 
rcinain  ?  for  we  cannot  fuppofe  that  his  mind  was  fuddenly  enlightened,  and  his  memory  renovated. 

During  his  fleeplefs  nights  alf<>,  he  amufed  himfilf  by  tranfliting  into  Latin  vcrie,  from  the  Greek, 
many  of  the  Epigrams  in  the  Anthohgia. 

The  fenfe  of  his  iltuation  predominated,  and  "  his  affeiflion  for  his  departed  relations,"  fays  Mr. 
Bofweli,  "  feemed  to  grow  warmer  as  he  approached  nearer  to  the  time  when  he  might  hope  to  fee 
them  again."  In  a  letter  to  Mr.  Green,  at  Litchfield,  2d  December  1784,  he  inclofed  the  Epitaph 
on  his  father,  mother,  and  brother,  and  ordered  it  to  be  engraved  on  a  ftone,  "  deep,  maffy,  and 
hard,"  and  laid  on  "  the  exadt  place  of  interment,"  in  the  middle  aifle  of  St.  Michael's  church.  In 
the  Summer  he  laid  a  ftone  with  a  Latin  Epitaph  over  his  wife  in  the  chapel  of  Bromley,  in  Kent. 

During  his  illnefs  he  experienced  the  fteady  and  kind  attachment  of  his  numerous  friends.  No- 
body was  more  attentive  to  him  than  Mr.  Langton,  to  whom  he  tenderly  faid,  Te  tsneam  moricni 
dejxciente  manu.  Dr.  Heberden,  Dr.  Erocklf  foy,  Dr.  Warren,  Dr.  Butter,  and  Mr.  Cruikftiank,  gene- 
roufly  attended  him  without  accepting  any  lees;  and  all  that  could  be  done  from  profeffional  Ikill 
and  ability,  was  done,  to  prolong  a  life  fo  truly  valuable.  But  his  conftitution  was  decayed  beyond 
the  reftorative  powers  of  the  medical  art.  Unfortunately  for  him,  he  himfelf  had  a  fmattering  of 
the  medical  fcience ;  and  imagining  chat  the  dropfical  colleAion  of  water  which  oppreffed  hira, 
might  be  drawn  off,  by  making  incifions  in  the  calves  of  his  legs,  with  his  ufual  defiance  of  pain, 
cut  deep,  when  he  thought  Mr.  Cruickfiiank  had  done  it  too  tenderly.  An  effufion  cf  blood  fol- 
lowed, which  brought  on  a  dozirg.  Previous  to  his  dilTolution,  he  burnt  indifcriminately  large 
maffes  of  papers,  and  among  others,  two  quarto  volumes,  "  containing  a  full  and  moft  particular 
Account  of  his  own  Life,"  the  lofs  cf  which  is  much  to  be  regretted.  I  he  laft  days  of  this  greac 
man's  exiftence  appear  to  have  been  unclouded  by  the  gloomy  apprehenfions  which  he  had  for- 
merly entertained.  Full  of  refignati<  n,  ftrengthened  in  faith,  and  joyful  in  hope,  on  the  13th  of 
December,  in  the  evening,  beir!g  in  the  75 th  year  of  his  age,  he  reCgned  his  breath  with  fo  much 
conipofure,  that  his  death  was  only  known  by  the  ceafing  of  his  refpiration,  which  had  been  ren- 
dered difficult  by  debility  and  allhm^i.  He  was  buried  in  Weftminfter-Ahbey,  near  the  foot  cf 
Shakfpeare's  monument,  and  clofe  to  the  ceinn  of  his  friend  Garrick.  His  funeral  was  attended 
by  a  refpeilable  number  of  his  friends ;  particularly  by  many  of  the  members  of  the  Literart 
Club,  who  were  then  in  town,  and  feveral  of  the  reverend  chapter  of  Weftminfter.  His  fchool- 
feilcw  and  friend.  Dr.  Taylor,  read  the  funeral  fervlce.  Agreeable  to  hi»  own  requeft,  a  larjc 
blue  flag-flone  was  placed  over  his  grave,  with  this  infcription: 

Samuel  Johnson,  LL.  D. 

Gbiit  xiii  die  Decembris 

Anno  Domini 

M  DCC  LXXXV. 

.ffitatis  fuK  Lxxv. 

A  monument  for  Jobnfon,  in  the  Cathedral  church  of  St.  Paul's,  in  ccr.junaion  with  the  illuf- 
trious  Howard,  was  refolved  upon,  with  the  approbation  of  the  Dean  and  Chapter,  in  1789,  and 
has  been  fupported  by  a  moft  refpedabii  contribution.  It  is  in  fuch  forwardnefs,  that  it  is  expec- 
ted to  be  opened  in  Oiflobcr  I '95. 

Having  no  near  relation?,  he  left  the  bulk  of  his  property,  amounting  to  15CO  1.  to  his  faithful 
fervant,  Francis  Barber,  whom  he  locked  upon  as  particularly  under  his  prottcflion,  and  whom  he 
iad  all  along  treated  as  an  humble  friend.  He  appointed  Sir  Joftiua  Reynolds,  Sir  John  Hawkins, 
and    Dr.  (now  Sir)  William  Scott,  his  executors. 

His  death  attraded  the  public  attention  in  an  uncotjimon  degree,  and  was  followed  by  an  un- 
precedented accumulation  of  literary  honours,  in  the  various  fo^ms  of  Sermons,  Elegies,  Memoirs, 
I-ives,  tffays,  and  Anecdotes.  A  fermon  on  that  event  was  preached  before  t.he  Univerfity  of  Ox- 
ford, by  Mr.  Augutter;  and  Dr  Fordyce,  in  his  "  Addrefl'es  to  the  Deity,"  izmo,  rySj  ;  and  an 
"  Epitaph  "  printed  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  i  785 ,  paid  an  elegant  and  aflcctionatc  tribute 
to  hi,  memory.  The  "  Elegy  on  the  D:ath  of  Dr.  Johnfon,"  by  Samuel  Hohhoufe,  F.fq.  ^ro,  1785, 
•was  diltinguiflied  frcra  the  mals  of  elegiac  verfes  on  that  occafion  ;  and  the  juft,  dilctimmative,  and 
..elegant  "  Poetical  Review  cf  the  .Moral  and  Literary  Charailer  of  Dr.  Johnfon,"  by  John  Cour- 
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tenav,  Efq.  M.  P.  4tO.  l;88,  was  perufcd  with  avidity  by  the  admirers  of  wit  and  learning,  and  the 
real  friend  of  virtue  and  liberty.  His  conduiS  and  geniirs  were  examined  and  illuftrated  in  the  rapid 
"  Biographical  Sketch  of  Dr.  Johni'un,"  by  Thomas  Tyers,  Efq.  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine" 
for  1784;  the  fprightly  and  entertainiiir;  "Anecdotes  of  Dr.  Johnfon,"  by  Mrs.  Piozzi,  8vo 
I-iSj  ;  the  candid  and  judicious  "  Eflay  on  the  Life,  Character,  and  Writings  of  Dr.  Johnfon,"  by 
Tofeph  Towers,  LL.  D.  Svo,  1786;  and  the  infiriidlive  and  interefting  "  Life  of  Samuel  John- 
Ion  LL.  D."  by  James  BofwcU,  Efq.  s  vols,  410,  1 791,  which  are  fufliciently  known  to  the  world. 

His  Worh:  were  colledled  and  publiflied  by  Sir  J  >hn  Hawkins,  with  his  "  Life,"  in  eleven  volume"!, 
1787.  In  xh\^  tA^xXon,  iht  Li'ves  nf  th:  Pods  are  placed  firil,  and  feveral  pieces  are  attributed  to 
Tohnfon  without  foundation.  In  tlie  "  Life"  too  much  foreign  matter  is  intermixed,  and  Johnfon 
himfelf  is  fcarcely  vifible  in  the  mafs.  A  new  edition  was  publiflied  in  iz  vols,  8vo,  1792,  with  an 
«'  E.^ay  on  his  Life  and  Genius,"  by  Arthur  Murphy,  Efq.  the  former  "  Life"  being  thought  too 
unwieldy  for  republication.  In  this  edition,  the  order  obferved  in  the  former  edition  is  inverted, 
and  the  feveral  pieces  are  chronologically  arranged,  omitting  thofe  attributed  to  him  without  foun- 
dation. Some  of  his  Prayers  arc  printed,  and  feveral  of  his  Letters  added  to  the  I7,th  volume.  Mr. 
Murphy  has  no  new  fads  to  embellilli  his  work,  but  the  tafk  which  has  been  left  him,  of  giving 
a  fhort,  yet  full,  a  faithful,  yet  .temperate  hiftory  of  Johnfon,  has  been  ably  executed.  In  the  fuc- 
cinift  review  of  his  v/ritings,  Mr.  Murphy  difplays  his  own  learning.judgment.and  tafte^  His/>«y- 
ers  and  Medlfatifns  were  publiflied,  from  his  manufcripts,  by  George  Strahan,  A.  iM.  vicar  of  If- 
linPton,  in  8vo,  1785.  Letters  to  and  from  Samuel  Johnfon,  LL.  D,  Were  publifned  by  Mrs.  Pioz- 
ai  in  a  vols,  8vo,  1788.  The  Sermons,  8vo,  1790,  left  for  publication,  by  Dr.  Taylor,  were  un- 
queftionably  Johnfon's  ;  and  the  faft  is  nov^  afcertained  on  the  authority  of  Mr.  Hayes,  the  edi- 
tor. An  imperfed  coUeftion  of  his  loans  w.is  publifhed  by  Kearfley,  in  I?mo,  1785 ;  and  infert- 
ed,  with  confiderable  additions,  in  the  edition  of  "  The  Woiks  of  the  Engllfli  Poets,"  1790.  They 
are  reprinted  in  the  prefent  colkaion,  together  with  the  tragedy  of  Irene,  and  feveral  additional 
pieces  colleded  from  Mr.  Bofwell's  "  Life  of  Johnfon,"  and  other  publications. 

The  relicrious,  moral,  political,  and  literary  charader  of  Johnfon  will  be  better  underflood  by 
this  account  of  his  life,  than  by  any  laboured  and  critical  comments.  Yet  it  may  not  be  fuper- 
fiuous  here  to  attempt  to  colled:,  into  one  view,  his  moli  prominent  excellencies  and  difcinguifliing 

particularities. 

His  figure  and  manner  are  more  generally  known  than  thofe  of  almofl  any  other  man.  His  perfon 
was  large,  robuft,  and  unwieldy  from  corpulency.  His  carriage  was  disfigured  by  fudden  emotions, 
which  appeared  to  a  common  obferver  to  be  involuntary  and  convulfive.  But  in  the  opinion  of  Sir 
Jofiiua  Reynolds,  they  were  the  confequence  of  a  depraved  habit  of  accompanying  his  thoughts 
with  certain  untoward  adions,  which  feemed  as  if  they  were  meant  to  reprobate  fome  part  of  his 
paft  conduta:.  Of  his  limbs,  he  is  fald  never  to  have  enjoyed  the  free  and  vigorous  ufe.  When  he  walk- 
ed it  feemed  the  flruggling  gait  of  one  in  fetters;  and  when  he  rode,  he  appeared  to  have  no  com- 
mand over  his  horfe.  His  (Irength,  however,  was  great,  and  his  perfonal  courage  no  lefs  fo.  Among 
other  inftances,  which  exemplify  his  prffcffion  of  both,  it  is  related,  that,  being  once  at  the  Litch- 
field  theatre,  he  fat  upon  a  ci.air  placed  for  him  ,befide  the  fcenes.  Having  had  occafion  to  quit  his 
feat,  he  found  it  occupied,  upon  his  return,  by  an  innkeeper  of  the  town.  He  civilly  demanded 
that  it  fliould  be  reflored  to  him,  but  meeting  with  a  rude  refufal.  he  laid  hold  of  the  chair,  and 
with  it,  of  the  intruder,  and  flung  them  both,  without  further  ceremony,  uito  the  pit.  At  another 
time,  having  engaged  in  a  fcuffle  with  four  men  in  the  flreet,  he  refolutely  refufed  to  yield  to  fu- 
pcrio'r  numbers,  and  kept  them  all  at  bay,  until  the  watch  came  up  and  carried  him  and  his  anta- 
gonifts  to  the  watch  houfe.  In  his  drefs  he  was  Cngular  and  flovenly,  and  though  he  improved 
fomewhat  under  the  Icdures  of  Mrs.  Thrale,  during  his  long  refidencc  ac  Strcatham,  yet  he  was 
never  able  completely  to  furmount  particularity.  He  never  wore  a  watch  till  he  was  fixty  years  of 
age,  and  then  caufed  one  to  be  made  for  him  by  Mudge  and  Dutton,  which  coft  him  feventeen  gui- 
neas, with  this  infcription  on  the  dial  plate  "  for  the  night  cometh."  He  was  fond  of  good  company, 
and  of  good  living  ;  and  to  the  laR,  he  knew  of  no  method  of  regulating  his  appetites,  but  abfolnte 
reftraint  or  unlimited  indulgence.  "  Many  a  day,"  fays  Mr.  Bofwell,  »  did  he  fafl,  many  a  year  re- 
frain  from  wine ;  but  when  he  did  «t,  it  was  voracloufiy .  When  he  did  drink  wine,  it  was  copiouflf. 
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He  could  praBife  ahfiinence,  but  tit  temperance"  In  converfation,  he  was  rude,  intemperate,  over- 
bearings,  and  impatient  of  contradidion.  Addicted  to  argument,  and  grce.iy  of  vi(5lory,  he  wa« 
equally  regardlefs  of  truth  and  fair  leafoning  in  his  :ipproaches  to  conquell,  "  There  is  no  argu- 
ing with  him,"  faid  Goldfmith,  alluding  to  a  fpeech  in  one  of  Gibber's  piays,  "  for  if  his  piftol 
niiffes  fire,  lie  knocks  you  down  with  the  butt  end  of  it."  In  the  early  part  of  his  life,  he  had  been 
too  much  depreffed  ;  in  his  latter  years,  too  lavifhly  indulged,  Kis  temper  had  at  firft  been  four- 
ed  by  difappointment  and  penury,  and  his  petulance  was  afterwards  flattered  by  univerfal  fub- 
miffion.  In  his  converfation  and  goodnefs  of  heart,  his  friends  met  with  a  recompenfe  for  that  fiib- 
miflion  which  the  fovereignty  of  his  genius  challenged,  and  his  temper  exaded  from  them  to  the  ut- 
termoft.  To  great  powers,  he  united  a  perpetual  and  ardent  defiie  to  excel  ;  and  even  in  an  ar- 
gument on  the  moll  indiiferent  fubjecSb,  he  generally  engaged  with  the  whole  force  and  energy  of 
his  great  abilities.  Of  his  converfation,  it  is  true,  all  that  has  been  retained  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  does 
not  feem  to  be  worth  recording.  Judging  of  it  nioft  favourably,  it  is  not  n;uch  diftinguifhed  by 
the  flafhes  of  wit,  or  the  ftrokes  of  humour.  Where  he  appears  ferious,  we  are  not  always  fure 
that  he  fpeaks  the  fentiments  of  his  conviiflion.  Mr.  Bof\7.-ell  allov/s  that  he  often  talked  for  vidlory, 
and  fometimes  took  up  the  weaker  fide,  as  the  moft  ingenious  things  would  be  faid  on  it.  Truth, 
and  the  ablefl;  defences  of  truth,  arc  mixed  with  error,  and  the  moft  ingenious  gloiTes  which  inge- 
nuity could  invent,  or  addrefs  enforce.  Authors  are  fxalted,  or  depreciated,  as  the  moment  of  hi- 
larity or  gloom  wa''  connedled  with  the  fubjcifl,  or  as  the  opinion  of  the  fpeaker  was  adverfc,  and 
the  whole  is  given  as  the  fentiment  of  Johnfon,  But  for  the  inferiority  of  his  converfation,  to  our  opi- 
nion of  the  man,  he  has  hinifelf  made  a  prophetic  apology,  in  his  firft  interview  with  his  biographer, 
who  was  defiined  to  retail  it.  "  People  may  be  taken  in  once,  who  imagine  that  an  author  is  greater 
in  private  life  than  another  man.  Uncommon  parts  require  uncommon  opportunities  for  their 
exertions." 

With  thefe    defefts,  there    was,  however,  fcarcely    a  virtue   of  which    he  was  not    in  prin- 
ciple poffefled.     He    was    liumane,  charitable,  afietflionate,  and    generous.      His  moft   intempe- 
rate fallies  were  the  efre(fl:s  of  an  irritable  habit ;  lie  offended   only  to  repent.     To  the  warm  and 
adlive  benevolence  of  his  heart,  all  his  friends  hav«  borne  teftimony.     "  He  had  nothing,"  fays 
Goldfmith,  "  of  the  bear  but  his  flcin."     Misfortune  had  only  to  form  her  claim,  in  order  to  found 
her  right  to  the  ufe  of  his  puiTe,  or  tlie  exercife  of  his  talents.  His  houfe  was  an  afylum  for  the  unhap- 
py, beyond  what  a  regard  to  pcrfonal  convenience  would  have  allowed  ;    and  his  income  was  dif- 
tributed  in  the  fupport  of  his  inmates,  to  an   extent  greater  than   general  prudence  would   have 
permitted.     The  moft  honourable  teftimony  to  his  moral  and  fecial  charafter,  is  the  cordial  eftecm 
of  his  friends  and  acquaintances.     He   \va5  known,  by  no  mar.  by  whom  his  lofs  was  not  regretted. 
Another  great  feature  of  his  mind,  was  the  lox'e  of  independence.     While  he   felt  the  ftrength  of 
his  own  powers,  he  defpifed,  except  in  one  inftance,  pecuniary  aid.     His  penfion  has  been  often 
mentioned,  and  fubjecSed  him  to  feverc  imputations.     But  let  thofe,  who,  like  Johnfon,  had  no  pa- 
'   trimony,  who  were  not  always  willing  to  labour,  and  felt  the  conftant  recurrence  of  necefiuies,  rc- 
jeft,   without  an  adequate  reafcn,  an   independent  income,  which  left  his  fentiments  free,  and  re- 
quired neither  the  ferviiity  of  adulation,  nor  the  labours  of  fervice.     It  is  not  uncommon  to   fee  a 
defire  to  be  independent,  degenerate  into  avarice.     Johnfon  did  not  feel  it  early,  for  his  benevolence 
counteraiSled  it;  but  he  declined  going  to  Italy  when  worth  Ijoo  1.  befides  his  penfion,  bccaufe  of  the 
I    cxpence  ;and  we  fee  the  furly  dignity,  which  formerly  fpurnedat  an  obligation,  relaxed  in  hisrefufal  of 
j    Dr.  Brocklefby's  afTiftance,  and  Lord  Thurlow's  very  delicate  offer  of  the  fame  kind.    Some  little  cen- 
;    fure  is  due  to  him  for  his  eafy  faith,  occafioned  by  his  political  prejudices,  in  the  forgeries  of  Lauder. 
That  he  faould  have  appeared  in  public,  in  company  v^ith  this  defamer  of  Milton,  is  to  be  lamented. 
Yet  his  renunciation  of  all  connexion  with  Lauder,  when  his  forgeries  were   detcded,  is  only  a 
proof  of  his  having  believed  (a  common  weaknefs  of  v.orthy  minds),  without  examination,  not  thac 
!    he  was  an  accomplice  with  the  impoftor. 

If  there  is  any  one  trait  by  which  [ohnfon's  mind  can  be  difcriniinatcd,  it  is  gigantic  vigour.     In 

i    information  and  tafte  he  was  excelled;  but  what  he  ferioufly  attempted,  he  executed  with  that 

mafterly  original  boldnefs,  which  leaves  us  to  regret  his  indolence,  that  he  exerted  himfelf  euly  ia 
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the  moment  when  his  powers  were  wanting,  and  relapfed  again  into  his  literary  idlenefs.  Htf 
united  in  himfelf  what  feldoni  are  united,  a  vigorous  and  cxcurfive  imagination,  with  % 
ftrong  and  fteady  judgment  His  memory  was  remarkably  tenacious,  and  his  apprehenfion 
•wonderfully  quick  and  accurate.  He  was  rather  a  man  of  learning  than  of  Icience.  He  had 
accumulated  a  vafl  f  :nd  of  knowledge,  without  much  of  fyftem  or  methodical  arrangement.  His 
reading  feenis  to  have  been  cafual,  generally  drfultoiy.  To  converfation  he  owed  much  of  his 
varied  knowledge,  and  to  his  vigorous  comprehenfive  powers,  he  was  indebted  f i  r  that  clearnefs  of 
diftinftion,  that  pointed  judicious  difcriminatinn,  which  elucidated  every  queflion,  and  aftonifhed 
every  hearer.  From  this  cafufal  reading  he  rofe  with  a  mind  feldoin  fatigued,  endpwed  with  a  clear  accu- 
rate perception  ;  the  variety  of  his  ftudies  relieved,  without  fatiguihg  or  perplexing  him;  the  idea* 
arranged  in  order,  were  ready  for  ufe,  adorned  with  all  the  energy  of  language,  ard  the  force  of 
manner.  But  the  labour  of  literature  vfas  a  tafk  from  which  he  always  wifhed  to  cfcape  ;  and  as  he 
could  excel  others  without  great  Cicrtion,  we  feldom  perceive  his  faculties  brought  forward  in  their 
full  power.  We  fcarcely  fee  any  attempt,  beyond  a  periodical  paper,  which  he  did  not  profcfTedly  | 
continue  with  lafiitudc  and  fatigue. 

He  deferves  the  charatSer  of  matter  of  the  Latin  language ;  but  it  is  eafy  to  perceive  that  his 
acquaintance  with  Greek  literature  was,  what  it  is  commonly  fuppofed  to  be,  general  and  fuperficial, 
rather  than  curious  or  profound.  Of  natural  fcience  he  knew  but  little  ;  and  moft  of  his  notions  on 
that  branch  of  philofophy  were  obfolcte  and  erroneous.  In  his  writings  he  appears  to  have  taken 
more  from  his  own  mind  than  from  books,  and  he  difplays  his  learning  rather  in  allufions  to  the 
opinions  of  others,  tlian  in  the  diredl  ufe  of  them.  Hiflory  he  profefled  to  difregard  ;  yet  hi> 
memory  was  fo  tenacious,  that  we  feldom  find  him  at  a  lofs  upon  any  topic,  ancient  or  modern. 

From  early  prejudices,  ■W'hich  all  his  philofophy  and  learning  could  never  overcome,  he  was  a 
sealous  and  fcrupulous  high-church-man,  following  to  the  uttermofl  tenet,  the  notions  of  Laud, 
whofe  talents  he  has  praifed,  and  whofe  genius  he  has  deplored  in  his  Famty  of  Human  Wijhes.  In 
his  political  fentiments,  he  was  a  rank  Tory,  and  till  his  prefent  Msjelly's  acceffi;r.  to  the  throne,  a 
violent  Jacobite.  He  had  never  examined  either  his  religious  or  political  creed.  Bigotted  as  to  a 
particular  fyftem  of  politics,  he.  appears  obftinately  to  have  clofed  his  eyes  againft  the  light  of  truth  ; 
and  fo  far  from  feeking  information  on  the  fubjed;,  ftudioufly  refifted  it.  His  piety  was  truly  vene- 
rable and  edifying.  In  divinity,  however,  his  refearches  were  limited.  He  was  well  acquainted 
with  the  general  evidences  of  Chrldianity ;  but  he  does  not  appear  to  have  read  his  Bible  with  a 
critical  eye,  nor  to  have  intercfted  himfelf  concerning  the  elucidation  of  obfcure  or  difficult  paffages. 
It  was  his  favourite  maxim, "  that  the  proper  ftudy  of  mankind  is  man  ;"  and  v/e  mufl  cunfefs  that 
in  all  the  departments  of  moral  fcience,  his  excellence  is  unrivalled.  His  acute  penetration  was  con- 
flantly  alive  to  "  catch  the  manners  living  as  they  rife,"  and  but  few  follies  or  peculiarities  couli 
cfcape  his  obfervation. 

The  habitual  weaknefTes  of  his  mind  form  a  flrlking  and  melancholy  contraft  to  the  vigour  of 
fiis  underftanding.  His  opinions  were  fainted  with  prejudices  almoft  too  coarfe  and  childifh  for 
the  vulgar  to  imbibe.  His  attachment  to  the  univerfity  of  Oxford,  to  which  in  his  youth  he  owed 
no  great  obligations,  led  him  unjuftly  to  depreciate  the  merit  of  every  pcrfon  who  had  ftudied  at 
that  of  Cambridge.  His  averfion  to  Whigs,  Difientcrs,  and  Prefbyterians,  and  his  diflike 
to  Scotland,  and  many  more  extravagancies  of  opinion,  that  it  would  be  painful  to  enumerate,  in- 
flamed his  converfation,  and  influenced  liis  conduft.  He  was  fo  prone  to  fuperflition  as  to  make  it 
a  rule  that  a  particular  foot  fliould  conftaiitly  make  the  firft  a<5lual  movement,  when  he  came  clofc 
to  the  threfliold  of  any  door  or  paffage,  which  he  was  about  to  enter,  or  to  quit.  So  deeply  was  he 
jnfeded  upon  this  fubjtcS,  that  Mr  Bofwell  relates  that  he  has  often  feen  him  "  when  he  had  ne- 
gletSled  or  gone  wrong  in  this  fort  of  magical  movement,  go  back  again, put  himfelf  in  a  proper  pofturc 
to  begin  the  ceremony,  and  having  gone  through  it,  break  from  his  abftradlion,  walk  brifkly  en,  and  j<;in 
his  companion."  He  took  off  hisliat  in  token  of  reverence,  when  he  sj^proachcd  the  places  on  which 
Popifh  churches  had  formerly  flood  ;  and  bowed  before  the  moraftic  vcilige*.  He  was  folicitous  to  give 
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3uth?RtIcity  to  ftories  of  apparitions,  and  eager  to  credit  the  cxiftence  of  afecond  fight,  ^v•hile  he  ap- 
peared fcrupulous  and  fceptical  as  to  particular  fa-fls.  Thefe  mental  diftempers  were  the  cffipring  of  his 
melancholic  temperament,  and  were  foilered  by  folitary  contemplation,  till  they  had  laid  fetters  upon 
the  imagination  tooflrong  for  reafon  to  burd  through.  We  fee  it  exerted  in  cliiTcrent  circumftanccs, 
and  expanding  its  gloomy  influence,  till  at  lad  it  terminated  little  fhort  of  infanity.  To  this  flate 
■we  muft  attribute  his  mentioning  fecret  tfanfgreffions,  his  conftant  fear  of  death,  and  his  religious 
terrors,  not  very  confident  with  his  ftrength  of  mind,  or  his  convicftiyn  of  the  goodnefs  of  God.  This, 
at  lead,  feems  to  have  been  his  own  opinion  of  the  progrefs  of  thefc  difeafes,  as  appears  frotii  his 
hidory  of  the  Mad  Afironomtr  in  Ra][das,  the  defcription  of  whofc  mind  he  feems  to  have  intended 
as  a  reprefentation  of  his  own. 

But  let  us  turn  from  thefe  foibles  and  fingularlties,  which  fhow  him  weaker  than  tlie  generality 
of  his  fellow  men,  and  point  to  thofe  perfeiftion.s  of  mind  which  prove  him  to  have  been  of  a  rank 
fo  much  above  them. 

As  an  author,  Johnfon  has  diilingulfhed  himfelf  as  3.  phi'o'.ogrjl^  a  biographer,  a  critic,  a  moraliji,  x 
voveUJl,  a  political  writer,  and  a  pset. 

On  his  JJi£lionary  of  the  Er.glijh  Language,  it  is  unnecelTary  to  enlarge.  It  is  in  every  body's  hands; 
its  utility  is  univerfally  acknowledged  ;  and  its  popularity  is  its  bed  eulogium.  The  etymologies, 
though  they  exhibit  learning  and  judgment,  are  not  entitled  to  unqualified  praiie.  The  definitions 
exhibit  adonifhing  proofs  of  acutenefs  of  intellei!:,  and  precifion  of  language.  A  few  of  them  muft 
be  admitted  to  be  erroneous.  Thus,  IVindivard  and  Leeivard,  though  diredlly  of  cppofite  meaning, 
are  defined  identically  the  fame  way.  The  definition  of  Net--work  has  been  often  quoted  with 
fportive  malignity,  as  obfcuring  a  thing  in  idclf  very  plain.  His  introducing  his  own  opinions, 
and  even  prejudices,  under  general  definitions  of  words,  as  Tory,  Wbig,  Peufion,  O.its,  Exdj},  and 
a  few  more,  mud  be  placed  to  the  account  of  capricious  and  humourous  indulgence.  To  his  lift 
cf  technical  and  provincial  words,  nine  thoufand  have  been  added  by  Mr.  Hsrbert  Croft,  in  his 
"  Didtionary  of  the  Engliih  Language  ;"  the  publication  of  which  is  delayed  for  want  of  fuitabie 
encouragement. 

As  a  biographer,  his  merit  is  of  the  higheft  kind.  His  narration  in  general  is  vigorous,  cor- 
nered, and  perfpicuous;  and  his  refle<5tions  numerous,  appofite,  and  moral.  But  it  mud  be  owned 
that  he  neither  dwells  with  pleafure  or  fuccefs  upon  thufe  minuter  anecdotes  of  life,  which  oftener 
ihow  the  genuine  man,  than  a<2;ions  of  greater  importance.  Sometimes,  alfo,  his  colourings  receive 
a_tinge  from  prejudice,  and  his  judgment  is  infenfibly  warped  by  the  particularity  of  his  private  opi- 
nion. Thffe  obfervations  apply  to  his  Life  rf  Sa-jcge,  the  mod  finifiied  of  his  biographical  dilqui- 
fitions  ;  and  his  Lives  of  feveral  other  eminent  men,  which  were  originally  printed  in  the  "  Gentle- 
man's Magazine,"  and  in  other  periodical  publications,  and  afterwards  colleifled  by  Air.  Davies,  in 
his  "  Mifctllaneous  and  Fugitive  Pieces,"  and  to  his  Li-ves  of  the  Foe'.s. 

As  a  critic,  he  is  entitled  to  the  praife  cf  being  the  greated  that  our  nation  has  produced.  He 
has  not,  like  his  predeceflbrs,  tried  merely  to  learn  the  art,  and  not  to  feel  it.  He  has  not  gone  to  Da- 
cier  or  to  BofTu,  to  borrow  rules  to  fetter  genius  by  example,  and  impart  diftintflions  which  lead  to 
no  end,  but,  pofTefTcd  of  two  qualities,  without  which  a  critic  is  no  more  than  a  caviller,  ftrong 
fenfe,  and  an  intimate  knowledge  of  human  nature,  he  has  followed  his  own  judgment,  unbiaffod 
by  authority,  and  has  adopted  all  the  good  fenfe  of  Aridctle,  untrammelled  by  his  forms.  This 
praife  he  has  merited  by  his  Pr/fice  to  ShaJfpeare,  and  the  detached  pieces  of  criticifm  which  appear 
among  his  works.  But  his  critical  powers  {hine  with  more  concentrated  radiance  in  the  Lives  oftht 
Poeli.  Thefe  compofitions,  abounding  in  ftrong  and  jud  illudrations  cf  criticiHTi,  evince  the  vigour 
of  his  mind,  and  that  happy  art  of  moralization,  by  which  he  gives  to  well-known  incidents 
the  grace  of  novelty  and  the  force  of  indrudlion  ;  and  "  grapples  the  attention,"  by  exprefling 
common  thoughts  with  uncommon  ftrength  raid  elegance.  Of  many  pafi^iges,  it  is  fcarcely  hyper- 
bolical to  alTirm,  that  they  are  executed  with  all  the  ffiill  and  penetration  of  Ariftotle,  and  animat- 
ed and  embellidied  with  all  the  fire  of  Loiginus.  The  Li-jes  of  Coiiley,  I\li:tc:t,  rutler,  trailer, 
I)ryden,  Addifijii,  and  Pope,  are  elaborntely.'compofed,' and  exhibit  the  robleft  fpecinicns  of 
entertaining  and  folid  criticifm,  that  ancient  or  modern  times  have  producad.     The  JiiTcrtaiion  is 

"■■        s"     '    ■  *■ 
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the  Life  of  Coivhy,  on  the  nietaphyfical  poets  of  the  lad  century,  has  all  the  attraAion  of  novcltf,' 
as  well  as  fdund  obfervation.  In  the  review  of  his  works,  falfs  wit  is  detedled  in  all  its  fhapes ; 
and  the  Gothic  tafle  for  glittering  conceits,  and  faf-fetched  allufions,  is  exploded,  never,  it  is  hoped, 
to  revive  again.  The  "  Paradife  Loft,"  is  a  poem  which  the  mind  of  Milton  only  could  have 
produced ;  the  criticifm  upon  it  is  fuch  as,  perhaps,  the  pen  of  Johnfon  only  could  have  written. 
His  eftimate  of  Dryden  and  Pope,  challenges  Oulntiliaa's  remarks  upon  Demoftbenes  and  Cicero,  J 
and  rivals  the  fineft  fpecimens  of  elegant  compofition,  and  critical  acutenefs  in  the  Englilh  Ian-  * 
guage.  Some  caution,  however,  is  required  to  perufe  tliefe  admirable  compofuions  with  advantage. 
The  prefent  writer  means  not  to  fay  that  they  are  perfedt,  or  that,  on  the  whole,  they  are  exe- 
cuted with  propriety.  If  they  be  regarded  merely  as  containing  narrations  of*the  lives,  delineations 
of  the  charadlers,  and  ftriftures  of  the  feveral  authors,  they  are  far  from  being  always  to  be  depend- 
ed upon.  Johnfon,  as  he  has  had  occafion  to  remark,  in  reviewing  his  judgments  of  the  feveral  po- 
ets who  have  fallen  under  his  confideration,  brought  to  the  produ6tion  of  this  work  ideas  already 
formed,  opinions  tindtured  with  his  ufual  hues  of  party  and  prejudice,  and  the  rigid  unfeeling  phi- 
lofophy,  which  could  neither  bend  to  excufe  failings,  or  judge  of  what  was  not  capable  of  a  difpaf- 
fionate  difquifition. 

To  think  for  himfelf  in  critical,  as  in  all  other  matters,  is  a  privilege  to  which  every  one  Is  un- 
doubtedly entitled.  This  privilege  of  critical  independence,  an  affedation  of  fingularity,  or  fomc 
other  principle  not  immediately  vifible,  is  frequently  betraying  into  a  dogmatical  fpirit  of  contradic- 
tion to  received  opinion.  Of  this  there  need  no  farther  proofs,  than  his  almoft;  uniform  attempt  to 
depreciate  the  writers  of  blank  verfe,  and  his  degrading  eftimate  of  the  esquifite  compofuions  of 
Prior,  Hammond,  Collins,  Gray,  Shenftone,  and  Akenfide,  and  his  pronouncing  the  "  Paradife  Loft" 
"  one  of  thofe  books  which  the  reader  admires  and  lays  down,  and  forgets  to  take  it  up  again."  In  his 
judgments  of  thefe  poets,  he  may  be  juftly  accufed  of  being  inflamed  by  prejudice,  refolutely  blind 
to  merit.  His  rigorous  condemnation,  and  puerile  crltlcifms  upon  Gray,  and  his  faftidious  judg- 
ment of  Shenftone,  have  drawn  down  upon  him  the  united  cenfures  ef  thofe  who  admire  poetry  in 
her  moft  daring  attitudes  and  gorgeous  attire,  and  thofe  who  are  pleafed  with  her  modeft  beauties, 
nioft  humble  fteps,  and  leaft  adorned  guife.  He  obferves  of  Shenftone,  that  he  fet  little  value  upon  I 
thofe  parts  of  knowledge  which  he  had  not  cultivated  himfelf.  His  own  tafte  of  poetry  fcems  in  j 
fome  degree  regulated  by  a  fimilar  ftandard  ;  method,  ratiocination,  and  argument,  cfpecially  if  the  i 
vehicle  be  rhyme,  often  obtaining  his  regard  and  commendation,  while  the  bold  and  enthufiaftic, 
though  perhaps  irregular  flights  of  imagination,  are  paft  by  with  obftinate  and  perverfe  indifference. 
It  is  not,  then,  to  be  wondered  at,  that  the  panegyrift  of  Blackmore  ftiould  withhold  from  Collins 
and  Gray  the  commendation  he  has  bellowed  on  Savage  and  Yaldcn  ;  and  that  his  praifes  of  the  whole 
clafs  of  defcrlptive  poets  are  parfimonioufly  beftowed,  and  too  frigid  to  make  an  imprefiion.  This 
is  to  be  attributed  to  the  natural  turn  of  his  mind,  and  to  the  bent  which  his  feelings  had  received 
from  the  habits  of  his  life.  A  certain  inelegance  of  tafte,  a  frigid  churlifhnefs  of  temper,  unfubducd 
and  unqualified  by  that  melting  fenfibility,  that  divine  enthufiafm  of  foul,  which  are  effential  to  a 
hearty  relifh  of  poetical  compofition,  too  often  countera<Sled  and  corrupted  the  other  poetical  vir- 
tues of  his  iatelleA.  Poetry  plcafes  only  as  it.  is  the  image  of  reality.  He  who  has  never  delighted 
in  the  filent  beauties  of  creation,  can  feel  no  emotions,  as  they  are  reflevSed  to  him  in  defcription. 
Accuftomed  to  dogmatize  in  his  clofct,  and  fwelter  in  fome  alley  in  the  city,  Johnfon's  mind  never 
throbbed  with  poetic  thrills,  as  nature  e.^panded  her  rual  glories  to  his  eye;  and  he  preferred  the 
tluft  of  Fleet-  Street,  or  the  windings  of  the  Strand,  to  the  air  of  Hampftead,  or  the  beauties  of  Green- 
wich. 

One  general  remark  may  be  ventured  upon  here :  Through  the  whole  of  his  work,  the  defire  of 
praife,  except  in  the  cafe  of  fome  very  favourite  author,  is  almoft  always  overpowered  by  his  difpofi- 
tion  to  ccnfure;  and  while  beauties  are  pafted  over  "with  the  neutrality  of  a  ftranger,  and  the  cold- 
nefs  of  a  critic,"  the  ftig'ateft  blemlfli  is  examined  with  microfcopical  fagacity.  The  truth  of  this 
obfervation  is  particalarly  obvious,  when  he  defcends  to  his  contemporaries,  for  whom  he  appears  to 
have  little  more  brotherly  kindaefs,  than  they  might  have  cxpeiSted  at  Conftantinople.  The  prefent 
writer  is  under  no  apprshenfioa  of  being  charged  with  an  unjuftifiable  partiality  in  this  opinion  of 
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him,  by  thofe  who  know  his  difpofuion,  anil  the  habits  of  his  life.  All  that  is  great  and  genuinely 
good  in  Johnfon,  have  had  no  warmer  cncoiniafl.  He  has  uniformly  praifcd  his  genius,  his  learn- 
ing, his  good  fenfe,  the  flrength  of  his  rcafoniiig-,  the  fagacity  of  his  critical  decifions,  the  happinefs 
of  his  illuftrations,  and  the  animation  and  energy  of  his  ftyle.  He  has  acknowledged  that  there  is  no 
fatiety  in  the  delight  he;  infpires  on  moral,  and  religious  themes ;  and  he  makes  no  fcruple  to  dcclarft 
that,  though  there  are  many  opinions  erroneous,  and  many  obfervations  improper,  a  great  part  of 
his  Li'oes  of  the  Poets  is  fuch  as  no  one  but  hiaifelf  could  have  execute*!,  and  in  which  he  will  not  be 
followed  with  fucccfs. 

Ah  a  moralijl,  his  periodical  papers  are  diftinguifiied  from  thofe  of  other  writers,  who  have  de- 
rived celebrity  from  fimilar  publications.  He  has  neither  the  wit  nor  the  graceful  eafe  of  Addi- 
fon,  nor  does  he  (liine  with  the  humour  and  clafilc  fuavity  of  Goldfmith.  His  powers  are  cf  a  mor« 
grave,  energic,  and  dign.fied  kind,  than  any  of  his  competitors,  and  if  he  entertains  us  lef>,  he  in- 
{lrud»  U"  more.  He  (hows  himfelf  mailer  of  all  the  rccelFes  of  the  human  mind,  able  to  dotedl  vicf, 
when  difguifcd  in  her  nioft  fpecious  form,  and  equally  pofllffcd  of  a  corrofive  to  i' radicate,  or  a  le- 
S)itive  to  affi.age  the  follies  and  fofrows  of  the  heart.  Virtuous  in  his  objeA,  juft  in  his  conceptions, 
ftrong  in  his  arguments,  and  powerful  in  his  exhortations,  he  arrefts  the  attention  of  levity  by  the 
luxuriance  of  his  imagery,  and  grandiloquence  ol  his  di<5lion  ;  while  he  awes  deteiSled  guilt  into 
fubmillion  by  the  majefty  of  his  declaniation,  and  the  ftcrling  weight  of  his  opinions.  But  his  ge- 
nius is  only  formed  to  chaftife  graver  faults,  which  require  to  bi-  touched  with  an  heavier  hand  He 
could  not  chafe  away  fuch  lighter  foibles  as  buzz  in  our  ears  in  fociery,  and  fret  the  feelings  of  our 
3cfs  important  hours.  His  gigantic  powers  were  able  to  prepare  the  immortal  path  to  heaven,  but 
could  not  {loop  to  decorate  our  manner-  with  thefc  lefTer  graces,  which  make  life  amiable.  Johnf'.n, 
at  fuch  a  tsflt,  was  Hercules  at  the  diftaff,  a  lion  conrfing  of  a  moufe,  or  an  eagle  flo  ping  at  a  fly. 
He  was  formed  to  fuftain  the  charader  of  a  majeftic  teacher  of  moral  and  religious  wifdom.  His 
Rambler  furnifhes  fuch  an  affemhlage  of  difcourfes  on  praiSlical  religion  and  moral  duty,  of  critical 
inveftigations,  and  allegorical  and  oriental  tales,  that  no  mind  can  be  thought  very  deficient,  that  has 
by  conflant  (ludy  and  meditation  aflimilated  to  iifclf  alj  that  may  be  found  there.  Though  inftruc- 
tion  be  its  predominant  purpofe,  yet  it  is  enlivened  with  a  confide'rable  portion  of  amufcment.  Nns. 
19,  44,  82,  8.^  179,  182.  J  94,  195,  197,  and  193,  may  be  appealed  to  for  inttances  of  fertility  of 
fancy,  and  accurate  defcription  of  real  life.  Every  page  of  the  RamhUr  fiiows  a  mind  teeming  with 
dafScal  allufion  and  poetical  imagery;  illuftrations  from  other  writers,  are  upon  all  occafions  fo  rea- 
dy, and  mingle  fo  eafily  in  his  periods,  that  the  whole  appears  of  one  uoiform  vivid  texture.  The 
ferious  papers  in  his  IdUr,  though  inferior  to  thole  in  the  Rambler,  iu  fublimity  and  fplend.T,  are 
diftiiiguifhed  by  the  fame  dignified  morality  and  folemn  philofophy,  and  lead  to  the  fame  great  end 
of  difiufing  wifdom,  virtue,  and  happinefs.  The  humourous  papers  are  light  and  lively,  and  more 
ja  the  manner  of  Addifon. 

As  a  noveliji,  the  amazing  powers  of  his  imagination,  and  his  unbounded  knowledge  rf  men 
and  manners,  may  be  plainly  traced  in  the  oruntal  taks  in  the  Rambler,  in  which  he  has  not  only 
fupported  to  the  utmoft,  the  fublimity  of  the  eallcrn  manner  of  expreffion,  but  even  greatly  cx- 
celled  any  of  the  orientd  writers,  in  the  fertility  of  his  invention,  the  condudl  of  his  pints,  and 
the  juftnefs  and  ftrength  of  his  fcmiments.  His  capital  work  of  that  kiud  \?.hh  R.fdas.  None  of 
Jiis  writings  have  been  fo  eTttcnfively  difTjfed  over  Europe.  Such  a  reception  demonlirates  great 
heaunec  in  the  work ;  and  there  is  no  doubt  that  great  beauties  do  exift  there.  The  language 
enchants  us  with  harmony  ;  the  arguments  are  acute  and  irgei-ious  ;  the  reflexions  novel,  yet  juft.  It 
aftomfhes  with  the  fubUmity  of  its  fentiments^  and  at  the  fertihty  of  its  iUuIiraiions,  and  delights 
with  the  abundance  and  propriety  of  its  imagery.  The  fund  of  thinking  which  it  contains,  is  fuch, 
that  almoft  every  fentence  of  it  may  furuilh  a  fubjeil  of  long  meditation.  But  it  is  not  without 
its  faults.  It  is  barren  of  interefting  incidents,  and  deftitute  of  originality,  or  diftind.on  of  cha- 
raaers.  There  is  little  difference  in  the  manner  of  thinking  and  reafoning  of  the  ph.lofophcr  and 
the  female,  of  the  prince  and  the  waiting  woman.  Neba.ab  and  Imlac,  Rajch,  and  Fcb-^.w  are 
■all  equally  aro..u)C,nuuve,  .b.^r-;Scd,  doquent,   and   ebil.-iate.     Of  that  dark  catalogue  of    <::•- 
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lamjties,  which  are  defcrlbed  as  incident  to  the  feveral  fuuations  of  life  which  lie  contemplafeJi 
fome  are  not  the  neceflary  ccnfequence  of  the  fituation,  but  cf  the  temper;  and  others  are  not 
thofc  which  are  niofl  generally  or  feverely  felt  there.  The  moral  that  he  feeksto  inculcate,  that  there 
is  no  fuch  thing  as  happincfs,  is  one  ungrateful  to  the  human  heart.  Jf  he  could  fucceed  in  efta- 
blifhing  it,  it  would  cripple  every  incitement  to  virtue,  and  pa'.fy  every  ftimulus  to  adlion.  It 
would  leave  man  contented  to  be  drifted  down  the  dream  of  life,  withrut  an  objccft  or  an  end  ;  to 
lofe  attainable  excellence  for  the  want  of  exertion,  and  fink  under  furniountdhle  difficulties,  without 
3  flruggle.  Though  there  may  not  be  permanent  happinefs  in  she  gratification  of  our  willies, 
there  is  much  in  our  expeflations  that  they  will  he  gratified.  Hope  is  the  fweer  and  innocent  fo- 
lace  of  our  frail  natures.  It  is  the  ftafT  of  the  unhappy  ;  and  however  feeble  its  fupport,  it  is  immo. 
ral  and  unkind  to  wreft  it  from  our  hands. 

The  eifetft  of  Rajfelas,  and  of  Johnfon's  other  moral  tules^  is  thus  beautlfvilljr  illuftratsd  by 
Mr.  Courtenay,  in  his  "  Poetical  Review  :" 

Impreffive  truth,  in  fplendid  fiflion  drefl, 
Checks  the  vain  wilh,  and  calms  tlie  troubled  breaft; 
O'er  the  dark  mind  a  light  celcftial  throws. 
And  fooths  the  angry  paffions  to  repofe. 
«  As  oil  effus'd  ilhinies  and  fmooths  the  deep, 

When  round  the  bark  the  fwelling  furges  fweep. 

As  2. pelltical  ivnier,  his  produiflions  are  more  diflinguilhed  by  fubtlety  of  difqulfition,  poigna-ncf 
i)l  farcafm,  and  dignity  and  energy  ot  ftyle,  than  by  truth,  equity,  or  candour.  He  makes  much  more 
life  of  his  rhetoric  than  of  his  logic,  and  often  gives  his  reader  high -founding  declamation  inftead 
of  fair  argument.  In  per-jfing  his  reprefentations  of  thofe  who  differed  f n  rn  him  on  political  fub- 
jedts,  we  are  fometimes  inclined  to  affent  to  a  propofition  of  his  own,  ttat,  "  there  is  no  credit 
<lue  to  a  rhetorician's  account,  either  of  good  or  evil."  Many  pofitioiis  are  laid  down  in  admirable 
language,  and  in  highlypoliihed  periods,  which  are  inconfiftent  with  the  principles  of  the  Britifli 
.  conftitution,  and  repugnant  to  the  conmon  rights  of  mankind.  It  mufl  always  be  regretted,  that  a 
man  of  johnfon's  intelle<5lual  powers,  {houill  have  had  fo  flrong  a  pr^penfuy  to  defend  arbitrary 
principles  of  government.  But,  on  this  fubjciS,  the  ftrength  of  his  language  was  not  more  manl. 
fefl,  than  the  weaknefs  of  his  arguments.  In  apology  for  him,  it  may  be  admitted,  that  he  was  a 
Tory  from  principle,  and  that  mod  of  what  he  wrote,  was  C(Tiformab!e  to  his  real  fentiments. 
But  to  defend  all  that  was  written  by  him,  his  warmcft  friends  will  find  impoffible. 

In  his  pofthumous  writings,  tlicre  is  little  th:it  can  be  f:iid  to  be  interefting  to  fcience  or  criti- 
cifm.  His  Zf//£-«  are  valuable,  as  we  find  in  them  the  piiSlure,  which,  without  intending  it,  lis 
has  left  cf  himfclf,  to  be  that  of  a  man,  who,  to  great  intelles^lual  powers,  added  extraordinary 
piety,  and  many  excellent  moral  quahties.  Of  letter  writing,  he  gives  his  idea  in  the  following 
pafTage  :  "  Some,  when  they  v.'rite  to  their  friends,  are  all  afftdion  ;  fome  are  wife  and  fenten- 
tious;  fome  ftrain  their  powers  for  eftedls  of  gravity  ;  fome  write  news;  and  fome  write  fecrets ; 
but  to  make  a  letter  without  affediion,  without  wifdom,  vithout  gravity,  without  r:e\vs,  and 
■without  fecrets,  is  doubtlefs  the  great  epillolic  flyle.  There  is  a  pleafure  in  correrponding  with  a 
friend,  where  doubt  and  miflrud:  have  no  place,  and  every  thing  is  faid  as  it  is  thought.  Thefe 
are  the  letters  by  which  fouls  are  united,  and  by  which  minds,  naturally  in  unifon,  move 
each  other,  as  they  are  moved  themfclves.  Let  me  know  where  you  are,  how  you  got 
thither,  how  you  live  there  ?  and  every  thing  that  one  friend  loves  to  know  of  aiTotbcr."  Sudi  is 
the  account  of  his  Letters,,  The  value  cf  them  is,  that  we  have  the  man  before  us  for  near  twenty 
years.  We  fee  him  in  his  undrtfs,  that  is,  the  undrefs  of  his  mind,  which,  unlike  that  of  his  body, 
•was  tievar  flovenly.  We  fee  him  in  health  and  in  ficknefs,  and  in  all  the  petty  bufinefs  of  life. 
From  himfeif,  and  in  his  own  words,  we  are  enabled  to  collea  the  trueft  and  beft  information. 
He  writes  always  in  his  own  ftyle.  His  words  arc  now  and  then  too  pompous  for  familiar  letters ; 
but  hi«  flriU  in  letter  writing  comes  out  fully  in  this  colledion,  and  entitles  him  to  rank  with  the 
beft  epiftolary  writers  of  our  nation.  His  letters  on  tlic  death  of  Mrs.  Salufljury  (mother  of  Mrs. 
3?iozzi},  aod  Mr,  Thrak's  eldcll  fu:i,  ar?  a:  pnce  moral  ar.d  pathetic.   They  flew  from  a  ujao,  wh«i 
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loved  tlu-ni,  and  the  TurviviDg  family.  His  folicitude  for  Mr.  Thrale,  oiirinp  a  Ion-;  illnefs  snd 
his  feelings  at  his  death,  do  honour  to  the  memory  of  Mr.  Thrale,  and  to  Johiifou's  gratitude  and 
fenfibility.  "  I  am  afraid,"  he  fays,  "  of  tliinlu.ia^  what  I  have  Inft  ;  I  never  had  fuch  a  friend  br- 
fore."  To  Mrs.  Thrale,  he  fays,  '*  To  fee  and  hear  you,  ii  always  to  hear  wit  and  fee  virtue." 
He  feems  at  times  to  think  her  regard  for  him  is  abated;  and  a  letter  of  kindnefs  from  her  an. 
pears  to  have  revived  and  comforted  him.     After  lamenting;  the  lofs  of  V7illiams  and  Levett    he 

fays :   "  Such  fuciety  I  had  with  them,  and  fuch  1  had where  I  am  never  likely  to  have  it  more. 

When  I  came  to  "  love  and  honour,"  in  your  letter,  [  f.iid  to  myfelf,  "  How  lov'd,  how 
honour'd  once,  avails  me  not,"  Shall  we  never  again  exchange  our  thoughts  by  the  firefide  ?" 
After  feeing  him  ftruggle  with  illnefs  and  morbid  melancholy,  it  is  comfortable  to  hear  him  fay, 
almoftat  the  dole  of  life  "  Attention  and  refjiedl  give  pleafure,  however  late,  and  however  ufelefs, 
ISut  they  are  not  ufelefs,  even  when  they  are  late  ;  it  is  reafonable  to  rejoice  as  the  day  declines, 
to  find  that  it  has  been  fpent  with  the  approbation  nf  mankind." 

His  I'rajcrs  and  I/Isditat.ouSy'i'uhW^ied  by  Mr.  Strahan, "  at  his  own  rcquefr,"  have  occafloned  much 
concern,  difq'uictude,  and  offence  in  the  minds  of  many,  who  apprehend  that  the  caufe  in  which 
he  flood  forth,  will  fuffer  by  the  infirmities  of  the  advocate  being  expofed  in  this  publication  to 
the  prying  and  malignant  eye  of  the  world.  It  is  not  merely  the  name  of  Johnfon  that  is  to  do 
fervice  to  any  caufe.  His  Hdmirable  arguments  if)  favour  of  religion  and  morality,  are  not  weaken- 
ed by  the  proofs  of  his  pradical  errors.  Thefe  are  always  precifely  what  they  were,  once  good, 
and  always  good.  His  argumen:s  in  favour  of  felf-denial  do  not  lofe  their  force,  becaufe  he  fafltd t 
nor  thofc  in  favosr  of  devotion,  lecaufe  htfaid  his  prayers.  His  fading  and  his  prayers  add  ftreno-th  to 
his  pious  reafonings,  from  the  proof  they  alTord,  that  he  believed  in  the  religion  he  inculcated. 
Human  nature  is  frail;  common  frailties  mufl  inevitably  preclude  perfedion  to  the  leaft  faulty 
profefTor  of  Chriftianity.  The  world  never  ftippofed  Juhiifou  to  have  been  a  perfect  character. 
His  ftupendous  abilities,  and  great  learning,  it  is  well  knoi!»n,  cou^d  not  preferve  their  poiTtfibr 
from  the  depredations  of  melancholy.  But  his  faiiii:gs  leaned  to  the  fide  of  virtue.  His  fuper- 
flition  feems  to  have  arifen  .''rom  the  moft  amiable  difpofition  in  the  world,  "  a  pious  awe,  and  fear 
to  have  offended,"  a  wifh  rather  to  do  too  nuirh  than  too  little.  Such  a  difpofition  one  loves,  and 
aUvays  vviilies  to  find  in  a  friend  ;  and  it  cannot  be  difagreeable  in  the  fight  of  Kim  who  made  us. 
It  argues  a  fenfibility  of  heart,  a  tendernefs  of  cnnfcience,  and  the  fear  of  God.  That  he  {hculd 
not  be  confcious  of  the  abilities  with  which  Providence  had  bleffcd  him,  was  impofllble.  He  felt 
Lis -own  powers;  he  felt  what  he  was  capable  of  having  performed,  and  he  faw  how  little,  com- 
paratively fpeaking,  he  had  performed.  Hence  his  apprehenCons  on  the  near  profped  of  the  tic- 
count  to  be  made,  viewed  through  the  medium  of  conflitutional  and  morbid  melancholy,  which 
often  excluded  from  his  fight  the  bright  beams  of  divine  mercy.  His  fclf-abafcmtnt  was  firiflly 
ingenuous;  but  his  exprefiions,  when  cnmpareJ  with  the  tenor  of  his  condud,  feem  too  difparaging, 
Chriflianity  does  not  require  us  to  deny  any  one  q'.iality  we  p 'ffjfs,  or  to  rtiprefent  ourftlves,  in 
defiance  of  truth,  as  one  mafs  of  deformity  and  guilt.  The  iiift  uflion  of  St.  Paul,  enforced  by 
the  moft  ficred  example,  is  Cngiy  this,  that  we  "  thi'nk  not  of  ourfelves  more  higldy  than  we 
ought  to  think;  but  that  we  think  foberly."  Johnfon  walked  at  all  times  humbly  with  his 
God;  but  when  we  follow  him  through  all  his  weaknefTjs,  his  religious  horrors,  and  facred 
pundilios,  we  are  inclined  to  pity  the  conflitutional  feeblencfs  of  his  nature,  while  we  admire 
the  peffeverance,  and  fervour  of  his  devotion.  We  owe  to  the  excellencies  of  the  Supreme  Be- 
ing, every  puffible  degree  of  vi'neration  and  honour;  but  that  virtue  ibould  tremble  in  the 
prefence  of  Infinite  Goodnefs,  is  not  lefs  contrary  to  reafon,  than  it  is  contrary  to  heroifm.  In 
th'e  prefence  of  Infinite  Goodnefs  it  feels  a  congeniality,  and  affumes  a  confidence  that  leaps, 
as  it  were,  the  gulf  betvveen,  and  dares  to  afpire  to  fentiments  of  attachment,  fidelity  and  love. 
But  it  would  be  unfair  to  conclude  from  this  circumftance,  that  the  piety  and  humility  of  Johnfoa 
were  of  no  value  ;  and  the  finccrity  of  his  repentance,  tliellcdfaflnefsof  his  faith,  and  the  fervor  of  his 
charity,  of  no  ufe.  There  is  fomething  fo  great  and  awful  in  the  idea  of  a  God,  and  fomething  fa 
lafciaa'iag  in  the  ^ffufion*  of  gratitude,  that  there  are  numbers  of  men  intrepid  and  heroical,  iu 
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every  other  regard,  that  cannot  boaft  of  all  the  ferenity  and  affurance  in  the  bufinefs  of  religion,  thasr 
are  fo  earneflly  to  be  defired ;  and  yet  t!ie  piety  of  thefe  men  is  edifying  and  venerable.  Indeed 
the  fate  of  "  the  unprofitable  fervant"  may  juftiy  beget  apprchenfions  in  the  ftouteft  mind.  Lan- 
guage affords  no  finer  expreffions  than  thofe  in  which  the  Prayers  of  Johnfon  are  conceived.  They 
are  fhort,  fimple,  and  unadorned.  They  bear  fome  refcnibJance  to  the  ColleiSs  in  the  "  Common 
Prayer  Book,"  without  that  dignity  which  is  derived  to  the  latter,  from  the  venerable  antiquity  of 
the  ftyle  and  exprefiion.  They  have  no  partinjlar  method,  no  difplay  of  genius,  and  no  beauties 
that  ihould  charaSerize  the  man  under  whofe  name  they  appear.  They  have  nothing  that  might 
not  have  been  produced  by  any  man  of  plain  common  fenfe.  At  the  fame  time  they  contain  fewr  ' 
traces  of  weaknefs  or  abfurdity.  Never  did  there  exift  a  greater  difparity  between  the  performances 
cf  the  fame  author,  than  between  this  publication  and  the  Lives  of  the  Pedis,  or  the  numbers  of  the 
Ramhhr.  His  Meditations,  as  they  arc  improperly  called,  are  merely  minutes  ;  at  one  time  of  refo- 
Kitions  for  his  future  condud,  and  at  another,  in  the  ftyle  of  a  diary  or  journal.  Neither  of  them 
deferve  the  commerxlation  which  has  been  beftowed  upon  the  Fro-jits.  They  are  full  of  frivolous 
minuteneffes,  and  feminine  weaknefs,  beyond  any  thing  of  which  an  abflraci:  defcription  can 
fagged  the  idea.  They  tell  us,  that  Johnfon,  in  fpite  of  all  the  contemptuous  ridicule  with  which 
he  has  treated  that  delicate  frame,  which  depends  for  its  comprtfure  on  the  clouds  and  the  winds, 
was  himfelf  not  exempt  from  languar,  fluggiflinefs,  and  procraftination ;  that  he  was  full  of  the 
nioft  pitiable  religious  credulity  ;  and  that  his  attention  was  often  engroffed  by  things  in  the  lall 
degree  frivolous,  futile,  and  unimportant.  But  if  thefe  obfervations  are  rather  difadvantageous  to 
Johnfon,  it  is  no  lefs  unqueftionable  that  he  difplays  a  fenfibility  and  a  humane  benevolence  of 
heart,  that  have  rarely  been  equalled.  Mr.  Strahaa's  apology  for  Johnfon's  feeming  to  pray  for 
his  deceafed  wife,  is  fupported  by  his  opinion,  refpeding  purgatory,  recorded  by  Mr  Bofwell. 
In  his  cooler  moments  he  did  not  think  fuch  prayers  proper,  except  with  the  limitations  there  ex- 
preffed;  but  his  morbid  melancholy  did  not  always  allow  him  to  be  cool ;  there  were  many  mo. 
ments  when  his  language  countenanced  a  very  different  o[iinion.  The  ftruggles  in  a  breafb,  confii- 
tuted  as  his  was,  between  the  fevere  principle-s  of  ProteP.antifm,  and  the  genuitic  undifciplmable 
f-eelings  of  the  heart,  illuflrates  the  kindnefs  of  his  nature  more  than  it  ctuld  be  illuflrated  by  any 
other  circumllance. 

His  Sermons,  publifiied  under  the  name  of  Dr.  Tuy^-r,  are  not  unworthy  of  the  author  of  the 
Rambler,  and  afford  additional  proof  of  his  ardour  in  the  cauTe  of  piety,  and  every  moral  duty.  Ths 
laft  difcourfe  in  the  coUeftion  was  intended  to  be  delivered  by  Dr.  Taylor,  at  the  funeral  of 
Johnfon's  wife,  but  he  declined  the  cfEce,  becaufe,  as  he  told  Mr.  Hayes,  the  praife  of  the  deceafed 
was  too  much  amplified.  He  who  reads  the  difcourfe,  will  find  it  a  beautiful  moral  leffon,  written 
■with  temper,  and  no  where  overcharged  with  ambitious  ornaments.  The  reft  of  the  difcourfes  were 
the  fund  which  Dr.  Taylor,  from  time  to  time,  carried  with  him  to  the  pulpit. 

The _/?)'/,- of  his  profe  writings  has  been  too  often  criticiled,  to  need  being  noticed  here.  It  has 
been  cenfured,  applauded,  and  imitated,  to  extremes  equally  dangerous  to  the  purity  of  the  Englifli 
tongue.  That  he  has  innovated  upon  our  lang  age  by  his  adoption  of  Latin  derivatives,  and  his 
preference  of  abftrad  to  concrete  terms,  cannot  be  denied.  But  the  danger  from  his  innovation 
v^ould  be  trifling,  if  thofe  alone  would  copy  him  who  can  think  with  equal  precifion;  for  few  paf- 
fages  can  be  pointed  out  from  his  woiks,  in  which  his  meaning  could  be  as  accurately  expreffed  by 
fuch  words  as  are  in  more  familiar  ufe.  His  comprehenfion  of  mind  was  the  mould  for  his  language. 
Had  his  comprehenfion  been  Narrower,  his  exprtffion  \\\,mi  have  been  eafier.  His  fentenceshave  a 
dignified  march,  fuitable  fo  the  elevation  of  his  fentimcnts,  and  the  pomp  of  his  fonornus  phrafeo- 
logy.  And  it  is  to  be  remembered,  that  while  he  has  added  harmony  and  dignity  to  our  language, 
he  has  neither  vitiated  it  by  the  infertion  of  foreign  idioir.s,  or  the  aSeiftation  of  anomaly  in  the  con- 
firudtion  of  his  fentcnces.  While  the  flowers  of  poetic  imagination  luxuriantly  adorn  hi.s  fiylc,  it  is 
never  enfeebled  by  their  plenitude.  It  is  clofe  without  obtenebration,  perfpicuous  without  lan- 
guor, and  ftiong  without  impetuofity.  No  periods  are  fo  harmonious;  none  fo  nervous.  He  hw 
Sjbour-ed  his  ftyle  with  the  grcatell  attention;  rcr.haps  its  elatyratcQ(.iij  is  too  apparent.    It  has,  per- 
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liaps,  too  unweildy  and  too  uniform  a  dignity.  He  feems  to  have  been  particularly  ftviJious  of  the 
glitter  of  an  antithefis  between  the  epithet  and  the  fubftantive.  This  ftrikes  while  it  is  new  ;  but  to 
the  more  experrenced  rtader,  though  it  may  feem  fometimes  forcible,  yet  it  will  often  prove  tire- 
fome.  It  is  remarkable  that  J.^hnfon's  early  performances  bear  few  marks  of  the  ftylc  which  be 
adopted  in  his  Ramlltr.  In  his  Life  of  S.jvags,  the  {ly'e  is  elegant,  but  not  ottentatious.  His  fen- 
tences  are  naturally  arranged,  and  mufical  without  artifice.  He  afifctSs  not  the  mcafuring  of  claufes, 
and  the  balancing  of  periods.  He  aims  not  at  fplendid,  glowing  dicflion.  He  feeks  not  pointed 
phrafes,  and  elaborate  contrafts.  It  is  alfo  worthy  of  remark,  on  this  fubjedl,  that  Johnf  n  has  al- 
tered, and  perhaps  improved  his  ftyle,  long  after  his  reputation  had  been  eftablifheJ,  and  \\\%  Rambler 
had  appeared.  The  compofition  of  this  work  differs  a  good  deal  from  that  of  Rajfdas,  the  y putney 
to  the  iVtJSern  JJlands,  and  The  Lives  of  t':e  Poets.  The  native  vigour,  and  peculiarity  of  feature,  arc 
indeed  preferved,  but  they  are  poliflied  to  greater  elegance,  and  taught  to  wear  the  anpearauce  of  a 
happier  eafe.  In  the  Rambler  his  periods  are  longer,  and  his  meaning  more  condenfed  ;  he  is  more 
fond  of  abilra<51:  terms,  and  ambitious  of  fefquipedalian  words.  But  this  work  was  written  while 
he  was  occupied  ie  cclleiSing  authorities  for  his  DiSiionaty  ;  at  a  time  when  Browne  and  Hooker, 
Bacon  and  Hakewell  were  continually  before  him  ;  men  whom  it  was  difficult  to  read,  and  re- 
main  free  from  the  temptation  to  imitate,  fn  his  Jatter  produi^^ions,  particularly  his  JJves  of  the 
Psets,  his  fentences  are  fhorter,  their  conftrudtion  more  fimpic,  and  the  ufe  of  Latin  derivations  lefs 
frequent.  He  has  made  his  flylc  in  a  greater  degree  elegant  without  conftraint,  dignified  without 
ambitious  ornament,  ftrong  without  rigidity,  and  harmonious  without  elaboration.  He  has  adopt. 
ed  a  meafured  paufe,  and  a  corrcfpondent  length  in  the  nuaibers  of  his  periods,  which  gives  to  his 
profe  much  of  the  harmony,  and  fometimes  fomewhat  of  the  monotony  of  verfe.  As  Homer  gave 
a  peculiar  language  to  his  gods,  to  exprefs  their  divine  conceptions,  let  us  allow  to  Johnfon,  and 
to  men  like  him,  a  ftyle  fuch  as  he  has  ufed  ;  for  we  have  as  yet  faund  none  ihore  grand  and  ener- 
getic. It  is  certain  that  his  example  has  given  a  general  elevation  to  the  language  of  his  cotintry; 
for  many  of  our  befl  writers  have  approached  very  near  to  him  ;  and  from  the  influence  which  he 
has  had  upon  our  compofition,  fcarcciy  any  thing  is  written  siow  ihat  is  not  better  expreffod  than 
Tvas  ufual  before  he  appeared  to  lead  the  national  tafte.  This  circumftance  is  well  delcribed  by  Mr. 
Courtenay,  in  his  ''  Poetical  Review  ;"  a  performance  which  fh'iws  that  he  has  caught  no  mean  de- 
cree of  the  expanfion  and  harmony  which  charadterize  the  ftyle  of  Johnfon. 

By  nature's  gifts  crdain'd  mankind  to  rule, 
He  like  a  Titian  forni'd  his  brilliant  fchool. 
And  taught  congenial  (pirits  to  excel. 
While  from  his  lips  imprefiive  wifdom  fell. 

Among  the  congenial  fpirits  "  who  formed  the  fchool  of  Johnfon,"  Mr.  Courtenay  celebrates  the 
refpe<£lable  names  of  Goldfmith,  Sir  Jcihua  Reynolds,  Dr.  Burney,  Mr.  Malone,  Mr.  Scecvcns, 
Dr.  Hawkefvvorth,  Sir  V/ilham  Jones,  and  Mr,  Bofwell,  and  concludes  his  defcription  in  the  ful- 
I'jwing  animated  lities  : 

Nor  was  his  energy  conCn'd  alone 

To  friends  around  his  phiiofophic  throne; 

Hii  ipf.nence  ivide  impro-vd  our  leiisr^d  ifle, 

>-,  kJ  lucid  "vigour  mark'd  the  gentrai,  jlyle  ; 

As  Nile's  proud  waves,  fv/oln  from  thrir  oozy  bed, 

Firft  o'er  the  neighb'ring  mead  majellic  fpread. 

Till,  gathering  force,  they  more  and  more  txi^and, 

And  with  due  virtue  fertilize  the  land. 

Among  the  imitators  of  Johnfon*s  ftyle,  whether  intentionally,  or  by  the  imperceptible  eff  <\  ^<i' 
its  ftrength  and  animation,  may  be  reckoned  a  great  proportion  of  the  moft  dirtinguiftied  wi  -rs 
in  our  language  Cnce  he  appeared,  Dr.  Robcrtfon,  Dr.  Blair,  Mr.  Gibbon,  Dr.  Leland,  Dr.  Frr  u- 
fon.  Dr.  Knox,  Dr.  Stuart,  Dr.  Parr,  Dr.  Thomfon,  Dr.  Gillies,  Stc.  Perhaps  the  moft  pcrfeA  i  i- 
tation  of  Johafon  is  a  profcffed  one,  intituled  "  A  Criticifm  on  Gray's  Elegy  in  a  Country  Churrh- 
Yard,"  faid  to  be  written  by  Dr.  Young,  Profeffor  of  Greek  at  Glafgow.  It  has  not  only  the  pe- 
culiarities of  Johnfon's  ftyle,  bu^  that  very  fpccici  ef  literary  diTcuffion  and  illuftration  (or  whkh  b«. 
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was  eminent.  But  let  me'j  of  moderate  conceptions  beware  of  ill  judged  imitations.  Their  attempi: 
to  copy  his  language  is  Salmoneus  thundering  at  Elis,  or  a  nioital  wielding  the  fpcar  of  Pelides. 
It  i?  to  raife  a  melancholy  contrail  bet\teen  the  flimnefs  of  the  thought,  and  the  capacity  of  the 
exprtffion,  to  cover  the  head  of  a  pigmy  with  the  cafqus  of  a  giant. 

As  a  feei,  -the  merit  of  Johiifon,  though  confiderable,  yet  falls  far  fnort  of  that  which  he  has 
difplayed  in  thofe  provinces  of  literature  in  which  we  have  already  furveyed  him.  As  far  as  flrength 
cfexpreffion,  fruiifulnefs  of  invention,  and  abundance  of  iinajjcry,  conilitute  poetry,  he  is  much 
more  of  a  poet  in  his  profe  works,  than  in  his  metrical  compofuion?.  Metaphfyr,  to  the  merit  of 
v;hich  he  wa?  blind  and  unchdr;tal)le,  is  fo  much  the  fool  and  elTence  cf  poetry,  that  without  it 
yhyme  and  metre  are  vain.  There  may  be  I'moothnefs,  fjllabic  arrangement,  and  good  fenfe,  in  a 
metrical  produtSion,  but  there  can  be  no  true  poetry  without  imagery,  wann  expreffion,  and  an 
enthufiafni  which  intoxicates  the  reader,  lifts  him  abov^  the  ground,  and  makes  him  forget  that  he 
is  mortal.  Poetry  is  paffion  ;  paflion  is  a  temporary  phrenzy,  during  which  we  both  hear  and  fee 
what  we  are  totally  infenfible  to  in  our  fober  fenfes.  What  did  the  ancients  mean  by  the  Pythisn 
prieftefs  being  numine  off^ta,  when  (lie  received  infpiration,  and  delivered  it  in  verfe,  and  in  apply- 
ing the  fame  idea  to  poets,  but  that  they  had  fiVi  a  temporary  delirium.'  Ratiocination  prevailed 
in  Johnfon  much  more  than  fenfibility.  Ho  has  no  daring  fubliaiities,  nor  gentle  graces; 
he  never  glows  witti  the  enthufiafm  of  the  god,  or  kindles  a  fympathetic  emotion'  in  the  bofom 
of  his  readers.  His  poems  are  the  piaia  and  fer.fiblc  efiufions  of  a  mind  never  hurried  be- 
yond itfelf,  to  which  the  ufe  of  rhyme  adds  no  beauty,  and  from  which  the  ufe  of  profe  wouM 
detraiil  no  force.  His  verfification  is  fmooth,  flowing,  and  unreflrained ;  but  his  paufes  are 
not  fuffitiently  varied,  to  refcue  him  from  the  imputation  of  monotony.  He  feems  never  at  a  lofs 
for  rhyme,  or  deftitute  of  a  proper  exp/tifion  ;  and  the  manner  of  Lis  verfe  appears  admirably 
adapted  to  didadic  or  fatiric  poetry,  for  which  hii  powers  were  equally,  and  perhaps  alone  qua- 
lified. 

His  tragedy  of  Irene  may  be  corOdered  as  the  grcatefl  effort  of  his  genius.  It  is  a  legitimate 
dramatic  compolition.  The  unities  of  time^  place,  and  adiion,  are  flriiliy  obferved.  The  ditfliou 
is  nervous,  rich,  and  elegant ;  but  fplendid  language,  and  melodious  numbers,  v^ill  make  a  fine  poem, 
»ot  a  tragedy.  The  fubftance  of  the  {lory  is  {hortiy  thi?.  [n  1453,  IVIahcmet  the  Great,  firft  em- 
peror of  the  Turks,  laid  fiege  to  Conftantinople,  and  having  reduced  the  place,  became  enamoured 
of  a  fair  Greek,  whofe  name  was  Jieic'.  The  fultan  invited  her  to  embrace  the  law  of  Mahomet, 
and  to  grace  his  throne.  ]:nraged  at  this  intended  marriage,  the  Janizaries  formed  a  confpiracy 
io  dethrone  the  emperor.  To  avert  the  impending  danger,  Mahomet,  in  a  full  aflembly  of  the^ran- 
dees,  "  catching  with  one  hand,"  as  Knolles  exprelTes  it,  "  the  fair  Greek  by  the  hair  of  her  head, 
and  drawing  his  faulchion  with  the  other,  he,  at  one  blow,  ftruck  oif  her  head,  to  the  great  terror 
cf  them  all ;  and  having  fo  done,  faid  unto  them,  "  Now,  by  this,  judge  whether  your  emperor  is 
able  to  bridle  his  affe<Sl;ions  or  not."  The  ftory  is  fimple,  and  it  remained  for  Johnfon  to  amplify 
it  with  pfoper  epifodes,  and  give  it  complication  and  variety.  But  he  has  altered  the  charadter  and 
cataftrophe,  which  he  found  in  the  hirtorian,  fo  as  to  diminiili  the  dramatic  effetft.  Many  faults 
may  be  found  with  the  condudl  of  the  fable.  The  principal  one  is,  that  the  plot  is  double,  and  has 
4he  moft  ftriking  faults  of  fuch  a  fable  ;  for  it  divides  the  fpeiAator's  attention  and  regard  between 
charadlers,  whofe  interefts  are  oppofite,  and  whofe  happinefs  or  mifery  is  made  to  depend  upon  the 
fame  events.  We  cannot  hope  the  efcape  of  Demetrius  and  JJpaJa,  without  dreading  the  condem- 
nation of  Irene  ;  and  our  wiflies  as  to  each,  operating  in  contrailitSion,  mufl  diminilh  our  concern 
for  both.  The  cataftrophe,  which  is  made  to  depend  upon  the  fate  of  Irene,  is  meanly  worked  up. 
It  is  brought  about  too  fuddenly,  without  a  due  connc($lion  with  preparatory  incidents,  and  at  the 
very  moment  when  we  have  not  leifure  to  contemplate  it,  and  are  alone  interefted  for  the  efcape 
of  Demitrius  and  /•fpafut,  We  neither  anticipate  it  with  fufficient  perfpicuity,  nor  confider  it  with 
folemnity,  fo  as  to  be  affcAed  upon  its  occurrence,  with  genuine  dramatic  grief  cr  terror.  The 
charadlers  of  the  piece  have  nothing  di.rcrlminative.  They  are  not  reprefentations  of  different  tem- 
pers, paflions,  and  minds,  but  of  diffcre-it  degrees  of  virtue  and  vice.    They  are  fo  naked  of  pecu- 
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Jiarlty,  that  we  cannot  know  why  the  fame  iHcidtnrs  ihould  operate  differently  upon  any  one  ot" 
them,  fo  as  to  impel  them  to  a  djiFtrtnt  ucStion,  or  produce  an  emotion  even  varying  in  ftretigth 
from  what  it  would  have  done  in  any  other.  They  pofTefs  too  much  of  a  balanced  importance  in  the 
conducfb  of  the  drama,  fo  that  the  mind  knows  not  how  to  make  its  eledlion  of  a  principal  charadlcr, 
or  to  fix  its  attention  upon  any  perfonage  po  whofe  felicity  it  may  attach  its  wifhes,  and  upon  whuftf 
fate  it  may  fufpend  its  fympathy.  From  the  name  of  the  tragedy,  we  muft  fuppofe  that  Johnfon 
conuJered  Ir^-iie  as  the  herohie,  yet  the  reader  feels  more  concern,  even  for  the  ftoic  virtue  and  cool 
fondnefs  of  jfpcifia.  The  former  is  too  much  of  a  mixed  charafler  ;  neither  her  goodnefs,  nor  her 
weaknefs,  nor  her  depravity  are  predominant.  She  has  not  fufficient  virtue  to  awaken  our  fym- 
pathy for  the  fuffcrings  of  innocence,  nor  fiifiicient  vice  to  aroufe  our  terror  at  the  punidiment  of 
guilt.  The  fpeeches  are  ofttner  the  recolledions  of  pad  feelings,  than  the  ebullitions  of  immedi- 
ate paflions,  flarted  by  the  paffing  adlions  of  the  fcene.  Little  is  made  prefent  to  the  fpetftator's 
mind,  and  of  that  little,  nothing  has  life.  His  critique  upon  the  tragic  poets,  of  the  commence- 
ment of  this  century,  is,  perhaps,  in  no  inftance,  more  true  than  it  is  of  himfclf. 

From  bard  to  bard  the  frigid  caution  crept. 
And  declamation  roar'd  whilft  pafliun  llept  ; 
Yet  (till  did  virtue  deityi  the  fiage  to  tread, 
Philofophy  remaia'd,  though  nature  fled. 

He  has  nothing  of  the  fire  of  Lee,  or  the  pathos  of  Otway.  He  is  more  declamai-ory  than  Rowc, 
snd  Irene,  if  poflible,  is  colder  than  "  Caco."  There  is  not,  throughout  the  play,  a  fingle  fitua- 
tion  to  excite  curiofity,  and  raife  a  conflid  of  pafi'ions.  The  fentiments  are  juft  and  always  mo- 
ral, but  fcldom  appropriated  to  the  charaifler,  and  generally  too  philofophic.  His  poetical  imagery 
is  neither  ftriking  nor  abundant.  The  language  in  which  the  thoughts  are  conveyed,  is,  in  general, 
vigorous,  accurately  polilhed,  and  regularly  mufical.  It  would  be  difficult  to  feledl  a  paflage  in 
dramatic  poetry  more  nobly  conceived,  or  finely  exprcffed,  than  the  reply  of  Demetrius  to  the  com- 
plaint of  his  friend,  that  no  prodigy  from  Heaven  had  foretold  the  calamities  of  GreecCt 

A  thoufand  horrid  prodigies  foretold  it ; 
A  feeble  government,  eluded  laws, 
A  taiFlious  populace,  luxurious  nobks, 
And  all  tlie  maladies  of  finking  ilares  ; 
\Vhen  public  villar.y,  too  ftrorg  for  juftice, 
S'nows  his  bold  fri';nt,  the  harbitigcr  of  ruin, 
Can  brave  I, eoiitius  call  for  any  v^'onders, 
Which  cheats  interpret,  and  which  fcols  regard  ? 
Vi'htn  feme  neg^ecfted  fabric  nods  beneath 
The  vveit^ht  of  years,  and  totters  to  the  temped, 
Muft  Heaven  difpatch  the  nulTcngers  of  light, 
Or  wake  the  dead  to  warn  us  of  its  fall? 

As  an  alloy  to  the  beauties  of  this  palTdge,  impartial  criticifn>  is  compelled  to  turn  to  another, 
which  is  furely  little  fiiort  of  nonfenfc,  and  well  worthy  of  a  place  in  the  treatifc  of  "  Scriblerus.' 

Oft  have  I  rag'd,  when  their  wide-wafling  cannon 
Lay  pointed  at  our  batteries,  y^t  unfor^^d. 
And  Lroke  the  mtJitatsd  Urns  of  war. 

Irene  may  be  added  to  fome  other  plays  in  our  language,  which  have  loft  their  place  in  the  theatre, 
but  continue  to  pleafe  in  the  clofet.  As  it  is  the  drama  of  our  great  Englifh  moralill,  the  prefent 
writer  Ihould  wifli  to  fee  it  revived. 

Of  the  poetical  compofitions,  which  are  known  to  be  of  his  writing,  the  Imitations  of  yuve^ 
nal  are  the  beft ;  and  are,  perhaps,  the  Dobled  imitations  to  be  found  in  any  language.  They  are  not 
fo  clofe  as  thofe  done  by  Pope  from  Horace  ;  but  they  are  infinitely  more  fpirited  and  energetic.  lu 
Pope,  the  mod  peculiar  images  of  Roman  life  are  adapted  with  fingular  addrefs  to  our  own  times; 
in  Johnfon,  the  fimilitude  is  only  in  general  paffages,  fuitablc  to  every  age  in  which  refinement  has 
degenerated  into  depravity. 

His  London  breathes  the  true  vehement  contemptuous  indignation  of  Juvenal's  fatire.  It  is  more 
popular  in  its  fubjeft,  and  more  animated  in  its  con«pofition,  than  his  Canity  cf  Human  IViJies.    It 
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blazes  forth  with  the  genuine  fire  of  poetrv,  in  the  livelinefs  of  its  corrcfpont^^nt  allufione,  the  ener- 
gy of  its  exprcfiions,  and  the  frequency  of  its  apo(lrf>phes.  The  Vanity  0/  Human  Wijhcs  is  more 
grave,  moral,  feutentious,  and  ftately.  In  his  London  he  often  takes  rothing  more  than  the  fubjeft 
from  the  Roman  poLt,  proves  or  illuftrates  it  according  to  the  originality  of  his  owrn  conceptions,  or 
the  warmth  of  his  own  fancy;  and  fometimes,  too,  he  dei'erts  him  altogether,  and  that  not  only 
where  the  modefty  of  an  Englifh  ear,  and  the  inapplicability  of  the  original  to  modern  cuftoms  re» 
<Juire  it,  but  in  places  where  the  topics  and  the  moral  ufe  is  as  applicable  to  London  as  they  are  to 
ancient  Rome.  Thus  he  has  either  totally  negleded,  or  but  fiightly  imitated  tha*t  beautiful  paffage 
beginning  at  ver.  137, 

Dat  teftem  Romas  tarn  fandlum,  quam  fuit  hofpes 
Numinis  Idaeij  Sec. ' 

and  ending  with  ver.  190. 


prseflare  tributa  clientes 

Cogimur,  et  cultis  aiigere  peculia  fervis. 

The  Vanity  of  Human  Wifces  follows  the  original  more  clnfely,  butflill  with  mrirsy  omiflions.  The 
fubjcdl  is  taken  from  the  fecond  "  Alcibiades"  of  Plato,  and  has  an  intermixture  of  the  fentiments  of 
Socrates,  concerning  the  objcdl  of  prayers  cfTcred  up.  to  the  l-city.  1  he  gentral  propofition  is,  that 
good  and  evil  are  fo  little  underAood  by  mankind,  that  their  wifhes,  when  granted,  are  always  de- 
flrudtive.  This  is  exemplififd  in  a  variety  of  inftances,  fuch  as  riches,  ftatc  preferment,  elo- 
quence, military  glory,  long  life,  and  the  advantages  of  beauty.  Juvenal's  conclufion  is  admirable. 
"  Let  us,"  he  fays, "  leave  it  to  the  gods  to  judge  what  is  fitted  for  us.  Man  is  dearer  to  his  Cre- 
ator than  to  himfelf.  If  we  mull  pray  for  any  fpecial  grace,  let  it  be  for  a  found  mind,  in  a  found 
body.  Let  us  pray  for  fortitude,  that  we  may  think  the  labours  cif  Hercules,  and  all  his  fufferings, 
preferable  to  a  life  cf  luxury,  diffipation,  and  the  Toft  repofe  of  Sardanapulus.  'i'his  is  a  blcfCng 
within  the  reach  of  every  man  ;  this  we  can  give  OurfeLvcs.-  Tt  is  virtue,  and  virtue  only,  that  can 
make  us  happy."  For  the  characfters  which  Jn venal  has  chofen  to  illuftrate  his  do<flrine,  Johnfon 
hasfubflituted  others  from  modern  hiflory  ;  for  Sejanus,  he  gives  Cardinal  IVolfey,  Buckinghar!,  dab- 
bed by  Felton,  Sfrajlrd  and  Clarendat  ;  for  Demofthenes  and  Cicero,  Lydiat,  Galileo,  and  Laud;  fur 
Hannibal,   CharUs  XII ;  and  to  (how  the  confequences  of  long  life,  he  fays, 

From  Marlborough's  eyes  the  ftreams  of  dotage  flew. 
And  S-wifi  expires  a  driveller  and  a  (how- 
and  of  beauty  he  fays, 

Yet  Vane  would  tell  what  ills  from  beauty  fpring. 
And  Sedley  curs  d  the  form  that  pleas'd  a  king. 

This  lad  example  is  ill  chofen  ;  for  it  is  well  known  that  the  Countefs  of  Dorchefter,  tniflrefs  to 
Jamef  II.  was  n^t  handfome.  Owing  to  the  dearth  of  modern  examples,  his  inftaiices  are  lefs  na- 
ir.erous  and  lefs  ftriking  than  thofe  of  Juvenal.  His  thoughts  are  net  fo  comprefTcd  in  the  expref- 
fion,  or  fo  energetically  conveyed  to  the  mind,  as  thofe  of  the  Roman  fatiriil  ;  but  his  dit^ion  i.i  lefs 
laboured  and  affeded,  and  he  flows  in  a  ftream  of  verfiiication  fcarcely  lefs  rapid  and  eloquent,  but 
infinitely  more  fmooth  than  the  I.arin  pcet.  He  has  prefervcd  all  the  beauties  and  virtue  of  the  ori« 
ginal  moral,  hut  dripped  it,  with  infinite  art,  from  all  appearance  of  Epicurean  infidelity,  and  filled 
it  with  precepts  worthy  of  a  phllofopher,  and  wifhes  fitting  for  a  Chridian.  He  has  fucceeded  won- 
derfully in  giving  to  his  imitation  the  air  of  an  original.  The  Chridian  had  to  druggie  with  the 
Heathen  poet,  and  though  we  cannot  fay  that  he  has  furpafled  him,  he  has,  at  lead,  entered  into  a 
noble  competition. 

Of  his  fmaller  poems,  the  Prohgvejcr  the  Opir.ing  rf  Drury-Lane  Theatre,  has  been  univerfaliy  ad- 
mired, as  a  maderly  and  comprehciifive  criticifm  upon  the  feveral  ages  of  Engiilh  dramatic  poetry. 
The  fubjc6t  and  the  moral  were  well  conceived,  and  are  as  nobly  expreffed.  The  character  of 
Shakfpeare  is  dehncated  with  a  felicity  of  exprefiion,  that  xhallenges  the  whole  compafs  of  Engliih 
jpoetry.  His  other  I'roUgua  are  copies  of  his  mind,  clear  and  comprchenfive,  pointed  and  encr- 
f  etic.  Of  his  Odes  upon  the  feafousj  his  addrelTes  to  ^lutumn  and  IVintcr  fsem  the  bed.  Many  of  ths 
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ftanzas  arc  exceedingly  teautiful;  as  uiual,  moral,  and  unufually  pathetic.  They  manlfeft,  how- 
ever, that  his  dcfcriptive  poetry  is  not  the  preduclion  of  a  warm  fancy,  impelled  to  give  vent  by 
poefy  to  its  overflowing  feelings  Thofe  pflflions  and  objeifts  -which  would  infpire  the  genuine  po- 
etic mind  with  enthufiafm,  pafs  by  him  unfclt  and  unnoriced.  He  is  melancholy  in  Spring,  jo- 
cund in  Winter  ;  he  lavifhes  no  enroniiinns  upon  tlie  perfumed  zephyrs,  but  flies  to  melancholy 
morals,  or  commemorates  the  coniforrs  of  a  cheering  flaggon  and  a  fang  fire-fide.  His  Ode  to  Esenlng^ 
addrcffed  to  Stella,  the  Katu  I  Beauty,  and  the  Vanity  of  Wealth,  are  in  general  elegant.  The  firft 
is  warm  and  fentimental,  and  (hov.s  that  he  was  neither  ignorant  of  the  feelings,  nor  infenfibie  to 
the  joys  of  d  lover.  Of  his  addrefs  To  Lyce,x\\t  idea  perhaps  is  not  original,  hut  tht- images  are  happily 
feledled,  and  well  exprefled.  Stelldt  in  Mourninp,  the  verfes  to  Lady  Firebrace,  To  an  elderly  Ladj^ 
and  0« /i<r  S/z-'V  p/"  JAr/.V  are  occafinnal  compofuions,  and  of  courfc  derive  their  merit  chiefly 
from  local  and  temporary  circumftances.  The  principal  art  in  fuch  performances,  is  to  make  a 
trifling  circumftance  poetical  or  witty.  In  the  verfes  on  the  Sprig  of  Myrtle,  he  has  very  happily 
fucceeded.  The  .  nt  muft  be  allowed  to  be  nervous  and  elegant,  the  ode  on  Triendjhip  eafy  and  fenti- 
inental ;    and  the  verfes  on  the  Death  of  Stephen  Grey  are  worthy  the  pen  of  Pope. 

The  Elegy  on  the  Death  of  M'-.  Levctt,  as  it  was  among  the  laft,  fo  it  is  one  of  the  bcft  of  his  per- 
formances. It  is  moral,  charaifierifiic,  and  pathetic.  The  following  ftanzas  are  exquifitely  beautiful. 

Yet  flill  he  fills  affedlion's  eye, 

Obfcurcly  wife  and  coarfely  kind  ; 
Nor  Iciter'd  arrogance  deny 

This  praife  to  merit  unrefin'd. 
When  tainting  nature  calld  for  aid, 

And  hovering  death  prepar'd  the  blow, 
His  vigorous  remedy  dilplay'd 

The  power  of  art  wi;hout  the  fhow  : 
In  niifcry's  darkeft  cavern  known. 

His  ufeful  care  was  ever  nigh, 
Where  hopelefs  anguifh  pour'd  his  groan. 

And  lonely  want  retir'd  to  die. 
No  fummons  mock'd  by  chill  delay, 
,  No  petty  gain  difdain'd  by  pride ; 

The  modeft  wants  of  every  day 

The  toil  of  every  day  fupply'd. 

The  concluding  lines  are  exceptionable  ; 

Deatli  broke  at  once  the  -vital  chain. 
And  forc'd  his  foul  the  nearejl  ivay. 

Since  it  is  the  foul  which  gives  life,  the  chain  that  confines  the  foul  is  corporeal :  The  tZ/j/ chain 
cannot  be  faid,  with  propriety,  to  be  broken  by  death.  Johnfon  would  not  have  forgiven  an  er- 
ror of  this  kind  in  Gray. 

,  Of  his  remaining  pieces,  fome  are  mere  impromptus,  which  were  never  intended  for  the  public 
eye,  and  others  were  the  fuggeflions  of  temporary  incidents.  Many  of  them  are  fprightly  and  el«- 
gant,  and  may  be  read  with  pleafure  ;  but  they  require  no  diftimfl  enumeration,  or  particular  criti- 
cifni. 

Among  our  Englilh  poet.s,  it  is  no  unpleafant  refledion  to  be  able  to  find  fo  many  elegant  writers  of 
Latin  verfe  ;  in  the  firft  rank  of  which,  Johnfon  (lands  very  high.  Jonfon,  Crafliaw,  Cowley,  May, 
Milton,  Marvel,  Addifon,  Gray,  Smart,  Warton,  and  Johnfon,  are  fuch  writers  of  Latin  vcrfe,  at 
any  country  might  with  juftice  be  proud  to  own.  Johnfon  was  eminently  Ikilled  in  the  Latin  tongue, 
and  (Irongly  attached  to  the  ctltivation  of  Latin  poetry.  The  firft  fruits  of  his  genius  were  com- 
pofitions  in  Latin  verfe.  His  tranflation  of  the  Mfjfah,  gained  him  reputation  in  the  college  in 
which  it  was  written,  and  was  approved  by  Pope.  Virgil  feems  to  have  been  hi-  model  for  language 
and  verfification.  He  has  copied  the  varied  paufes  of  his  verfe,  the  length  of  hi,  periods,  the  peculiar 
grace  of  h:s  exprefltons,  and  his  majeftic  dignity,  with  cor.fidcrablc  fuccefs.  But  his  compofition  is 
fometimes  unclaflical  and  incorredl.  The  moft  exceptionable  line  is  the  firft;  tollere  conctntum,\l 
ailowable^  is  furely  an  awkward  phrafc  for  "  begin  the  fong."     His  Odes,  particularly,  the  Odr 
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Incblentteth,  Ode  in  the  JJle  of  Sky,  and  that  to  Mts.  Tlra/e,  from  the  fame  place,  are  eafy,  elegant, 
and  poetical.  They  unite  claflical  language,  tender  fentiment,  and  harmonious  vcrfe.  His  poem, 
Tta^i  (Ttaurov,  is  nervous  and  energetic.  His  Epitaphs  are  diftinguiihed  by  elegance  of  compofition, 
and  a  mallcrly  rtyle.  That  on  Gai'fmith  fcems  the  beft.  His  Epigrams  are  neat  and  pointed.  In 
the  Anthologij,  we  admire  foaiecimes  a  happy  imitaticMi,  and  fometinies  regret  inelegant  exprefiions. 

For  obvious  reafons,  his  Latin  pieces,  though  excellent  in  their  kind,  can  never  acquire  the  po- 
pularity of  the  Englilh-  Thofe  who  read  with  plealure  the  Latin  clafTics,  fee  their  inferiority ;  to  others, 
they  are  uninterefting  and  unintelligible.  "  The  delight  which  they  afford,"  to  ufe  his  own  words,  in 
criticiiing  the  Latin  poetry  of  Milton,  "  is  rather  by  the  exqulfite  imitation  of  the  ancient  writers,  by 
the  purity  of  the  difiion,  and  the  harmony  of  the  numbers,  that*  by  any  power  of  invention,  or 
vigour  of  fentiment."  This  charad;er  will  generally  fuit  our  modern  Latin  poetry ;  for  if  we  ex- 
cept that  noble  ode  of  Gray's,  written  at  the  Grande  Chartreufe,  and  fome  few  others,  there  are  not 
many  of  the  Focmata  Ang'wrum,  that  contain  much  "  power  of  invention,  or  vigour  of  fentiment." 

Upon  the  vihole,  the  various  produdions  of  Johnfon  fliow  a  life  fpent  in  ftudy  and  meditation. 
It  may  be  fairly  allowed,  as  he  yfed  to  fay  of  himfelf,  that  he  has  ivritten  hisjhare.  His  oddities  and  in- 
firmities in  common  life,  will,  after  a  while,  be  ovetlroked  and  forgotten  ;  but  his  writings  will 
remain  a  monument  of  his  genius  and  learning;  dill  more  and  more  ftudied  and  admired,  while 
Britons  fliall  continue  to  be  chara(flerized  by  a  love  of  elegance  and  fublimity,  of  good  fenfe  and 
virtue.  In  the  works  of  Johnfon,  the  reader  will  find  a  perpetual  fource  of  pleafurc  and  inftruc- 
tioii.  With  due  precaution,  men  may  learn  to  give  to  their  ftyle,  elegance,  harmony,  and  preci- 
fion  ;  they  may  be  taught  to  think  with  vigour  and  perfpicuity;  and  all,  by  a  diligent  attention  to 
his  writings,  may  advance  in  virtue. 

The  charafler  of  Johnfon,  as  given  by  Mr.  Bofwell  in  the  conclufion  of  his  work.  Is  deiineated 
with  a  mafterly  pencil.  The  drawing  appears  to  be  fufficiently  accurate,  the  light  and  (hade  well 
diftributed,  and  the  colouring  very  little  overchaged  or  heightened  ;  though  a  favourable  likenefs 
was  perhaps  in  fome  degree  intended,  as  far  as  might  feem  confident  with  the  truth  of  refemblance, 
and  no  farther. 

*' His  figure  was  large  and  well- formed,  and  his  countenance  of  the  caft  of  an  ancient  flatue; 
yet  his  appearance  was  rendered  ftrange  and  fome'what  uncouth,  by  convulfive  cramps,  by  the 
fears  of  that  diftemper  which  it  was  once  imagined  the  royal  touch  could  cure,  and  by  a  flo- 
venly  mode  of  drefs.  He  had  the  ufe  only  of  one  eye  ;  yet  fo  much  does  mind  govern,  and  even 
fupply  the  deficiency  of  organs,  that  his  vifual  perceptions,  as  far  as  they  extended,  were  uncom- 
monly ^uick  and  accurate.  So  morbid  was  his  temperament,  that  he  never  knew  the  natural  joy 
of  a  free  and  vigorous  ufe  of  his  limbs :  when  he  walked,  it  was  like  the  ftruggling  gait  of j  one  in  fet- 
ters; when  he  rode,  he  had  no  command  or  direiflion  of  his  horfe,  but  was  carried  as  if  in  a  bal- 
loon. That  with  his  conflitution  and  habits  of  life  he  Hiould  have  lived  feventy-five  years,  is  a 
proof  that  an  inherent  -vivida  vis  is  a  powerful  prefervatlve  of  the  human  frame. 

"  Man  is  in  general  made  up  of  contradidory  qualities,  and  thefe  will  ever  (how  themfelves  in 
flrange  fucccfllon,  where  a  confiflency  in  appearance  at  leaft,  if  not  in  reality,  has  not  been  attain- 
ed by  long  habits  of  philofophical  difcipline.  In  proportion  to  the  native  vigour  of  the  mind,  the 
contradifiory  qualities  will  be  the  more  prominent,  and  more  difficult  to  be  adjufted  ;  and  therefore 
we  are  not  to  wonder,  that  Johnfon  exhibited  an  eminent  exampleof  this  remark  which  Ihave  made 
upon  human  nature.  At  different  times  hefcemcd  a  different  man,  in  fome  refpeds;  not,  however, 
in  any  great  or  effcntial  article,  upon  which  he  had  fully  employed  his  mind  and  fettled  certain  princi- 
pies  of  duty,  but  only  in  his  manners,  sud  in  difplays  of  argument  and  fancy  in  his  talk.  He  was 
prone  to  fupetftition,  hut  not  to  credulity.  Though  his  imagmatiin  might  incline  him  to  a  belief 
of  the  marvellous  and  the  myfterious,  his  vigorous  reafon  examined  the  evidence  with  jealoufy.  He 
was  a  fincerc  and  zealous  Chriflian  of  high  Church  of  England  and  monarchical  principles,  which 
he  would  not  tamely  fufftr  to  be  queftioned  ;  and  had  perhaps,  at  an  early  period,  narrowed  his 
mind  fomewhat  too  much,  both  as  to  religion  and  politics.  His  being  imprtffed  with  the  danger  of 
CJttreme  latitude  in  either,  though  hs  was  of  a  very  independent  fpirit,  occafioned  his  appearing  fome- 


THELIFEOFJOHNSON.  Jay 

w  hat  unfavourable  to  the  prevalence  of  that  noble  freedom  of  fentiment  which  is  the  bed  pofTcflioa 

of  man.  Nor  can  it  be  denied,  that  he  had  many  prejudices;  which,  however,  frequently  fuggeft- 
cd  many  6f  his  pointed  fayings,  that  rather  fliow  a  playfulnefs  of  fancy  than  any  fettled  malignity. 
He  was  fteady  and  inflexible  in  maintaining  the  obligations  of  reii;^ion  and  morality,  both  from 
a  regard  for  the  order  of  fociety,  and  from  a  veneration  for  the  Great  Source  of  all  order ;  corredV 
nay  ftein  in  his  tafte  ;  hard  to  pleafe,  and  eafily  offended ;  impetuous  and  irritable  in  his  temper, 
but  of  a  moft  humane  and  benevolent  heart,  which  (bowed  itfclf  not  only  in  a  mofl  liberal  chari- 
ty,  as  far  as  his  circumftances  would  allow,  but  in  a  thoufand  inftances  of  adlive  benevolence.  He 
was  afflitfied  with  a  bodily  difeafe  which  made  him  rcfllefs  and  fretful,  and  with  a  conftitutional 
melancholy,  the  clouds  of  which  darkened  the  brightnefs  of  his  fancy,  and  gave  a  gloomy  caft  to 
his  whole  courfj  of  thinking  :  we  therefore  ought  not  to  wonder  at  his  fallies  of  impatience  and 
paflion  at  any  time,  cfpecially  when  provoked  by  ubtrufive  ignorance  or  prcfuniing  petulance;  and 
allowance  muft  be  made  for  his  uttering  hafty  and  fatirical  fallies,  even  againft  his  bed  friends. 
And  furely,  when  it  is  confidered,  that  "  amidfl;  ficknefs  and  forrow,"  he  exerted  his  faculties  in  fo 
many  works  for  the  benefit  of  mankind,  and  particularly  that  he  achieved  t'le  great  and  admir- 
able Diiflionary  of  our  language,  we  muft  be  aftonilhed  at  his  refolution.  The  folcmn  test  of 
"  him  to  whom  much  is  given,  much  will  be  required,"  feems  to  have  been  ever  prefcnt  to  his 
mind  in  a  rigorous  fenfe,  and  to  have  made  him  diffatisfied  with  his  labours  and  adls  of  goodnefs, 
however  comparatively  great ;  fo  that  the  unavoidable  confcioufnefs  of  his  fuperiority  was  in  that 
refpeifi  a  caufe  of  difquiet.  He  fuffered  fo  much  from  this,  and  from  the  gloom  which  perpetually 
haunted  him,  and  made  folitude  frightful,  that  it  may  be  faid  of  him,  '*  If  in  this  life  only  he  had 
hope,  he  was  of  all  men  moft  mii'erable."  He  loved  praife  when  ic  was  brought  to  him  ;  but 
was  too  prond  to  feck  for  it.  He  was  fomewhat  fufceptible  of  flattery.  As  be  was  general  and 
unconfined  in  his  ftudies,  he  cannot  be  confidered  as  mafler  of  any  one  particular  fcience  ;  but  he 
had  accumulated  a  vaft  and  various  collcdiion  of  learning  and  knowledge,  which  was  fo  arranged 
in  his  mind,  as  to  be  ever  in  readinefs  to  be  brought  forth.  But  his  fuperiority  over  other  learn- 
ed men  confiited  chiefly  in  what  may  be  called  the  art  of  thinking,  the  art  of  ufing  his  mind  ;  a 
certain  continual  power  of  feizlng  the  ufeful  fubilance  of  all  that  he  knew,  and  exhibiting  it  in  a 
clear  and  forcible  manner ;  fo  that  knowledge  which  v^c  often  fee  to  be  no  better  than  lumber  in 
men  of  dull  underftanding,  was  in  him  true,  evident,  and  a<5lual  vvifdom.  His  moral  precepts  are 
pradlical;  for  they  are  drawn  from  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  human  nature.  His  maxims 
carry  convidlion  ;  for  they  are  founded  on  the  bafis  of  common  fenfe.  His  mind  was  fo  full  of 
imagery,  that  he  might  have  been  perpetually  a  poet ;  yet  it  is  remarkable,  that  however  rich  hig 
profe  is  in  that  refpe6t,  the  poetical  pieces  which  he  wrote  were  in  general  not  fo,  but  rather 
ftrong  fentiment  and  acute  obfervation,  conveyed  in  good  verfe.  particubrly  in  heroic  couplets. 
Though  ufiially  grave  and  even  awful  in  his  deportment,  he  poflefTed  uncommon  and  peculiar  pow- 
ers of  wic  and  humour  :  he  frequently  indulged  himfclf  in  colloquial  pleafantry  ;  and  the  heartielt 
pierriraent  v/as  often  enjoyed  in  his  company ;  with  this  great  advantage,  that  as  it  was  entirely 
free  from  any  poifonous  tiniflure  of  vice  or  impiety,  it  was  falutary  to  thofe  who  fhared  in  it.  He 
had  accuflomed  himfelf  to  fuch  accuracy  in  his  common  converfation,  that  he  at  all  times  delivered 
himfelf  with  a  force,  choice,  and  elegance  of  exprelTi un,  the  eiTetfl  of  which  was  aided  by  his  having  a 
loud  voice,  and  a  flow  and  deliberate  utterance.  He  united  a  moft  logical  head  with  a  moft  fertile  ima- 
gination,  which  gave  him  an  extraordinary  advantage  in  arguing ;  for  he  could  rcafon  clofe  op 
wide,  as  he  faw  beft  for  the  moment.  Exulting  in  his  intelledlual  ftrength  and  dexterity,  he  could, 
when  he  pleafed,  be  the  greateft  fophift  that  ever  contended  in  the  lifts  of  declamation  ;  and  from 
a  fpirit  of  contradiction,  and  a  delight  in  fliowing  his  powers,  he  would  often  maintain  tiie  wrong  fide 
with  equal  warmth  and  ingenuity  :  fo  that  when  there  was  an  audience,  his  real  opinions  could  fcl- 
dom  be  gathered  from  his  talk  ;  though  when  he  was  in  company  with  a  Angle  friend  he  would 
difcufs  a  fubjeft  with  genuine  fairnefs.  But  he  was  too  confcientiou3  to  make  error  permanent  and 
pernicious,  by  deliberately  writing  it;  and  in  all  his  numerous  works,  he  earneftly  inculcated  what 
appeared  to  him  Js  be  the  truth.    His  pi«ty  was  conftant,  acd  was  the  ruling  principle  of  ail  his 
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conduft ;  apd  the  more  we  conlider  his  charader,  we  fhall  be  the  more  difpofed  to  regard  him 
wi;h  admiration  and  reverence." 

His  charader  as  given  by  Mrs.  Piczzi  in  her  "  Anecdotes"  is  drawn  with  fpirit  and  propriety; 
though  fomewhat  lefs  favourably. 

"  His  ftature  was  remarkably  high,  and  his  limbs  exceeding;!y  large  :  his  (Irength  was  more  than 
common  I  believe,  and  his  adtivity  had  been  greater,  I  have  heard,  than  fuch  a  form  gave  one  reafon 
to  expeiSl :  his  features  were  flrongly  marked,  and  his  countenance  particularly  rugged  ;  though  the 
original  complexion  had  certainly  been  fair,  a  circumflrance  fomewhat  unufual ;  his  fight  was  near, 
and  otherwife  imperfcd; ;  yet  his  eyes,  though  of  a  light-gray  colour,  were  fo  wild,  fo  piercing,  and 
at  times  fo  fierce,  that  fear  was,  I  believe,  the  firfl:  emotion  in  the  hearts  of  all  his  beholders.  His 
snind  was  fo  comprehenfive,  that  no  language  but  that  he  ufed  could  have  exprcfTed  its  contents  ;  and 
lb  ponderous  was  his  language,  that  fentiments  lefs  loft-y  and  lefs  folid  than  his  were,  would  have 
leen  encumbered,  not  adorned  by  it. 

"  Mr,  Johnfon  was  not  intentionally,  however,  a  pompous  converfer ;  and  though  he  was  accufed  of 
ttfing  big  words,  as  they  are  called,  it  was  only  when  little  ones  could  not  exprefs  his  meaning  at 
clearly,  or  when,  perhaps,  the  elevation  of  the  thought  would  have  been  difgraced  by  a  drefs  lef« 
fuperb.  He  ufed  to  fay,  "  that  the  fize  of  a  man's  uaderflanding  might  always  be  jufHy  meafured 
iy  his  mirth  ;"  and  his  own  was  never  contemptible.  He  would  laugh  at  a  flroke  of  genuine  hu- 
mour, or  fudden  fally  of  odd  abfurdity,  as  heartily  and  freely  as  I  ever  yet  faw  any  man  ;  and  though 
the  jefl;  was  often  fuch  as  few  felt  befides  himfelf,  yet  his  laugh  was  irrefiftible,  and  was  obferved 
immediately  to  produce  that  of  the  company,  not  merely  from  the  notion  that  it  was  proper  to 
laugh  when  he  did,  but  purely  out  of  want  of  power  to  forbear  it.  He  was  no  enemy  to  fplendour 
of  apparel,  or  pomp  of  equipage.  "  Life,"  be  v/ould  fay,  "  is  barren  enough,  furcly,  with  all  her 
trappings  ;  let  us  therefore  be  cautious  how  we  ftrip  her." 

"  Of  Mr.  Johnfon"s  erudition  the  world  has  been  the  judge  ;  and  we  who  produce  each  a  fcore  of 
ills  fayings,  as  proof>  of  that  wit  which  in  him  was  inexhauftibie,  refemble  travellers,  who,  having  vi« 
Sited  Delhi  or  Golconda,  bring  heme  each  a  handful  of  oriental  pearl,  to  evince  the  riches  of  the 
Great  Mogul. 

"  As  his  purfe  was  ever  open  to  alms-giving,  fo  was  his  heart  tender  to  thofe  who  wanted  relief, 
and  his  foul  ftifceptible  of  gratitude,  and  of  every  kind  impreflion;  yet,  though  he  had  refined  his 
fenfibility,  he  had  not  endangered  his  quiet,  by  encouragiug  in  himfelf  a  folicitude  about  trifles,  which 
he  treated  with  the  contempt  they  deferve. 

"  Mr.  Johnfon  had  a  roeghnefs  in  his  manner  which  fubdued  the  faucy,  and  terrified  the  meek  : 
this  was,  when  I  knew  hiin,  the  prominent  part  of  a  character  which  few  durft  venture  to  approach 
fo  nearly,  and  which  was  for  that  reafon  in  many  refpecSs  grofsly  and  frequently  niiftaken ;  and  it 
was,  perhaps,  peculiar  to  him,  that  the  lofty  confcioufnefs  of  his  own  fuperiority,  which  animated 
his  looks,  and  raifed  his  voice  in  converfation,  caft  likewife  an  impenetrable  veil  over  him  when  he 
faid  nothing.  His  talk,  therefore,  had  commonly  the  complexion  of  arrogance,  his  filence  of  fuper- 
cilloufnefs.  He  was,  however,  feldom  inclined  to  be  Glent  when  any  moral  or*Iiterary  queftion  was 
ftarted;  and  it  was  on  fuch  occafions  that,  like  the  fage  in  Raffetas,  he  fpoke,  and  attention  watched 
his  lips  ;  he  reafoned,  and  ccnvitfklon  clofed  his  periods :  if  poetry  was  talked  of,  his  quotations  were 
the  readieft  ;  and  had  he  not  been  eminent  for  more  folid  and  brilliant  qualities,  mankind  would  have 
united  to  extol  his  extraordinary  memory.  His  manner  of  repeating  defervcs  to  be  defcribed,  though, 
at  the  fame  time,  it  defeats  all  power  of  defcrlption  ;  but  whoever  once  heard  him  repeat  an  ode  of 
Horace,  would  be  long  before  they  could  endure  to  hear  it  repeated  by  another. 

»•  His  equity  in  giving  the  charafter  of  living  acquaintance,  ought  not,  undoubtedly,  to  be  omit- 
ted in  his  own,  whence  partiality  and  prejudice  were  totally  excluded,  and  truth  alone  prefided  in 
his  tongue ;  a  flaadincfs  of  conducSl;  the  more  to  be  commended,  as  no  man  had  Wronger  likings  or 
averfions.  His  veracity  was  indeed,  from  the  mod  trivial  to  the  moft  fokmn  occafions,  flritfl,  even 
to  feverity ;  he  fcorned  to  embelhfti  a  {lory  with  fi>51itious  circumftances,  which  (he  ufed  to  fay), 
took  off  frcre  its  rci!  value.     "  A  ftory,"  fay=i  Johnfon,  "  fliculd  be  a  fpi.ci.men  of  life  and  manners.} 
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but  if  the  furrounding  circumftances  are  falfe,  as  it  is  no  more  a  reprefentation  of  reality,  it  is  no 
longer  worthy  our  attention." 

"  For  the  reft—  That  beneficence  which  during  his  life  increafed  the  comforts  of  fo  many,  may 
after  his  death  be,  perhaps,  ungratefully  forgotten  ;  but  that  piety  which  didated  the  ferious  papers 
in  the  Rambler,  will  be  for  ever  remembered,  fur  ever,  I  think,  revered.  That  ample  rcpofitory  of 
religious  trurh,  moral  wifdom,  and  accurate  criticif;n,  breathes,  indeed,  the  genuine  emanations  of 
its  great  author's  mind,  cxprefTed,  too,  in  a  ftyle  fo  natural  to  him,  and  fo  much  like  his  common 
mode  of  converfing,  that  I  was  niyfelf  but  little  aflonifiied  when  he  told  me  that  he  had  fcarcely  read 
over  one  of  thofe  inimitable  efiays  before  they  went  to  the  prefs. 

"  I  will  add  one  or  tvfo  peculiarities  more  :  Though  at  an  immcafurable  diftance  from  content  ia 
the  contemplation  of  his  own  uncouth  form  and  figure,  he  did  not,  like  another  man  much  the  lei's 
for  being  a  coxcomb.  Though  a  man  of  obfcure  birth  himfelf,  his  partiality  to  people  of  family  wa« 
•vifible  on  every  occafion  ;  his  zeal  for  fubordination  warm  even  to  bigotry  ;  his  hatred  to  innova- 
tion, and  reverence  for  the  old  feudal  times,  apparent,  whenever  any  poflible  manner  of  fnowing 
them  occurred.  I  have  fpoken  of  his  piety,  his  charity,  and  his  truth,  the  enlargement  of  his  heart, 
and  the  delicacy  of  hisfentiments;  and  when  I  fearch  for  (hadow  to  my  portrait,  none  can  I  find  but' 
what  was  formed  by  pride,  differently  modified  as  different  occafions  (howed  it ;  yet  never  was  pride 
fo  purified  as  Johnfon's,  at  once  from  meannefs  and  from  vanity.  The  mind  of  this  man  was,  in- 
deed, expanded  beyoni  the  common  limits  of  human  nature,  and  flored  with  fuch  variety  of  know- 
ledge, that  I  ufed  to  think  it  refcmbled  a  royal  pleafure-ground,  where  every  plant,  of  every  name 
and  nation,  flourifhed  in  the  full  perfeiftion  of  their  powers,  and  where,  though  lofty  woods  and 
falling  catarads  firft  caught  the  ey«,  and  fixed  the  earlicft  attention  of  beholders,  yet  neither  th« 
trim  parterre,  nor  the  pleafing  fhrubbcry,  nor  even  the  antiquated  evergreens,  were  denied  a  place 
in  fome  fit  corner  of  the  happy  valley." 

His  charader,  as  given  by  Dr.  Towers,  in  his  "  Effay,"  appears  to  have  been  written  under  no  im;- 
preffions  of  prepoffcffion  or  prejudice,  and  exhibits  a  very  commendable  degree  of  candour,  impar- 
tiality, and  precifion. 

"  Hepoffeffed  extraordinary  powers  of  underflanding,  which  were  much  cultivated  byfludy,  and 
flill  more  by  meditation  and  refledion.  His  memory  was  remarkably  retentive,  his  imagination 
uncommonly  vigorous,  and  his  judgment  keen  and  penetrating.  He  had  a  ftrong  fenfe  of  the  im- 
portance of  religion  ;  his  piety  was  fincere,  and  fometimes  ardent;  and  his  zeal  for  the  interefts  of 
virtue  was  often  manifefled  in  his  converlation  and  in  his  writings.  Tiie  fame  enero^y  which  was 
difplayed  in  his  literary  produdtions,  was  exhibited  aifo  in  his  converfatit  n,  vihich  was  various,  (Irik- 
ing,  and  inftrudive;  and,  perhaps,  no  man  ever  equalled  him  for  nervous  and  pointed  repartees. 

"  The  great  originality  which  fometimes  appeared  in  his  conceptions,  and  the  perfpicuity  and 
force  with  which  he  delivered  them,  greatly  enhanced  the  value  of  his  converfation,  and  the  re- 
marks that  he  delivered,  received  additional  weight  from  the  llrtngth  of  his  voice,  and  the  folemni- 
ty  of  his  manner.  He  was  confcioiis  of  his  own  fuperiority  ;  and  when  in  company  with  literary 
men,  orwith  thofe  with  whom  there  was  any  poffibility  of  riva'fliip  or  competition,  tliis  confcioufnefa 
was  too  apparent.  With  inferiors,  and  thofe  who  readily  admitted  all  his  claims,  he  was  often  mild 
and  agreeable;  but  to  others,  fuch  was  ofien  the  arrogance  of  his  manners,  that  the  endurance  of  it 
required  no  ordinary  degree  of  patience.  He  was  very  dextrous  at  argumentation;  and  when  his 
reafonings  were  not  folid,  they  v^ere  at  lead  artful  and  plaufiLle.  His  retorts  were  fo  powerful, 
that  his  friends  and  acquaintance  were  generally  cautictis  of  cntcri.ig  the  lifts  againfl  him,  and  the 
ready  acquiefcence  of  thofe  with  whom  he  affociated,  in  his  opinions  and  affcrtions,  probably  render- 
ed him  more  dogmatic  than  he  might  otherwife  have  been.  With  thofe,  however,  with  whom  he 
lived,  and  with  whom  he  was  familiar,  he  was  fometimes  cheerful  and  fprightly,  and  fometimes  in- 
dulged himfelf  in  Tallies  of  wit  and  pleafantry.  He  fpent  much  of  his  time,  efpecially  his  latter  years, 
in  converfation,  and  feems  to  have  had  fuch  an  averfion  to  being  left  without  company,  as  was 
fometimes  extraordinary  in  a  man  poff.ffed  of  fuch  intelhdualpcr.ver.f,  and  Vi'hofc  u-idcrftandinghjd 
Iwen  fo  highly  cultivated. 
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"  He  fometimcs  difcovercd  much  impetuofity  of  temper,  and  was  too  ready  to  take  offence  at 
others;  but  when  conceflions  were  made,  he  was  eafily  appeafed.  For  thofe  from  whom  he  had  re- 
ceived kindnefs  in  the  earlier  part  of  liis  life,  he  feemed  ever  to  retain  a  particular  regard,  and  mani- 
fefted  much  gratitude  towards  thofe  by  whom  he  had  at  any  time  been  benefited.  He  was  foon  of- 
fended with  pertnefs  or  ignorance ;  but  he  fometimes  feemed  to  be  confcious  of  having  anfwered  the 
^ueflions  of  others  v/ith  too  much  roughnefs,  and  was  then  defirous  to  difcover  more  gentlenefs  of 
temper,  and  to  com.municate  information  with  more  fuavity  of  manners.  When  not  under  the  in- 
fluence of  perfonal  pique,  of  pride,  or  of  religious  or  political  prejudices,  he  fcems  to  have  had  great 
ardour  of  benevolence,  and,  on  fome  occafions,  he  gave  fignal  proofs  of  generofity  and  humanity. 

"  He  was  naturally  melancholy,  and  his  views  of  human  life  appear  to  have  been  habitually 
bloomy.  This  appears  from  his  Rajfdas,  and  in  many  paflages  of  his  writings.  It  was  alfo  a  flriking 
part  of  the  charafler  of  Johnfon,  that  with  powers  of  mind  that  din  honour  to  human  nature,  he  had 
weakneffes  and  prejudices  that  feemed  fuited  only  to  the  lowefi;  of  the  fpecies.  His  piety  was  ftrong- 
Jv  tindlured  with  fuperftition  ;  and  we  are  aftonifhed  to  find  the  author  of  the  Rambler  exprefiing  fe- 
rious  concern,  becaufe  he  had  put  milk  into  his  tea  on  a  Good  Friday.  His  cufbom  of  praying  for 
the  dead,  though  unfupported  by  reafon  or  by  Scripture,  v/as  a  lefs  irrational  fuperftition.  Indeed, 
©ne  of  the  great  features  of  Johnfon's  chara6ler,  was  a  degree  of  bigotry,  both  in  politics  and  in  re- 
ijgion,  which  is  now  feldom  to  be  met  with  in  perfons  of  a  cultivated  underftanding.  Few  other 
men  could  have  been  found  in  the  prefent  age,  whofe  political  bigotry  would  have  led  them  to  fiylc 
the  celebrated  John  Hampden  "  the  2ea!ot  of  rebellion  ;"  and  the  religious  bigotry  of  the  man,  who, 
T.hen  at  Edinburgh,  would  not  go  to  hear  Dr.  Robertfon  preach,  becaisfe  he  would  not  be  prefent  aC 
3  Prefovterian  affembly,  is  not  eafily  to  be  paralleled  in  this  age  and  in  this  country.  His  habitual 
incredulity  with  refpedl  to  fa<fts,  of  which  there  was  no  rcafonable  ground  for  doubt,  as  ftated  by 
Mrs.  Piozzi,  and  which  was  remarked  by  Hogarth,  was  alfo  a  Angular  treat  in  his  characSer,  and 
efpecially  when  contrary  to  his  fnperfiitious  credulity  on  other  occafions.  To  the  clofe  of  life  he  was 
not  only  occupied  in  forming  fchemes  of  religious  reformation,  but  even  to  a  very  late  period  of  it 
he  feems  to  have  been  felicitous  to  apply  himfelf  to  ftudy  with  renewed  diligence  and  vigour.  It  is 
remarkable,  that  in  his  fixty- fourth  year,  he  attempted  to  learn  the  Low  Dutch  language,  and  in  his 
fixty-feventh  year  he  made  a  refolution  to  apply  himfelf  vigoroufly  to  ftudy,  particularly  the 
Greek  and  Italian  tongues. 

"  The  faults  and  the  foibles  of  Johnfon,  whatever  they  were,  are  now  defcended  with  him  to  the 
grave  ;  but  his  virtues, fhould  be  the  objtfl  of  our  imitation.  His  work?,  with  all  their  defeds,  are  a 
moft  valuable  and  important  accefUon  to  the  literature  of  England.  Kis  pohtical  writings  will  pro- 
bably be  little  read  on  any  other  account,  than  for  the  dignity  and  energy  of  his  fiyle  ;  but  his  Dic- 
i'wnai-r,  his  moral  effays,  and  his  produSlons  in  polite  literature,  will  convey  ufeful  inftruclions  and 
elegant  entertainment,  as  long  as  the  language  in  which  they  are  written  fhall  be  underftood,  and 
■r^ivc  him  a  juft  claim  to  a  difiinguifaed  rank  an-wng  the  befc  and  ablell  writers  that  England  has 
jircduced." 

The  eflimate  of  his  literary  character  given  by  Mr.  Murphy  in  his  "  Effay"  is,  with  a  very  few 
exceptions,  fair,  candid,  and  juft.  He  fometimes  admits  his  errors  and  fometimes  endeavours  to 
apologize  for  them.  His  comparifon  between  Johnfon  and  Addifon  is  excellent ;  and  though  long, 
is  of  too  much  value  to  be  withheld. 

"  Like  Milton  and  Addifon,  Dr.  Johnfon  feems  to  have  been  fond  of  his  Latin  poetry.  Thofe  com- 
pefitions  fliow  that  he  was  an  early  fcholar ;  but  his  vcrfes  have  net  the  graceful  eafe  that  gave  io 
much  fuavity  to  the  poems  of  Addifon.  The  tranflation  of  the  MeJJlah  labours  under  two  difad- 
vantages;  it  is  firil  to  be  compared  with  Pope's  inimitable  performance,  and  afterwards  with  the 
PoUio  of  Virgil.  It  may  appear  trifling  to  remark,  that  he  has  made  the  letter  o,  in  the  word  Vir-i 
gB,  long  and  (hort  in  the  fame  line ;  Virgo.  Virgo  parit.  But  the  tranflation  has  great  merit,  and 
fome  admirable  lines.  In  the  Odes  there  i  a  f\veet  flexibility,  particularly  To  hit  Worthy  Friend  Lr' 
Jaurence,  on  Bimjdf  at  the  Vm'.Ti,  Maiih  i.l77t,  ths  Qil(  iu  Shs  Ifl«  v£  Skj',  and  that  to  Mrs.  Tbraitjf  \ 
zi<iv\\  the  finie  pl?.ce= 


THE   LIFE   OF  JOHNSON.  8jr 

'•'  His  Englifh  poetry  U  fuch  as  leaves  room  to  think,  if  he  hzd  devoted  himrdf  to  the  Mufes,  that 
he  would  have  been  the  rival  of  Pope.  His  firft  produAion  in  this  kind  was  LonJcn,  a  poem,  in  imi- 
tation of  the  third  fatire  of  Juvenal  The  vices  of  the  metropolis  are  placed  in  the  room  of  ancient 
manners.  The  author  had  heated  his  mind  with  the  ardour  of  Juvenal,  and,  having  the  fkill  to  po- 
liih  his  numhers,  he  hecame  a  fnarp  accufcr  of  the  times.  The  Fanity  of  Human  infees  is  an  imita- 
tion of  the  tenth  fatire  of  the  fame  author.  Though  it  is  tranflated  by  Dryden,  Johnfon's  imitation 
approaches  neareft,  to  the  fjnrit  of  the  original, 

"  What  Johnfon  has  faid  of  the  Tragedy  of  Cato,  may  be  applied  to  Irene :  "  It  is  rather  a  poem 
in  dialogue  than  a  drama;  rather  a  fucceffion  of  juft  fentinients  in  elegant  language,  than  a  rc- 
prefentation  of  natural  aftedions.  Nothing  excites  or  affuages  emotion.  The  events  are  expefl- 
cd  without  foliciaide,  and  are  remembered  without  joy  or  forrow.  Of  the  agents  we  have  no  care ; 
we  confider  not  what  they  are  doing,  nor  what  they  are  fufferirg;  we  wilh  only  to  know  what 
they  have  to  fay.     It  isunaffething  elegance,  and  chill  philofophy." 

"  The  prologue  to  V^nc  is  written  with  elegance,  and,  in  a  peculiar  fl  rain,  fhows  the  literary  pride 
and  lofty  fpirit  of  the  author.  The  epilogue,  we  are  told  in  a  late  publication,  was  written  by  Sir 
William  Yonge.  This  is  a  new  difcovery,  but  by  no  means  probable.  When  the  appendages  to 
a  dramatic  performance  are  not  alTigned  to  a  friend,  or  an  unknown  hand,  or  a  perfon  of  fafhion, 
they  arc  always  fuppofed  to  be  written  by  the  author  of  the  play.  It  is  to  be  wiflied,  however,  that 
the  epilogue  in  queftion  could  be  transferred  to  any  other  writer.  It  is  the  worft  'Jeu-d'' F/frit  that 
ever  fell  from  Johnfon's  pen. 

"  Of  his  mijcellancous  iraHs  and  philological  dijjer'.a'acm,  it  will  fufBce  to  fay,  they  are  the  pro- 
ductions of  a  man  who  never  wanted  decorations  of  language,  and  always  taught  hisre.idcr  to  think. 
The  life  of  tie  Lite  King  of  Prujfta,  as  far  as  it  c::tcnds,  is  a  model  of  the  biographical  flyle.  The 
r.vi  TOof  the"  Origin  of  Evil"  was,  perhaps,  written  with  ai'pcrity ;  but  the  angry  epitaph,  which  it 
provoked  from  Soame  Jenyns,  was  an  ill-timed  refentment,  unworthy  of  the  genius  of  that  amiable 
author. 

"  The  Rambler  may  be  confidered  as  Johnfon's  great  worl:.  It  was  the  bafis  of  that  high  repu- 
tation which  went  on  increaCng  to  the  end  of  his  days.  In  this  colletftion,  Johnfon  is  the  great  mo- 
ral teacher  of  his  countrymen  ;  his  effjys  form  a  body  of  ethics  ;  the  obfervations  on  life  and  manners 
are  acute  and  inftruetive;  and  the  papers,  profeffedly  critical,  fervs  to  promote  the  caufe  of  litera- 
ture. It  mufl;,  however,  be  acknowledged,  that  a  fettled  gloom  hangs  over  the  author's  mind ;  and 
all  the  effays,  except  eight  or  ten,  coming  from  the  fame  fountain-head,  no  wonder  that  th?y  have 
the  racinefs  of  the  foil  from  which  they  fprung.  Of  this  uniformity  Johnfon  was  fenfiblc.  He  ufed 
to  fay,  that  if  he  had  joined  a  friend  or  two,  who  would  have  been  able  to  intermix  papers  of  a 
fprightly  turn,  the  colledion  would  have  been  more  niifcellaneous,  and  by  confequecce,  more  agree- 
able to  the  generality  of  readers. 

"  It  is  rcmarkabis  that  the  pomp  of  dlcTion,  which  has  been  objeded  to  Johnfon,  was  ^:?i  affum- 
ed  in  the  Eamlkr.  His  Diaionary  was  going  on  at  the  fame  time,  and  in  the  courfe  of  that  work, 
as  he  grew  familiar  with  technical  and  fcholaftlc  words,  he  thoi:ght  th-.it  the  bulk  of  his  reader? 
were  equally  learned,  or  at  lead  would  admire  the  fplendour  and  digniry  of  the  llyle.  And  yet  it 
is  well  known,  that  he  pra^fed  in  Cowley  the  eafe  and  uiiafreded  ftru6lure  of  the  fcntcnces.  Cow- 
ley may  be  placed  at  the  head  of  thofe  who  cultivated  a  clear  and  natural  fiyle.  Dryden,  Tillot- 
fon,  and  Sir  William  Temple,  f.liowed.  Addifon,  Swift,  and  Pope,  with  more  corrednefs,  carried 
our  language  well  nigh  to  perftdion."  «  Of  Addifon,  Johnfon  was  ufed  to  fay,  he  i«  the  Raphael  of 
cffay  writers.  How  he  differed  fo  widely  from  fuch  elegant  model?,  is  a  problem  net  to  be  folved.unlefa 
it  be  true  that  he  took  an  early  tinj^ure  from  the  writers  of  the  laft  century,  particularly  Sir  Thomas 
Brown.—Hence  the  peculiarities  of  his  ftyle,  new  combinations,  fentences  of  an  unufual  flrudcure.ard 
words  derived  from  the  learned  languages.  Hi.  own  account  of  the  matter  is, "  when  common  words 
were  lefs  pleafing  to  the  ear,  or  lefs  diflin^  in  their  fignlfication,  1  famiUarized  the  terms  of  philofo- 
phy, by  applying  them  to  popular  ideas."  But  he  forgot  the  obfervation  of  Dryden  :  If  too  many  foreign 
i;^ord>  are  inured  in  »/0/»  u:,  it  h,h  a:  if  they  -a.-v.  defgr.d,  n,t  U  ajfi  the  nati-.-esM  to  c-.n^uer  then:.   There 
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is,  it  muft  be  admitted,  a  fwell  of  language,  often  out  of  all  proportion  to  the  femiment ;  but  there  is, 
in  general,  a  fulnefs  of  mind,  and  the  thought  feems  to  expand  with  the  found  of  the  words.  Deter- 
mined to  difcard  colloquial barbarifms  and  licentious  idioms,  he  forgot  the  elegant  fimplicity  that 
diftinguiihes  the  writings  of  Addifon.  He  had  what  Locke  calls  a  round-about  view  of  his  fubje<5l ; 
and,  though  he  was  never  tainted  like  many  modern  wits,  with  the  ambitinn  of  fiiining  in  the  pa- 
radox, he  may  be  fairly  called  an  original  thinker.  His  reaJing  was  exteniive.  He  treafured  in  his 
mind  whatever  was  worthy  of  notice;  but  he  added  to  it  from  his  own  meditation.  He  coUeded, 
qua  rcconderst,  aBaque  fror,crcl.  Addifon  was  not  fo  profound  a  thinker.  He  was  born  to  write, 
coHverfe,  and  live  with  eafe  ;  and  he  found  an  early  patron  in  Lord  Somcrs.  He  depended,  how- 
ever, more  upon  a  fine  tafts,  than  the  vigour  of  his  mind.  His  Latin  poetry  fhows,  that  he  rellfhed, 
•with  a  juft  feledhion,  all  the  refined  and  delicate  beauties  of  the  Roman  claflics;  and  when  he  cul- 
tivated his  native  language,  no  wonder  that  he  formed  that  graceful  (lyle,  which  has  been  fo  juRly 
admired;  fimplc,  yet  elegant ;  adorned,  yet  never  over-wrought ;  rich  in  allufion,  yet  pure  and 
pcrfpicuous  ;  corred,  without  labour,  and,  though  fometimes  deficient  in  ftrengih,  yet  always  mu- 
fical.  His  effays,  in  general,  are  on  the  furface  of  life ;  if  ever  original,  it  was  in  pieces  of  humour. 
Sir  Roger  de  Coverly,  and  the  Tory  Fox  hunter,  need  not  be  mentioned.  Johnfon  had  a  fund  of 
humour  but  he  did  not  know  it ;  nor  was  he  willing  to  defcend  to  the  familiar  idiom  and  the  variety 
©f  diaion  which  that  mode  of  compofition  required.  The  letter,  in  the  Rambler,  No.  12.  from  a 
young  girl  that  wants  a  place,  will  iUuttrate  this  obfervation.  Addifon  pofTcffed  an  unclouded  ima- 
gination, alive  to  the  firll  objefts  of  nature  and  of  art..  He  reaches  the  fublime  without  any  appa- 
rent  effort.  When  he  tells  us,  "  if  we  confiJer  the  fixed  ftars  as  fo  many  oceaps  of  flame,  that  are 
each  of  them  attended  with  a  different  fet  of  planets;  if  we  dill  difcover  new  firmaments  and  new 
lights,  that  are  funk  farther  in  thofe  unfathomable  depths  of  sther,  we  are  loft  in  a  labyrinth  of  luns 
and  worlds,  and  confounded  with  the  magnificence  and  immenfity  of  nature ,"  the  eafe  with  which 
this  paffage  rifes  to  an  unaffe<Sted  grandeur,  is  the  fecret  charm  that  captivates  the  reader.  Johnf..ll 
is  always  lofty  ;  he  feem-  to  ufe  Dryden's  phrafe,  to  be  o'er-inform'd  with  meaning,  and  his  words 
do  not  appear  to  himfclf  adequate  to  his  conception.  He  moves  in  flate,  and  his  periods  are  always 
harmonious.  His  Oriental  Tale^  are  in  the  true  ftyle  of  eaftcrn  magnificence,  and  yet  none  of  them 
are  fo  much  admired  as  the  V.Cons  of  ]Mlrza  In  matters  of  criticifm,  Johnfon  is  never  the  echo  of 
preceding  wri'er..  He  thinks  and  decides  for  himfelf.  If  we  except  the  Effays  on  the  Fleafures  of  f 
Imagination,  Addifon  cannot  be  called  a  phil.fophical  critic.  His  Moral  Effays  are  beautiful ;  but 
in  that  province  nothing  can  exceed  the  i2...i/.r;  though  Johnfon  ufed  to  fay.  that  the  effays  on 
the  burden,  of  mankind  (in  the  Spcftator,  No.  358)  was  the  moft  exquifite  he  had  ever  read. 
Talking  of  himfelf,  J  'hnfon  faid,  «'  Topham  Beauclerk  has  wit,  and  every  thing  comes  from  him 
with  eafe  •  but  when  I  fay  a  good  thing,  1  feem  to  labour."  When  we  compare  him  with  AJdifon. 
the  contrift  is  dill  ftronger.  Addifon  lend,  grace  and  ornament  to  truth  ;  Johnfon  gives  it  force 
and  energy  Addifon  makes  virtue  amiable  ;  Johnfon  rcprtfents  it  as  an  awful  duty.  Aad.fon  in- 
finuates  himfelf  with  an  air  of  modefty;  Johnfon  commands  hke  a  dilator  ;  but  a  didator  m  his 
fplendid  robes,  not  labouring  at  his  plough.  Addifon  is  th.  Jupiter  of  Virgil,  with  placid  feremty 
talking  to  Venus, 

"  Vultu,  quo  co:Ium  tempcftatcfque  ftrcr.at." 
Johnfon  Is  >/;*..  mans  :  he  darts  his  lightning,  and  rolls  his  thunder,  in  the  caufe  of  virtue  ai:<l 
iiety.  The  language  feems  to  fall  fiiort  of  his  ideas;  he  pours  along,  familiariCng  the  terms  of 
philofophy  withhold  inverfions  and  fonorous  periods;  but  we  may  apply  to  him  what  Pope  ha, 
faid  of  Homer  :  "  it  is  the  fentiment  that  fwells  and  fills  out  the  didion,  which  rifes  with  it,  and  form, 
itfelf  about  it ;  like  glafs  in  the  furnace,  which  grows  to  a  greater  magnitude,  as  the  breath  withtn, ; 
is  more  powerful,  and  the  heat  more  intenfe."  _        c  \      v     t. 

.  "  The  effays  written  by  Johnfon  in  the  "  Adventurer,"  may  be  called  a  continuation  of  the  Ru.i- 
I..  The  mL  in  order  to  be  confiftent  with  the  affnmed  charadler,  ^ -^'"-/"^^'f '^  J^^' 
in  a  (lylc  of  cafe  and  uulab.yrcd  elegance     It  ie  the  Odyffey  after  the  Ihad.    Intenfe  thinking 
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would  not  become  the  Idler.  The  firft  number  prcfents  a  well-drawn  portrait  of  an  idler ;  and  from 
that  charader  no  deviation  could  be  made.  Accordingly  Johnfon  forgets  his  auftcre  manner,  and 
plays  us  into  fcnfe.  He  ftill  continues  his  letftnres  on  human  life  ;  but  he  adverts  to  common  oc- 
currence, and  is  often  content  with  (he  topic  of  the  day.  This  account  of  the  Idler  may  be  clofed,  af- 
ter obicrving,  that  the  author's  mother  being  buried  on  the  a3J  of  January  1759  there  is  an  admi- 
rable paper,  occafioiied  by  that  event,  on  Saturday  the  j/th  of  the  fame  month,  No.  41.  The  read- 
er, if  he  pleafes,  may  compare  it  with  another  fine  paper  in  the  Rambler,  No.  41,  on  the  convi(5tion 
that  rufhes  on  the  miiid  at  the  bed  of  a  dying  friend. 

"  Rnffdas^'  fays  Sir  John  Hawkins,  "  is  a  fpecimen  of  our  language  fcarcely  to  be  paralleled ;  it  is 
written  in  a  flyle  refined  to  a  degree  of  immacuhte  purity,  and  difplays  the  whole  force  of  turgid  elo- 
quence." One  cannot  but  fmile  at  this  encomium.  Raflelas  is  undoubtedly  both  elegant  and  fub- 
lime.  It  is  a  view  of  human  life,  difplayed,  it  muft  be  ovifned,  in  gloomy  colours.  The  author's 
natural  melancholy,  depreffed  at  the  time  by  the  approaching  diffolution  of  hi>  mother,  darkened 
the  picSture.  A  tale  that  Ihould  keep  curiofity  awake  by  the  ariiflce  of  unexpected  incidents,  was 
not  the  deCgn  of  a  mind  pregnant  with  better  things.  He  who  reads  the  head.;  of  the  chapters,  will 
find  that  it  is  not  a  courfe  of  adventures  that  invites  him  forward,  but  a  difcufiion  of  interefting 
queftions ;  Reflections  on  Human  Life  ;  the  Hiftory  of  Imlac,  the  Alan  of  Learning;  a  Differtation 
upon  Poetry;  the  Charadler  cf  a  Wife  and  Happy  Man,  who  difcourfes  with  energy  on  the  go- 
vernment of  the  pafiions,  and  on  a  fudden,  when  death  deprives  him  of  his  daughter,  forgets  all  his 
maxims  of  wifdffn,  and  the  eloquence  that  adorned  them,  yielding  to  the  ftroke  of  afflidiion  with 
all  the  vehemence  of  the  bitterell  anguifb.  It  is  by  piiflures  of  life,  and  profound  moral  refleftion, 
that  expedatlon  is  engaged  and  gratified  throughout  the  work.  The  Hiftory  of  the  Mad  Aftrono- 
mer,  who  imagines  that  for  five  years  he  poffeffed  the  regulation  of  the  weather,  and  that  the  fun 
paffed  from  tropic  to  tropic  by  his  direcflion,  reprefcnts  in  ftriking  colours  the  fad  eff.-dls  of  a  diftem- 
pered  imagination.  It  becomes  the  more  affedting,  when  we  recolleft  that  It  proceeds  from  one 
who  lived  In  fear  of  the  fame  dreadful  vifitation ;  from  one  who  fays  emphatically,  "  Of  the  uncer- 
tainties in  ourprefent  flate,  the  moft  dreadful  and  alarming  is  the  uncertain  continuance  of  reafon." 
The  inquiry  into  the  csufe  of  madnefs,  and  the  dangerous  prevalence  of  imagination,  till  in  time 
fome  particular  train  of  idea?  fixes  the  attention,  and  the  mind  rccui's  conftantly  to  the  favourite 
conception,  is  carried  on  in  a  ilrain  of  acute  obftrvation ;  but  it  leaves  us  room  to  think  that  the  au- 
thor was  tranfcribing  fro.m  his  own  apprehenfions.  The  difcourfe  on  the  nature  of  the  foul  gives 
■us  all  that  philofophy  knows ;  not  v/ithout  a  tin6lure  of  fuperftltion.  It  is  remarkable  that  the  va- 
nity of  human  purfnits  was,  about  the  fame  time,  the  fubjecft  that  employed  both  Johnfon  and  Vol- 
taire ;  but  CandiJe  is  the  work  of  a  lively  imagination,  and  Raffelas,  with  all  its  fplendour  of  elo- 
quence, exhibits  a  gloomy  pidlurCi 

"  The  Liciimary,  though  in  f  .me  inftances  abufe  has  been   loud,  and   in  others  malice  has  en- 
deavoured to  undetermlne  its  fame,  ftill  remains  the  Mount  At/as  of  Englifii  literature. 

Though  ftorms  and  tenipells  thunder  on  its  brow, 
And  ocean's  break  their  billows  at  its  feet. 
It  ftands  unmov'd,  and  glories  in  its  height. 

i  "  That  Johnfon  was  eminently  qualified  for  the  ofllce  of  a  commentator  on  S^jlfjteart,  no 
[man  can  doubt ;  but  it  was  an  office  which  he  never  cordially  embraced.  The  public  expected 
more  than  he  had  diligence  to  perform;  and  yet  his  edition  has  been  the  ground  on  which  every 
fubfequent  commentator  has  chofe  to  baild.  The  general  obfcrvations  at  the  end  of  the  feveral 
plays,  with  great  elegance  and  precifion,  give  a  lunnv.aiy  view  of  each  drama.  The  preface  is  a 
itTiA  of  great  erudition  and  philoLphical  criticifm. 

'  *^  Johnha'i  political  pamphlets,  whatever  was  his  motive  for  writing  them,  whether  gratitude  for 
his  penfion,  or  the  follcitation  of  men  in  power,  did  not  fupport  the  caufe  for  which  they  were  un- 
dertaken. They  are  written  in  a  ftyle  truly  harmonious,  and  with  his  ufual  dignity  of  language. 
When  it  is  faid  that  he  advanced  pofitions  repugnant  to  ttt  ommon  rights  ef  mankind,  the  virulence  of 
^.arty  may  be  fufpedled.  U  is,  perhaps,  true,  that  in  the  clamour  raifed  throughout  the  kingdom^ 
Vox,.  XI.  3  G 
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Johnfon  cver-hcaied  lus  mind  ;  but  he  was  a  friend  to  the  rights  of  inan,  ard  he  .was  greatly  fupc- 
rior  to  the  littlenefs  of  fpirit  that  might  incline  him  to  advance  what  he  did  not  think  and  firmly 
beiieve. 

"  rhe  account  of  his  journey  to  the  Hebrides  or  vyeflem  Ifles  of  Scotland,  is  a  modtl  for  fuch  as 
fliall  hereafter  relate  their  travels.  The  au;hor  did  not  vifit  that  part  of  the  world  in  the  charac- 
ter of  an  antiquary,  to  amufe  us  with  wonders  taken  from  the  dark  and  fdbulous  ages ;  nor  as  z 
mathematician,  to  meafure  a  degree,  and  fettle  the  longitude  and  latitude  of  the  leveial  iflands. 
Thofe  who  expefted  fuch  information,  expc&cd  what. was  never  intended. 

In  every  work  regard  the  writer's  end. 
Johnf'n  went  to  fee  men  and  manners,  modes  of  life,  and  the  progrefs  of  civilization.    His  remarks 
are  fo  artfully  blended  with  the  rapi.iity  and  elegance  of  his  narrative,  that  the  reader  is  inclined  to 
wifh.  as  Johnfon  did  with  regard  to  Gray,  that  to  travel,  and  to  tell  his  travels,  had  been  mere  of  his  employ  ~ 
ment. 

"  We  come  now  to  the  Lives  of  the  Poets,  a  work  undertaken  at  the  age  of  feventy,  yet  the  moft 
brilliant,  and  certainly  the  moll  popular  of  all  our  author's  writings.  For  this  performance  he 
needed  little  preparation.  Attentive  always  to  the  hiftory  of  letters,  and  by  his  own  natural  bias 
fend  of  biography,  he  was  the  more  willing  to  embrace  the  propofition  of  the  bookfeilers.  Kc 
was  verfed  in  the  whole  body  of  the  Englilh  p'^etry,  and  his  ru'es  of  criticifm  were  fetrled  with  pr-:: 
cifion.  The  fadls  are  related  upon  the  beft  intelligence,  and  the  beft  vouchers  that  could  be  glean  = 
ed,  aft*  r  a  j^reat  lapfe  ( f  time.  Probability  was  to  be  inferred  from  fuch  materials  as  could  hi 
procured,  and  no  man  better  underftood  the  nature  of  hiftorical  evidence  than  Johnfon ;  no  n.aa 
Was  more  religioufly  an  obferver  of  truth.  If  his  hiflory  is  any  where  defedive,  it  muft  be  im- 
puted to  the  want  of  better  iiifotmation,  and  the  errors  of  uncertain  tradition. 
Ad  no3  vix  tenuis  fama  prclabitur  aura. 
If  fhe  fi:ri{Slures  on  the  works  of  the  various  author.',  are  not  always  fatisfa»5tory,  and  if  erroneous 
ciiticiim  may  fometimes  be  fufpcdled,  who  can  hope,  that  in  matters  of  tafte  all  fhall  agree  .'  The 
jnfiances  ir;  which  trie  public  mind  has  differed  from  the  pofitlons  advanced  by  the  author,  are  few 
in  number.  It  has  been  faid,  that  ju'lice  has  not  been  done  to  Swift ;  that  Gay  and  Prior  ars  un- 
dervalued ■  and  that  Gray  has  bt  en  harfhly  treated.  This  charge,  perhaps  ought  not  to  be  dif- 
putcd.  Johnfon,  it  is  wtll  known,  had  conceived  a  prejudice  a»ainft  Swift,  His  friends  trem- 
bled for  him  when  he  was  writing  that  life,  but  were  pleafed,  at  laft,  to  fee  it  executed  with  tem- 
per and  moderation.  As  to  Prior,  it  is  probable  that  he  gave  his  real  opinion,  .bnt  an  opinirn  that 
will  not  be  adopted  by  men  of  lively  fancy.  With  regard  to  Gray,  when  he  condemns  the  apo- 
ftrophe,  in  vi'hich  Farher  Thames  is  defired  to  tell  who  drives  the  hoop  er  toffes  the  ball,  and  thea 
adds,  that  Father  Thames  had  no  better  means  of  knowing  than  hin.felf;  when  he  compares 
the  a' rupt  iejinning  of  the  firft  llanza  of  the  "Bard"  to  the  ballad  -f  "Johnny  Armftong," 
•'  It  there  ever  a  man  in  all  Scotland  "  there  arCj  perhaps,  few  friends  of  Johnlon,  v,'ho  would  not 
wifli  to  blot  ou'  both  the  psff  ges." 

The  follovvi  ig  quot^itiun  Irom  Horace  is  given  by  Mr.  Murphy  as  containing  Tohnfoa's  pi6tur% 
in  nuniatureo 

"  Irocundior  eft  paulo  minus  aptus  arutis 

Narihus  hoiuni  hoTiinum.  rideri  pofiit.  eo  quid 

RuOicius  toif   t  gadtfluit,  et  n  die  iaxus 

In  jtde  calceu-  t'xr>.t.     At  eft  bor.U'<.   ut  melior  vir 

Non  alius  qiiifquam  ;  at  tibi  amicus,  at  ingciiium  ingens 

Inculto  latct  hoc  fub  corp  re." 

His  mnral  and  literary  charadJer  has  been  delineated  by  Mifs  Seward  the  poetefs  of  [j'tchfield,  | 
jn'le  *  Eu  opean  Magazme"  for  1785,  with  equal  accuracy  of  difciimmition  and  ftrength  of' 
colouring. 

"  Dr  J  hnf-n's  learning  and  k"ov\''edge  were  deep  ana  univerfal  His  concevtinn  was  (o  r'easj 
and  lius  intelkt^ual  itcres  were  siarriuikd  with  fuch  prccifion,  diat  hib  Ay  It  in  common  converfilk^ 
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tlon  equalled  that  of  his  moral  efiays.  Whatever  charge  of  pedantic  ftiffnefs  may  have  been  brou^'tit 
againft  thofe  effays,  by  prejudice,  or  by  pcrfonal  refentment,  they  are  cert  linly  not  kfs  fupt-rior  to 
all  other  Englifh  compofitions  of  that  fort,  in  the  happy  fertility  and  effl  irefcence  of  imagjination, 
harmony  of  period,  and  luminous  arrangement  of  ideas,  than  they  are  in  flrength  of  expreflio'i  and 
force  of  argument.  His  Latinifms,  for  which  he  has  been  much  cenfured,  have  extended  the  umlts 
of  our  native  dialed,  befides  enriching  its  fiunds  with  that  fi)norous  fwsetnefs,  which  tie  iner- 
mixture  of  words  from  a  more  harmonious  language  mud  neceffarily  produce  ;  I  mean  in  gen  .  al, 
for  it  cannot  be  denied  that  they  f  imetimes  deform  the  J  >hnfonian  page,  though  they  much  .fri::icr 
adorn  it.  His  London  is  a  very  brilliant  and  nervous  fatiric  poem,  and  his  Vanity  of  Human  Wijb^s 
appears  to  me  a  much  finer  fatlre  than  the  bed  of  Pope's.  Perhaps  its  poetic  beauty  is  not  excelled 
by  any  compofition  in  heroic  rhyme  which  this  country  can  boaft,  rich  as  flic  is  in  that  fpecies  of 
writing.  As  a  moralift,  Dr.  Johnfon  was  refpedable,  fplendid,  fubiime  ,  but  as  a  critic,  the  faults 
of  his  difpofidon  have  difgraced  much  of  his  fine  writings  with  frequent  ^laraddx  unprmciplcd  mif- 
reprefentation,  mean  and  needlefs  expofure  of  bodily  infirmities  (as  in  the  life  of  Pope),  irreoncile- 
able  contradidions,  and  with  decifions  of  the  laft  abfurd'ty.  Dr.  Johnfon  had  ftrong  affedtions  where 
literary  envy  did  not  interfere;  but  that  envy  was  of  fuch  deadly  potency,  as  to  load  his  convcrfa- 
tion,  as  it  has  loaded  his  biographic  works,  with  the  rancour  of  party  viol'?nce,  with  national  aver- 
fion,  bitter  farcafm,  and  unchriflian-Iike  invetSive.  It  is  in  vain  to  deRani  mnn  the  imorobability 
that  Dr.  Johnfon,  under  the  confcioufnefs  of  abilities  fo  great,  and  of  a  fame  fo  extenfi^'e,  fhou;d  en.; 
vy  any  man,  fince  it  is  more  than  improbable,  it  is  wholly  impoflib!^,  that  an  imagination  fo  lub- 
lime,  and  a  judgment  fo  corredl,  on  all  abftradt  fubjeds,  -hould  decide  as  he  has  decided  upon  the 
Works  oi  fame,  who  were  at  leaft  his  equals,  and  upon  one  who  is  yet  greater  than  himfelf.  Dr. 
Johnfon  was  a  furious  Jacobite  while  one  hope  for  the  Stuart  line  remained;  and  his  politics,  al- 
ways leaning  towards  defpotifm,  were  inimical  to  liberty,  and  the  natural  rights  of  mankind.  He 
was  pundual  in  his  devotions;  but  his  religious  faith  had  much  more  of  bigot-ficrcencfs  than  of 
that  gentlenefs  which  the  gofpel  inculcates.  To  thofe  who  had  never  entered  the  literary  confines, 
or,  entering  them,  had  paid  him  the  tribute  of  unbounded  praife  and  total  iubjedion,  he  v/as  an  af- 
fcdionate  and  generous  friend,  foothing  in  his  behaviour  to  them,  and  adive  in  promoting  their  do- 
Rieftic  comforts;  though,  in  fome  fpleenful  moments,  he  could  not  help  fpeaking  difrefpedfully 
both  of  their  mental  powers  and  of  their  virtues.  His  pride  was  infinite ;  yet,  amidft  all  the  over- 
bearing arrogance  it  produced,  his  heart  melted  at  the  fight,  or  at  the  reprsf.»n:ation,  of  difeafe  and 
poverty  ;  and,  in  the  hours  of  affluence,  his  purfe  was  ever  open  to  relieve  them.  In  feveral  in- 
ftances  his  affedions  feemed  unaccountably  engaged  by  people  of  whofe  difpofition  and  abil^^ies  he 
fcrupled  not  to  fpeak  contemptuoufly  at  all  times,  and  in  all  humours.  To  fuch  he  o*"ten  df  \;oted, 
and  efpecially  of  late  years,  a  large  portion  of  that  time  which  mi;:;ht  naturally  be  fuppofed  f  >  have 
been  precious  to  him,  who  fo  well  knew  how  to  en^ploy  it.  'When  his  attention  was  called  to  mo- 
dern writings,  particularly  if  they  were  celebrated,  and  not  written  by  any  of  his  "  little  fenate," 
:  he  generally  liftened  with  angry  impatience.  "  No,  Sir,  1  Ihall  not  read  the  book,"  was  his  com- 
1  mon  reply.  He  turned  from  the  compofitions  of  rifing  genius  with  a  vifibk  horror,  which  too 
i  plainly  proved,  that  envy  was  the  bofom  fcrpent  of  this  literary  defpot,  whoi'e  life  had  been  unpol- 
luted by  licentious  crimes,  and  who  had  fome  great  and  noble  qualities,  acco  npanving  a  ftup-ndous 
reach  of  underflanding. 
I  His  characSier,  as  a  poetical  biographer,  has  been  given  by  his  townfmm  Dr.  Newton  in  his  pall- 
humous  work,   not  perhaps  with  his  powers,  bat  with  hi-  iecifion  and  fcverity  of  cenfure. 

"  Dr.  Johnfon's  Lives  cf  the  h'oets  afiTord  much  amufenient,  but  cand  mr  was  hurt  arid  ofT-ndcJ 
at  the  malevolence  that  preponderated  in  every  part.  Never  was  any  bioe;rapher  more  fparing  of 
his  praifes,  or  more  abundant  in  his  cenfurer.  He  delights  more  in  expofing  blemiihe";,  than  in 
1  recommending  beauties;  flightly  paffes  over  excellencies,  enlarges  upon  imptrfeiftions ;  and,  not 
content  with  his  own  fevere  reflexions,  revives  old  fcandal,  and  produces  large  quotations  from 
hj  long-forgottea  worhs  of  former  critics.     The  panegyrift  of  Savage  in  his  youth,  may,  in  his 
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old  age,  become  the  fatlrift  of  the  moft  favoured  authors,  his  encomium  as  unjufl;  and  undefcrved 

as  his  cenfures." 

The  teflimony  of  the  claflica!  editor  of  Milton  may  be  compared  with  the  eulogy  pronounced 
by  Dr.  Parr,  the  learned  and  eloquent  editor  of  "  Bellendcnus"  in  his  edition  of  "  Trafts  by  War- 
burton  and  a  Warburtonian." 

"  Of  literary  merit,  Johnfon,  as  we  all  know,  was  a  fagacious  but  a  moll  fevere  judge.  Such  was 
his  difcernment,  that  he  pierced  into  the  moft  fecret  fprings  of  human  adlioas ;  and  fuch  was  his 
integrity,  that  he  always  weighed  the  moral  charaders  of  his  fellow  creatures  in  the  balance  of 
the  fandtuary." 
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LONDON:  A  POEM. 
In  imitation  of   the  thtrd   satire  of 

JUVENAL,    1738. 

"  — ^Qiiis  ineptce 
"  Tarn  patiens  urbis,  tarn  ferreus  ut  tcnegt  fe  ?" 

juv. 

(fl)   1  HOUGH  grief  and  fondnefs  in  ttlybreafl  rebel 
When  injur'd  Thales  bids  the  town  farewcl, 
Y";t  itill  my  cahner  thoughts  his  choice  coinmendj 
I  praife  the  hermit,  but  regret  the  friend, 
Refolv'd  at  length,  from  vice  and  London  far, 
Tobreatlie  in  dillant  fields  a  purer  air. 
And,  fix'd  on  Cambria's  folitary  fhore, 
Give  to  St.  David  one  true  Britain  more. 

(b)   For  xvho  wou'd  leave,  unbrib'd,  Hiberriia's 
land, 
Or  change  the  rocks  of  Scotland  for  the  Strand  ? 
There  none  are  fwept  by  fudden  fate  away, 
But  all  whom  hunger  fparen,  with  age  decay  : 
Here  malice,  rapine,  accident,  confpire, 
And  now  a  rabble  rages,  now  a  fire  ; 
I'heir  ambufli  here  relcntlefs  ruffians  lay, 
And  here  the  fell  attorney  prowls  for  prey; 
Here  falling  houfes  thunder  on  your  head, 
And  here  a  female  atheift  talks  you  dead. 

(f)  While  Thales  waits  the  wherry  that  contains 
Of  diffipated  wealth  the  fmall  remains. 
On  Thame's  banks,  in  fdcnt  thought  we  flood, 
Where  Greenwich  fmilcs  upon  the  filver  flood  ; 
Struck  with  the  feat  that  gave  Eliza  *  birth, 
We  kneel,  and  kifs  the  confccrated  earth  ; 


JUV.  Sat.  III. 
(j)  Quamvis  digrelTu  veteris  confufis  amici  ; 
Laudo,  tamen,  vacuis  quod  fedem  figere  Cumis 
Deflinet,  atque  unum  civem  donare  Sibyllaj. 

(b)  J'.go  vel  Prochytam  prxpono  Suburrx, 

Nam  quid  tam  miferum,  tarn  folum  vidimus,  ut  non 
Detcrius  credas  horrerc  incendia,  lapfiis 
Tedtorum  afriduos,et  mille  pericula  fsevs; 

Urbis,  ct  Augufto  recitantes  menfe  poetas  ? 

(c)  Bed,  dum  tota  domus  rheda  compoiiitur  una, 
Subflitit  ad  veteres  arcus.— — — 

*   ^^^"^  Elizabeth,  Lotnat  Crecn-wieh, 


In  pleafing  dreams  the  blifsful  age  renevv. 
Anil  call  Britannia's  glories  back  to  view; 
Behold  her  crofs  triumphant  on  the  main, 
The  guard  of  connnerce,  and  the  dread  of  Spain, 
V.re.  mafquerades  debauch'd,  excife  opprefs'd, 
Or  Englifh  honour  grew  a  ftanding  jefl. 

A  tranfient  calm  the  happy  fcenes  beftow. 
And  for  a  moment  lull  the  fenfe  of  woe. 
At  length  awaking,  with  contemptuous  frown, 
Indignant  ThaUs  eyes  the  neighb'ring  town. 

((/ )  Since  worth,  he  cries,  in  thefe  degen'rate  days. 
Wants  ev'n  the  cheap  reward  of  empty  praife; 
In  thofe  curs'd  walls,  devote  to  vice  and  gain. 
Since  unrewarded  fcience  toils  in  vain  ; 
Since  hope  but  focths  to  double  my  didrefs, 
And  ev'ry  moment  leaves  my  little  lefs; 
W'hile  yet  my  fteady  fleps  no  (?)  ftafffuilains, 
And  life  itill  vig'roiis  revels  in  my  veins; 
Grant  me,  kind  Heaven,    to    find  fome  happier 

place, 
'W^here  honefly  and  fenfe  are  no  difgrace ; 
Some  pleafing  bank  v^'here  verdant  ofiers  play, 
Some  penceful  vale  with  nature's  paintings  gay; 
Where  once  the  harafs'd  Briton  found  repofe. 
And  fafe  in  poverty  defy'd  his  foes: 
Some  fecret  cell,  ye  pow'rs,  indulgent  give, 
(y)   Let  —  live  here,  for  —  has  Icarn'd  to  live. 
Here  let  thofe  reign,  whom  penfions  can  incite 
To  vote  a  patriot  black,  a  courtier  white  ; 
Explain  their  country's  dear-bought  rights  away. 
And  plead  for  *  pirates  in  the  face  of  day ; 

(J)  Hie  tunc  Umbricius :   Quando  artibus,  in- 
quit,  honeflis 
Nullus  in  urbe  locus,  nulla  emoluments  laborum. 
Res  hodie  minor  eil,  heri  quam  fuit,  atque  eadem 

eras 
Deteret  exiguisaliquid:  proponimus  illuc 
Ire,  fatigatas  ubiDadalus  cxuitalas; 
Dum  nova  canities 

[e)  et  pedibiis  me 

Porto  meis,  nuUo  dextram  fubeunte  bacillo. 

(f)  Cedamus  patria  :  vivant  Arturius  iftic  ftunt, 
Et  Catulus  :  maneant  qui  nigrum  in  Candida  ver- 

*    The  in-jafions  of  the  Spaniards  tuire  defended  :n 
the  hoi'fes  of  parliament, 
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With  flaviili  tenets  taitit  our  poifon'd  youth, 
And  lend  a  lie  the  corE.-ience  of  truth. 

'  i' )  Let  fuch  raife  palaces,  and  manors  buy, 
Colied:  a  tax,  or  tarm  a  lottery, 
V\  ith  •■•  arbling  eunuuhs  fill  our  *  fiknc'd  ftage, 
And  lull  to  lervitide  a  thoughtlefs  age.         [hold  ? 
Heroes,  proceed  !  wha.  bounds  your  pride  lb  all 
Vv'hat  check  reflrain  your  thirft  ol  pow'r  and  gold.' 
Behold  rebtiiious  viitut  quite  d'eitl  rown, 
Ethoid  cur  idine,  our  ^\ealth,  our  lives  your  own. 

To  iuch,  the  plunder  01  a  lana  i>  giv'n, 
When  }'ubiic  crimes  inflame  the  wrath  of  heav'n  : 
(Zi)  But  what,  my  fncnd,  wliat  hope  remains  for 

me, 
Whrj  itart  at  tlieft,  and  blufb  at  perjury  ? 
Who  jcarce  forbear,  tlough  Britain's  court  he  fing, 
To  pluck  a  titjed  poet's  boirow'd  wing; 
A  flatefman's  logic  unconvinc'd  can  hear. 
And  dare  to  flumber  o'er  the  ■}■  Gazetteer ; 
Defpife  a  fool  in  half  his  penlion  drefs'd, 
And  llrive  in  vain  to  laugh  at  Clodio's  jeft. 

<  i)  Others  with  fofter  imiles,  and  fubtler  art, 
Can  lap  the  principles,  or  taint  the  heart ; 
With  more  addrefs  a  lover's  note  convey, 
Or  bribe  a  virgin's  innocence  away. 
A^^eil  may  they  rife  while  1,  whofe  ruftic  tongue 
Ke'er  knew  to  puzzle  right,  or  varnilh  wrong, 
Spurn'd  as  a  beggar,  dreaded  as  a  fpy, 
Live  unregarded,  unlamented  die. 

(/)  For  what  but  fecial  guilt  the  friend  endears  ? 
Who  fliares  Orgilio's  crimes,  his  fortune  ihares. 
(/)  But  thou,  fliould  tempting  villany  prefent 
All  Marlb'rough  hoarded,  or  all  Vilhers  fpent. 
Turn  from  the  glitt'riug  bribe  thy  Icornful  eye, 
Nor  fell  for  gold,  what  gold  could  never  buy, 
Tht  peaceful  flumber,  lelf-approving  day, 
Uniullied  tame,  and  conicieiiceever  gay. 

(/;.')  The  cheated  nation's  happy  fav'rites,  fee  ! 
Mark  whom  the  great  carefs,  who  fiown  on  me  ! 
Jjondon  '   the  needy  villain's  gen'ral  home, 
The  common-fewer  of  Pai'is,  and  of  Rome; 
With  eager  thirft,  by  folly  or  by  fate, 
Sucks  in  the  dreg'^  of  each  corrupted  ftate. 
Forgive  my  tranlpoi'ts  on  a  theme  like  this,     . 
(«)   I  cannot  be;ir  a  French  metropolis. 

(.?)  Quels  facile  eit  adem  conducere,  flumina, 
port  us, 
Siccandam  eiuviero.,  portandum  ad  bulla  cadaver. — 
Munera  nunc  edur.t. 

.('S).Quid  Rcm.t  faciam?  mentirinefcic:  librum, 
Si  malus  cil,  nequeo  laudare  et  pofcere. — 

(/) Ferre  ad  nuptas  qua;  mittlt  adulter, 

i^a;  mandat  norint  alii ;  me  nemo  niiniltro 
i'ur  erit,  atque  ideo  nuUi  comes  exeo. 

{i J  Quis  i^unc  diligitur  nili  conicius  ? 

Garuserit  Vcrri  qui  Verrem  tempore,  quo  vult, 
Accufare  potell. — ■ 

(/y Tanti  tibi  non  fit  opaci  [rum, 

Omnis  arena  I'agi,  quodque  in  mare  volvitur  au- 
Ut  fomno  careas. 

(/i)  Qu,x  nunc  divitibus  gens  acceptifiima  nollrif , 
JEt  q'os  prascipue  lugiam,  properabo  fateri. 

.  Y'O Non  poflum  icrre,  Quirites, 

Grsecam  iirbem.-J 

..    *    7/:£  lucnfii.g  acl  -.■■us  then  lately  7>!aih, 

f  Tl-c  paper  ivb'uh  ul  that  Umt  cunUined  apologies 
for  the  (ourt„ 
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fo)  lllullrious  Edward  !  from  the  realms  of  day. 
The  land  of  heroes  and  of  faints  furvey  ; 
Nor  hope  the  Britifh  lineaments  to  trace, 
The  rullic  grandeur,  or  the  furly  grace. 
But  loft  in  thoughtlefs  eafe,  and  empty  Ihow, 
heboid  the  warrior  dwindled  to  a  beau; 
Senfe,  freedom,  piety,  refin'd  away, 
Of  France  the  mimic,  and  of  Spain  the  prey. 
All  that  at  home  no  more  can  beg  or  Ileal, 
Or  like  a  gibbet  better  than  a  wheel; 
Hifs'd  from  the  ftage,  or  hooted  from  the  court. 
Their  air,  their  drefs,  their  politics  import ; 
(p)  Obfcquious,  artful,  voluble  and  gay, 
Un  Britain's  fond  credulity  they  prey. 
No  gainful  trade  their  induflry  can  'fcape, 
(qj  'Fhey  fing,  they  dance,  clean  ilioes,  or  cure  a 

clap : 
All  fciences  a  fafting  Monfieur  knows, 
And  bid  him  go  to  hell,  to  hell  he  goes. 

(rj  Ah  !   what  avails  it,  that,  from  flav'ry  far, 
I  drew  the  breath  of  life  in  Englifh  air; 
Was  eaily  taught  a  Bnton's  right  to  prize, 
And  lilp  the  tale  cf  Henry's  vidtories  ; 
If  the  guU'd  conqueror  receives  the  chain. 
And  flattery  prevails  when  arms  are  vain .' 

(s)  Studious  to  pleafe,  and  ready  to  fubniit, 
The  fupple  Gaul  was  born  a  paralite : 
Still  to  his  int'rell  true,  where'er  he  goes. 
Wit,  brav'ry,  worth,  hislavifh  tongue  bellows; 
In  ev'ry  face  a  thoufand  graces  fhine, 
From  ev'ry  tongue  flows  liarmony  divine. 
(t)    Ihefe  arts  in  vain  our  rugged  natives  try, 
Strain  out  v/ith  fault'ring  diffidence  a  lie. 
And  get  a  kick  for  awkward  flattery. 

Befide?,  with  juflice,  this  difcerning  age 
Admires  their  wond'rous  talents  for  the  ftage  ; 
((.'J  V\  ell  may  they  venture  on  the  mimic's  art, 
Who  play  from  morn  to  night  a  borrow'd  part; 
Pradlis'd  their  mafter's  notions  to  embrace, 
Repeat  his  maxims,  and  refleiS  his  face ; 
With  ev'ry  wild  abfurdity  comply, 
And  view  its  ohjeft  with  another's  eye ; 
To  Ihake  with  laughter  ere  the  jefl  they  hear. 
To  pour  at  will  the  counteiiciced  tear; 
And  as  their  patron  hints  the  cold  or  heat, 
'Fo  fhake  in  Dog-days,  in  December  fweat. 

{tu)  How,  when  competitors  hke  thel'e  contend, 
Can  iarly  virtue  hope  to  fix  a  friend? 


(0)  R-uflicus  iile  tuusfumit  trechedipna,  Quireni, 
Et  ceromatico  fert  niciteria  cillo. 

(p)  Ingcnium  velox,  audacia  pcrdita,  fermo 
Promptus. 

(q)  Augur,  fchoenobates,  raedicus,  magus:  om- 
nia novit, 
Grrcculus  efuriens,  in  coslum,  jufleris,  ibit.  [coelum 

(yj  Ufque-  adeo  nihil  eft,  quod  noftra  infantia 
Haulit  Aventini  .^ 

(sj  Quid!    quod   adolandi.gens  prudentifiima, 
luudat 
Sermoncm  indofli,  faciem  deformisamici  ? 

ft)  Ha;e  eadem  licet  et  nobis  laudare  ;  fed  illis- 
Creditur 

fuj  Natio  comoeda  eft.  Rides  ?  majore  cachinno 
Concutitur,  &c. 

(ii'J  Non  fumus  ergo  pares :  melior,  qui  fempet 
ct  omni 
Noiie  diec^ue  potcll  alienum  fumere  vultviin, 
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Slaves  that  with  ferious  impudence  hegiiile, 
And  lie  without  a  bhiih,  without  a  finiie  ; 
Exalt  each  trifle,  ev'ry  vice  adore, 
Your  tafte  in  fnuff",  your  judg;mciit  in  a  whore; 
Can  Balbo's  eloquence  applaud,  and  fwear 
He  gropes  Iiis  breeches  with  a  monarch's  air. 

For  arts  like  theic  preferr'd,  adinir'd.  carefs'd, 
They  firfl  jnvadc  your  table,  theii  your  brcaft; 
(x)  Explore  your  fecrets  with  inliduous  art. 
Watch  the  weak  hour,  and  ranfaclc  all  the  heart ; 
Then  foon  your  ill-p!ac'd  confidence  repay, 
Cenimence  your  lords,  and  j^ovorn  or  betray. 

(y)  By  numbers  here  from  flianie  or  cenfure  free, 
All  crimes  are  fafe  but  hated  poverty. 
This,  only  this,  the  rigid  law  purlues,     . 
This,  only  this,  provolfes  tiie  fnarling  mufe. 
The  fober  trader  at  a  tatter'd  cloak. 
Wakes  from  his  dream,  and  labours  for  a  joke  ; 
With  brifk.r  air  the  filken  courtiers  gaze. 
And  turn  the  varied  taunt  a  thouf  md  ways, 
(z)  Of  all  the  griefs  tliat  harafs  the  diftrefs'd  ; 
Sure  the  rnofl  bitter  is  a  fcornful  jell; 
Fate  never  wounds  more  deep  the  gen'rous  heart. 
Than  when  a  blockhead's  inCult  points  the  dart. 

{a)  Has  Heaven  refcrv'd,  in  pity  to  the  poor, 
No  patlilefs  wafte,  or  undifcover'd  Ihore  ? 
No  f.cret  ifland  in  the  boundlcis  main? 
No  peaceful  del'ert  yet  unclaim'd  *  by  Spain  ? 
'Quick  let  us  rife,  the  happy  feats  explore, 
And  bear  opprcfuon's  infolence  no  more. 
This  mournfi.d  truth  is  ev'ry  v/here  confefs'd, 
((J)    Sloiv  r'ljis  ivorth,  Ly  poverty  deprefid: 

JBut  here  more  How,  where  all  are  flaves  to  gold, 
Wiiers  looks  are  mcrchandife,  and  fmiles  are  fold; 
Where  won  by  bribes,  by  flatteries  iniplor'd, 
The  groom  retails  the  favours  of  his  lord.  [cries 
But  hark!  th'  affrighted  cov/d's  tumultuous 
Roil  through  the  flrects,  and  thunder  to  the  Ikies  : 
Rais'd  from  feme  plcafing  dream  of  wealth  and 

povv''r. 
Some  pompous  palace,  or  forrse  blifsful  bow'r, 
Aghaft  you  ftart.  and  fcarce  with  aching  fight 
Suftain  the  approaching  fire's  tremendous  light ; 
Swift  from  purfuing  horrors  take  your  way. 
And  leave  your  little  all  to  flanirs  a  prey  ;    [roam, 
(it)  Then  through  the  world  a  wretched  vagrant 
For  where  can  llarving  merit  find  a  home  ? 
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A  facie  jadiare  manus .  laudare  paratus, 

Si  bepe  rudlavit,  C  recftum  ininxit  amicus. 

(x)  Scire  volunt  fecreta  domus,  atque  inde  timeri. 

(y)  — — Matcriem  prsbet  canfalque  jocorum 
Omnibiis  hie  idem  .^  fi  Iceda  et  fciffa  lacerna,  &;c. 

(2)  Nil  habet  infeiix  paupertas  durius  in  fe, 
Quam  quod  ridiculos  homines  facit. 

(a)  Agmme  fatSo, 

Debuerant  olim  tenues  migrafle  Quirites.     [obftat 

{h)   Hand   facile  emergun:,  quorum   virtutibus 
Res  angufla  domi,  fed  Rorhse  durior  illis 
Conatus. 


-Omnia  Roma; 


Cum  pretio— — — 
Cogimur,  et  cultis  augere  peculia  fervis. 
(c)  Uitimui  autem 


[tcm 


.ffirumnx  cumulus,  quod  nudum,  et  frufl:t:a  rogan- 
Nenio  cibo,  nemo  hofpitio,  tecioque  juvabit. 

J.hc  Spanuzi-ds  at  this  time  -iicrcj'aidto  maie  cltint 
U/cmc  kf  our  American  province. 


In  vain  your  mournful  narrative  difclofc, 

Wliilc  all  ncgledl:,  and  moft  inl'u'.t  vour  woes. 

{d)  Should  Heaven's  jult  bolts  Orgdio's  wealth 

confound, 
And  fpread  his  flaming  palace  on  the  ground, 
Swiit  o'er  the  land  the  dilmal  t:umour  flies, 
And  public  mournings  piriiy  the  fk.cs; 
'i'he  laureat  tribe  in  venal  verCe  relate, 
How  virtue  wars  with  pL-ifecuting  fate  ; 
(>)  With  well  feign'd  gratitude  ths  penfion'dband 
Refund  the  plunder  of  the  beg'ra:'d  land. 
See  !   while  he  builds,  the  gaudv  vaffais  come, 
A.nd  crowd  with  fudden  w  akh  the  rifing  dome; 
The  price  of  boroughs  and  o*"  fouls  reftore ; 
And  raife  his  treafurcs  hi;; her  tliau  jefore: 
Now  bleis'd  with  ail  the  hjubles  of  the  great, 
The  po!i%'d  marble,  and  the  fhaiaig  place, 
{/)   Ofgiiio  lees  the  golden  y\V^  afpirc, 
And  hope-)  from  angry  Heav'u  a  -other  fire. 

[g)  Could'Hthou  refign  the  park  ard  play  con- 
tent. 
For  the  fair  banks  of  .Severfi  or  o'  Trent ; 
There  mi<!it'll  thou  find  fome  eleJaat  retreat. 
Some  hireling  fenafor's  deferted  .'eat; 
And  ftretch  thy  proipeds  o'er  th  •  ;',ading  lard, 
For  Ids  than  reni  the  dungeons  of  che  StranJ  : 
There  prune   thy   walks,    fupport    thy  droopin^ 

flow'rs, 
Diredl  thy  rivulets,  and  twine  thy  bovv'rs; 
And,  wiiile  thy  grounds  a  cheap  repait  afford, 
Defpife  the  dainties  of  a  venal  lord : 
There  ev'ry  bufn  with  nature's  m'jfic  rings, 
There  ev'rv  breeze  bears  health  upon  its  wings; 
On  all  thy  hours  Jecurity  fha  1  fmile. 
And  blefs  thine  evening  waik  and  morning  toil. 

(^■)  Prepare  for  deati;  if  here  at  night  you  roanij 
And  fign  your  will  before  ycu  fup  from  home. 
(/■)   Sonie  fiery  fop,  v>?ith  new  commifTion  vain. 
Who  flcep^  on  brdmbies  till  he  kills  his  man; 
Some  frolic  drunkard,  reeling  from  a  feaft, 
Provokes  a  broil,  and  ftabs  you  for  a  jt-ll 
(/•)   Yet  ev'n  ihefe  heroes,  niifchievcully  gay, 
Lords  of  the  flreet,  and  terrors  of  the  way  ; 

(fl')  Si  magna  AHurici  cecidit  domus,  horriJsi 
mater, 
Puliati  proceres. 

(f )  Jam  accnrrit,  qui  marmora  donet, 

Conferut  impenfas  :   liic,  &c. 
Hie  modiuni  argenti.— — — « 

(_/') A'lcliora,  ac  plura  reponic 

Perficu=  orborum  lau  iffimus.-— 

( 0-  J   Si  potes  avelii  Circenfibiis,  optima  Sora^, 
Aut  Fabretarias  domus,  aut  FuCujne  jiaratur, 
Quanti  nunc  tenebras  ununi  conducis  ni  annum, 
Hortulus  hie. —  ■ 

Vive  bidentis  amans,  et  culti  villi  ns  horti 
Unde  tpulum  poflis  centum  dare     y;hagorcis, 

(/,) \ — PciTi-  ignavus  liaben, 

Ft  fubiti  cafus  improvidus,  ad  coeiiam  fi 
Inteftcitus  eas. 

(i)  Ebrius  et  petulans,  qui  nullum  forte  cecidit, 
Dat  pcsuas,  iioAem  patitur  lugrnti>  ani.icum 
f'eleid.e. —        ' 

(;{■)  Sed,  quamvis  imprnbus  annis,  [Ixna 

Atque  laero   fcrvens    cavet   h  ..".c    quen  coccina 
\itari  'pibet,  et  comitum  Lingifilmui  i-rd'' 
Mukum  przterca  Sammai  urn,  atquc  aciiw  lampa« 
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FlufliM  as  they  are  with  folly,  youth,  ami  wine, 
Their  prudent  inlults  to  the  paor  contine  ; 
Afar  they  mark  the  flambeau's  bright  approach, 
And  fliun  the  fhining  train,  and  golden  coach. 

(/)  In  vain  thefe  dangers  paft,  your  doors  you 
cfofe, 
And  hope  the  balmy  bleffings  of  repofe  : 
Cruel  with  guilt,  and  daring  with  defpair. 
The  midnight  raui'd'rer  burlls  the  fauhlefs  bar; 
Invades  the  facred  hour  of  filent  reil, 
And  leaves,  unfeen,  a  dagger  in  your  breaft. 

(//i)  Scarce  can  our  fields,  fuch  crowds   at  Ty- 
burn die, 
With  hemp  the  gallou's  and  the  fleet  fupply. 
Propcfe  your  fchemes    ye  fenatoiian  band, 
Whof;  *  wa^s  and  mc-ans  fupport  the  fniking  land  ; 
Left  ropes  be  wanting  in  the  tempting  fprnig. 
To  rig  another  convoy  for  the  king  f. 

(«)  A  fingle  gaol,  in  Alfred's  golden  reign, 
Could  half  the  nation's  criminals  contain  ; 
Fair  juflice  then,  without  conlTraint  ador'd. 
Held  high  the  fteady  fcale,  but  flieath'd  the  fv.'ord  ; 
No  fpies  were  paid,  no  fpecial  juries  known, 
Bleft  age  1  but  ah  I  how  dift'rent  from  our  own  '. 

(o)  Murh  could  I  add, — but  fee  the  boat  at  hand, 
The  tide  retiring,   calls  me  from  the  land  : 
(^)  Farewel.'-— When  youth,  and  health,  and  for- 
tune fpent, 
Thou  fly'ft  for  refuge  to  the  wilds  of  Kent; 
And  tir'd  like  me  with  follies  and  with  crimes, 
In  angry  numbers  warn'ft  fucceeding  times, 
1'hen  Ihail  thy  friend,  nor  thou  refufe  his  aid, 
Still  foe  to  vice,  forfake  his  Cambrian  fliadc; 
In  virtue's  caufe  once  more  exert  his  rage, 
Thy  fatire  point,  and  animate  thy  page. 

THE  VANITY  OF  HUMAN  WISHES, 

IN    IMITATION    OF    TJIE    TENTH    SATIRE    OF    J'J- 
VENAL, 

LETf  obfervation  with  extenfive  view, 
Survey  mankind,  from  Chma  to  Pern  ; 


(/)  Ncc  lamen  hoc  tantum  metuas:   nam  qui 
fjioliet  te 
Non  dcevit:  clauHs  domibns,  Stc. 

(w)  Maximus  in  vinclis  ferri  modus ;    ut   li- 
meas,  ne 
Vomer  deficiat,  ne  marra;  et  farcula  delint. 

(fi)  Felices  proavorum  atavos,  felicia  d,cas 
Secula,  quK  quondam  fub  regibus  atque  tribur.is 
Viderunt  uno  contentam  carcere  Rornam. 

(o)    His  alias  poteram,    et  puiries   uibneclerc 
raulas: 
Sed  jumenta  vocant. 

Q')  — -Ergo  vale  noflri  memor:  et  quo- 

ties  te 
Roma  tuo  refici  properantem  reddet  Aquino, 
Me  quoqiie   ad  Eleufmam  Ccreiem,   v'eltramque 

Dianam 
Convelle  a  Cumis  :  fatirarum  ego,  ni  pudet  illas, 
Adjutor  geiidus  veniani  caligatus  in  agros. 

*  yl.  cant  term  in  the  houfe  of  commons  for  me- 
thods of  raifing  money,  \ 

1 1'be  natio?i  was  difcontented  at  (he  lifits  made 
iy  the  king  to  Hanover, 
i  Fer,  i,".ii. 
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Remark  each  anxiotiS  toil,  each  eager  ftrife, 
And  watch  the  bnfy  fcenes  of  crowded  life  ; 
Then  fay  how  hope  and  fear,  defiie  and  hate, 
O'erfpread  with  fuares  the  clouded  maze  of  fate. 
Where  wav'ring  man,  betray'd  by  vent'rous  pride,. 
To  tread  the  dreary  paths  without  a  guide  ; 
As  treach'rous  phantoms  in  the  mift  delude. 
Shuns  fancied  ills,  or  cba'es  airy  good. 
Kow  rarely  realbn  guides  the  ftub'oorn  choice, 
Rules  the  bold   hand,   or  prompts   the  fuppliant 

voice. 
How  nations  fink,  by  darling  fchemes  opprcfs'd, 
When  vengeance  liftensto  the  fool's  requeft. 
Fate  wings  with  ev'ry  Vvilh  th'  afHidlive  dart, 
Each  gifr  oi' nature,  and  each  grace  of  art, 
With  fatal  heat  impetuous  courage  glows. 
With  fatal  fweetnefs  elocution  flows, 
Impeachrnent  flops  the  fpeaker's  pow'rful  breath. 
And  relllefs  fire  precipitates  on  death. 

*  But  fcarce  fbi'erv'd,  the  knowing  and  the  bold, 
Fall  in  the  gen'ral  maflacre  of  gold  ; 
^^'ide-wall:ing  peft  1  that  rages  unconfin'd. 
And  crowds  with  crimes  the  records  of  mankind; 
tor  gold  his  fword  the  hireling  ruffian  draws, 
For  gold  the  hireling  judge  diftorts  the  laws; 
Wealth   heiip'd   on  wealth,  nor  truth  nor  fafety 

buys, 
Tbe-dat'gers  gather  as  the  treafures  rife. 

Let  hilt'ry  tell  where  rival  kings  command, 
And  dubious  title  fliakes  the  madded  land, 
V\'iien  ftatutes  glean  the  rei'ofe  of  the  Iword, 
How  much  more  fate  the  valTal  than  the  lord  ; 
Low  fculks  the  hind  beneath  the  rage  of  pow'r, 
And  leaves  the  wealthy  traitor  in  the  Tow'r, 
Untouch'd  his  cottage,  and  his  flumbers  found, 
Though  confifcation's  vultures  hover  round. 

The  needy  traveller,  ferene  and  gay. 
Walks  the  wild  heath,  and  fings  his  toil  away. 
Does  envy  feize  thee  .'  crufn  th'  upbraiding  joy, 
Increafe  his  riches  and  his  peace  dettroy. 
Now  fears  in  dire  viciflitude  invade, 
The  ruftling  brake  alarms,  and  quiv'ring  fliade, 
Nor  light  nor  darknefs  bring  his  pain  relief, 
One  Ihows  the  iilunder,  and  one  hides  the  thief. 

Yetf  itill  one  gen'ral  cry  the  (kies  aflails. 
And  gain  and  grandeur  load  the  tamted  gales; 
Few  know  the  toiling  Italefman's  fear  or  care, 
rii'  mfidious  rival  an^i  the  gaping  heir. 

Once  I  more,  Demccritus,  arii'e  on  earth, 
Vi'ith  cheeiful  wiidom  and  inllrudlive  mirthj 
See  motley  lite  in  modern  trappings  drefs'd. 
And  feed  vviih  varied  fools  th'  eternal  jelt ; 
Thou  who  couldlt  laugh  where  want  enchain'd  ca- 
price. 
Toil  crufli'd  conceit,  and  man  was  of  a  piece; 
Vi  jiere  wealrh  unlov'd  without  a  mourner  dy'd  : 
And  fcarce  a  fycophant  was  fed  by  pride ; 
V\'here  ne'er  was  known  the  form  of  mock  debate, 
Or  feen  a  new-made  mayor's  unweihly  ftate  ; 
Where  change  of  fav'rites  made  no  change  of 

laws, 
And  fenates  heard  before  they  judg'd  a  caufe; 
How  wouldft  thou  fliake  at  Britain's  modifli  tribe. 
Dart  the  quick  taunt,  and  edge  the  piercing  gibei 


*  Ver.  12 22. 

\  Ver.  zy-'S-s 
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Attentive  truth  and  nature  to  defcry. 

And  pierce  each  fcene  with  philolophic  eye. 

To  thee  were  iolenin  toys  t-r  empty  fliow, 

The  robe=  of  plealure  and  the  veils  of  woe  : 

All  aid  the  faice,  and  all  thy  mirth  maintain, 

Whofe  joys    are    caufelefs,   or   whofe   griefs   are 

vain.  I 

Such  was  the  fcorn  that  fillVl  the  fage's  mind, 
Renew'd  at  every  glance  on  human  kind; 
How  jud  that  iVorn  ere  yet  thy  voice  declare, 
Search  every  Hate,  and  canvai's  ev'ry  pray'r. 
*  Unnuraber'd   fuppliant's   crowd  preferment's 

gate, 
A  thirft  for  wealth,  and  burning  to  be  great ; 
Delufive  fortune  hears  th'  inreflant  call, 
They  mount,  they  flilne,  evaporate,  and  fall. 
On  ev'ry  lt;'.ge  the  foes  of  peace  attend. 
Hate  dogs  th^ir  flight,  and  infult  mocks  their  end. 
Love  ends  with  hope,  the  finking  Itatefman's  door 
Pours  in  the  morning  worfliipper  no  more  ; 
For  growing  names  the  weekly  fcnbbler  lies, 
To  grt)wing  wealth  the  dedicator  flies; 
From  ev'ry  room  defcend?  the  painted  face, 
That  hung  the  bright  palladiarn  of  the  place. 
And  fmok'd  in  kitchens,  or  in  auclions  fold. 
To  better  features  yields  the-fr.vme  of  gold  ; 
For  now  no  more  we  trace  in  ev'ry  line 
Heroic  worth,  benevolence  divine  : 
The  form  diftorted  jr.ftifies  the  fall, 
And  deteftation  rids  th'  indignai'.t  wall. 

But  vt'iil  not  Britain  hear  the  laft  appeal. 
Sign  her  foes  doom,  or  guard  her  fav'ntes  zeal  ? 
Through  freedom's   Ions   no    more    reinoufirance 

rings. 
Degrading  nobles  and  controuling  kings  ; 
Our  fupple  tribes  reprefs  their  patriot  throats, 
And  alk  no  queltions  but  the  price  of  votes  j 
With  weekly  libels  and  feptennial  ale, 
Their  wifli  is  full  to  riot  and  to  rail. 

In  fuU-blcwn  dignity,  fee  Wolft-y  ftand. 
Law  in  his  voice,  and  fortune  in  his  hand  : 
To  him  the  church,  the  realm,  their  pow'rs  con- 

fign. 
Through  him  the  rays  of  regal  bounty  fliine, 
Turn'd  by  his  nod  the  flream  of  honour  flows, 
His  fmile  alone  fecurity  beflows  : 
Still  to  new  heights  his  reftlels  wiflies  tow'r ; 
Claim  leads  to  claim,  and  pow'r  advances  pow'r ; 
Till  conqueil  unrefifted  ceas'd  to  pleaie. 
And  rights  fubmittcd,  left  him  none  to  feize. 
At  length  his  fov'reign  frowns — the  train  of  ftate 
Mark  the  keen  glance,  and  watch  the  lign  to  hate 
Where-e'er  he  turns  he  meets  a  ftrangei's  eve, 
His  fuppliants  fcorn  him,  and  his  folluwers  fly; 
Now  drops  at  once  the  pride  of  awful  (late. 
The  golden  canopy,  the  glitt'ring  plate, 
The  regal  palace,  the  luxurious  lioard. 
The  liv'ried  army,  and  the  menial  lord. 
With  age,  witli  cares,  with  maladies  opprefs'd. 
He  feeksthe  refuge  of  monaflic  relt. 
Grief  aids  difeafe,  remember'd  folly  Ifings, 
And  his  laft  fighs  reproach  the  faith  of  kings. 
Speak  thou,  whofe  thoughts  at  humble  peace 

repine. 
Shall  Wolfey 's  wealth.with  'Wolfey's  end  be  thine  ? 

*  Ver.  Jrt. — 107. 


Or  liv'ft  thou  now,  with  fafer  jirldc  content, 
The  wifett  jufticc  on  tlie  banks  of  Trent  ? 
For  why  did  Wolfey  near  the  lleeps  of  fate 
On  weak  foundations  raife  th'  enormous  weight  J 
Why  but  to  fink  beneath  nusfortune's  blow 
With  louder  ruin  to  the  gulfs  below? 

What   *gave  great  Villiers  to   the   aflaffin's 
knife. 
And  fix'd  difeafe  on  Harley's  clofing  life  ? 
What  murder'd  Wentworth,  and  what  txil'd  Hyde, 
By  kings  jjrotecfled,  and  to  kings  ally'd  ? 
Wliat  but  their  wi(h  indulg'd  in  courts  to  fliine. 
And  pow'r  too  great  to  keep,  or  to  refign  ? 

When  f  firft  the  college  rolls  receive  his  name, 
The  yming  entliufiaft  quits  his  eafe  for  fame  ; 
Refifthfs  burns  the  fever  of  renov/n, 
Caught  from  the  urong  contagion  of  the  gown: 
O'er  Bodley's  dome  his  future  labours  fpread. 
And  I  Bacon's  manfion  trembles  o'er  liis  head. 
Arc  thefe  thy  views  ?  proceed,  illufl:rious  youth. 
And  virtue  guard  thee  to  the  throne  of  truth  ! 
Yet  fliould  thy  foul  indulge  the  gen'rous  heat 
Till  captive  fcience  yields  her  lalt  retreat ; 
Should  reafon  guide  thee  with  her  brightcft  ray. 
And  pour  on  mifty  doubt  refilflefs  day  ; 
Should  no  falfe  kindnefs  lure  to  loofe  delight. 
Nor  praife  relax,  nor  difficulty  fright ; 
Should  tempting  novelty  thy  cell  refrain. 
And  floth  effufe  her  opiate  fumes  in  vain  ; 
Should  beauty  blunt  on  fops  her  fatal  dart. 
Nor  claim  the  triumph  of  a  letter'd  heart ; 
.Shoicjd  no  dileafe  thy  torpid  veins  invade. 
Nor  melancholy's  phantoms  haunt  thy  fliade  } 
Yet  hope  not  life  from  grief  or  danger  free. 
Nor  think  the  doom  of  man  revers'd  for  thee  •. 
Deign  on  the  pafTing  world  to  turn  thine  eyes, 
Anci  paufe  a  while  trom  learning,  to  be  wife; 
There  mark  what  ills  the  I'cholar's  life  aflail, 
Toil,  envy,  want,  the  patron,  and  the  jail. 
See  nations  flowly  wile,  and  meanly  jult, 
To  buried  merit  raife  the  tardy  bnlt. 
If  dreams  yet  flatter,  once  again  attend, 
Hear  Lydiat's  life§,  and  Galileo's  end. 

*  P'er-  loS — 113.  f  Ver.  I14 132, 

I  T/Jere  is  a  traditlcn,  that  the fiudy  of  Friar 
Bac'jii.,  built  on  an  arc)}  over  tlje  bridge,  ivillfall, 
ivhcn  a  man  greater  than  Baco?i  Jhall  pafi  uu" 
der  it. 

§  A  iiery  learned  divine  and  mathetnaticiaNy 
fclloiv  ofNeiv  College  Oxfurd^and  re  ft  or  of  Okerton 
near  Banbnry.  He  ivrote,  amo?:g  many  others,  a 
Latin  Treatife  De  Natura  Cwli,  iJc.  in  avhieh  he 
attacked  the  fentimcnts  of  Scaligcr  and  AiiJiotU- ; 
?iot  bearing  to  hear  it  urged  that  fome  things  are 
true  ifi  pbilofophy  and  falfe  in  divinity.  He  made 
aboiiefx  hundred fer»;ons  on  the  harmony  of  the 
Eva7!geliPs.  Being  unfuccejsful  in  pubUjhing  his 
luorks,  he  lay  in  the  prifon  of  Bocnrdo  at  Oxford, 
and  the  King's-Bench ;  till  Bifljop  Ufter,  Dr.  Laud, 
Sir  IVilliarn  Bofvuell,  and  L)r.  Pink,  relcnfed  him 
by  paying  his  debts.  He  petitioned  King  Charles  I. 
to  befent  into  Ethiopia,i2^c.  to  procure  MSS.  Hav- 
ing fpoke  in  favour  of  monat  chy  and  bijkops,  he 
•was  plundered  by  the  parliament  forces,  and  t-uice 
carried  aivay  prifoner  from  his  reSlory  ;  and  af~ 
tei  wards  bad  7iot  a  flnrt  to  Jlnft  him  in  thee 
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Nor  depm,  when  learning  her  lafi:  prize  beftows, 
The  glitt'ring  eminence  eseinpt  from  foes  ; 
See  when  the  vulgar  Tcapes.  defpis'd  or  aw'd, 
Rebellion's  vengeful  talons  i'eize  on  Laud. 
From  meaner  minds,  though  fmaller  lines  content 
The  p'under'd  palace  or  fetjucfter'd  rent ; 
Ivlark'd  out  by  danf?;'rou^  parts  he  meets  the  fhock, 
And  fatal  learning  leads  him  to  the  block : 
Around  his  tomb  let  art  and  genius  weep, 
But  hear  his  death,  ye  blockheads,  hear  and  fleep. 

The  *  fedal  blazes,  the  triumphal  (liow, 
The  ravifli'd  fiandard,  and  the  captive  foe, 
The  fenate's  thanks,  the  gazette's  pompous  tale, 
With  force  refiftlefs  o'er  the  brave  prevail. 
Such  bribes  the  rapid  Greek  o'er  Afia  vvhirl'd, 
For  fuch  the  itcady  Romans  Ihook  the  world; 
For  fuch  in  diftant  lands  the  Britons  fliine, 
And  (lain  with  blood  the  Danube  or  the  Rhine  ; 
This  pow'r  has  praile,  that  virtue  fcarce  can  warm, 
Till  fame  fupplies  the  univerfal  charm. 
Yet  reafon  frowns  on  war's  unequal  game, 
"Where  wafted  nations  raife  a  fin'^le  name. 
And  mortgag'd  itates  their  grandljres  wreaths  re. 

giet, 
From  age  to  age  in  everlafting  debt ; 
Wreaths  which  at  lalt  the  dear-bought  right  convey 
To  ruit  en  medals,  or  on  Itones  decay. 

On  f  what  foundation  ilands  the  warrior's  pride, 
How  jult  his  hopes  let  Swcdilh  Charles  decide  ; 
A  frame  of  adamant,  a  foul  of  fire, 
No  dangers  fright  him,  and  no  labours  tire  ; 
O'er  love,  o'er  fear,  extends  his  wide  domain, 
Unconquer'd  lord  of  pleafure  and  of  pain  ; 
No  jovs  to  him  pacific  fceptres  yield, 
War  founds  the  irunip,  he  rulhes  to  the  field  ; 
Behold  furroundin;;  kings  their  pow'r  combine, 
And  one  capitulate,  and  one  relign  ; 
Peace  cuuns  his  hand,  but  t'preads  her  charms  in 
vain ;  [main, 

"  Thin'K  nothing  gain'd,  he  cries,  till  nought  re- 
"  On  Mofcow's  walls  till  Gothic  ftandards  fly, 
"  And  all  bb  mine  beneath  the  polar  iky,'' 
The  march  begins  in  military  rtate, 
And  nations  on  his  eye  fnfpended  wait; 
Stern  famine  guards  the  ibiitaiy  coafl, 
And  winter  barricades  the  re.iims  of  froft  ; 
He  comes,  nor  want  nor  cold  his  courle  delay  ; — 
Hide.,  blufliing  glory,  hide  Pultowa's  day : 
The  vanquilli'd  hero  leaves  his  broken  bands. 
And  fliou  s  his  niiferics  in  diltant  lands  ; 
Cor.demn'd  a  needy  fupplicant  to  wait, 
While  ladies  interpofe.  and  Slaves  debate. 
But  did  not  chance  ai  length  her  error  mend  ? 
Did  no  fubverted  empiie  mark  his  end  ? 
Did  rival  monarchs  give  the  fatal  wound? 
Or  holtile  millions  prefs  him.  to  the  ground? 
His  fall  was  dcftiri'd  to  a  bamn  ftrand, 
A  petty  fortrels,  and  a  dubious  hand; 
He  left  the  name,  at  which  the  world  grew  pale, 
To  point  a  moral,  or  adorn  a  tale. 

Ail  I  times  their  fctnes  of  ponii)ous  woes  afford, 
From  Perfii's  tyrant,  to  Bavaria's  lord. 

months,  'without  he  borroivi'd  it,  ami  died  I'ery 
poor  in  1646. 

*   ;^fr.  133.— r46.         •;-  l'.'\\i\i.—  iCi. 
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In  gay  hoftility,  and  barb'rOWs  pride, 
With  half  mankind  emliattled  at  his  fide» 
Great  Xerxes  comes  to  felze  the  certain  prey, 
And  ftarves  ex'naufted  regions  in  his  way; 
Attendant  flatt'ry  counts  his  myriads  o'er, 
Till  counted  myriads  footh  his  pr^de  no  more; 
FreiTi  praife  is  try'd  till  madnefs  fires  his  mind. 
The  waves  he  lalhes,  and  enchains  the  wind  ; 
New  pow'rs  are  claim'd,  new  pow'rs  are  Itill  be- 

ftow'd. 
Till  rude  refiftance  lops  the  fpreading  god; 
The  daring  Greeks  deride  the  martial  (how. 
And  heap  their  valleys  with  the  gaudy  foe  ; 
Ih'  infulted  fea  with  humbler  thoughts  he  gains, 
A  fingle  Ikiff  to  fpeed  his  flight  remains  ; 
rii'  encumber'd  oar  fcarce  leaves  the  dreaded  coaft 
Through  pur[)le  billows  and  a  floating  hoft. 

The  bold  Bavarian,  in  a  lucklefs  hour. 
Tries  the  dread  fummits  of  Csefarean  pow'r. 
With  unexpetSted  Itgions  burlls  away. 
And  fees  detencelels  realms  receive  his  fway ; 
Short  (way  1    fair   Auftria  fpreads  her  mournful 

charms. 
The  queen,  the  beauty,  fets  the  world  in  arms ; 
From  hill  to  hill  the  beacons  roufing  blaze 
Spreads  wide  the  hope  of  plunder  and  of  praife ; 
The  fierce  Creation,  and  the  wild  Huflar, 
A  ith  al!  the  fons  ot  ravage  crowd  the  war ; 
The  bafPied  prince  in  honour',-,  datt'ring  bloom 
Of  hahy  greatneis  finds  the  fatal  doom, 
His  foes  denfion,  and  his  fubjecffs  blame, 
And  (teals  to  death  from  anguiih  and  from  fliame. 

El. large*  my  life  with  multude  of  days. 
In  health,  in  ficknefs,  thus  the  (uppliant  prays; 
Hides  from  himelf  his  ftate,  and  fluins  to  know, 
That  life  protratled.  is  protra(fled  woe. 
rime  hovers  o'er,  impatient  to  dt  ftroy, 
And  (liuts  up  all  the  paflages  of  joy  : 
In  vain  their  gifts  the  bounteous  feafons  pour, 
'I'he  fruit  autumnal,  and  the  vernal  flow'r, 
With  liltlefs  eyes  the  dotard  views  the  (lore. 
He    views,    and    wonders    that    they    pleafe    na 

more ; 
Now  pall  the  taftelefs  meats,  and  joylefs  wines, 
And  luxury  with  fighs  her  (lave  refigns. 
Apjiroach,  ye  minftrels,  try  the  foothing  ftrain, 
Diffufe  the  tuneful  lenitives  of  jiain: 
No  founds,  alas  1  would  touch  th'  iiiipervious  ear. 
Though    dancing    mountains   witnels'd    Orpheus 

near ; 
Nor  lute  nor  lyre  his  feeble  pow'rs  attend, 
Nor  iweeter  mufic  of  a  virtuous  friend, 
But  everlafting  dictates  crowd  his  tongue, 
Ferverfely  grave,  or  pofitively  wrong. 
The  ftill  returning  tale,  and  lin^'ring  jeft. 
Perplex  the  fawning  niece  and  pamper'd  gned, 
While  growing  hopes  fcarce   awe   the  gath'rinj 

fneer. 
And  fcarce  a  legacy  can  bribe  to  hear ; 
The  watchful  guefts  ftiU  hint  the  laft  offence. 
The  daughter's  petulance,  the  fon's  expcnce. 
Improve  his  heady  rage  with  treach'rous  (kill, 
And  mould  his  paffions  till  they  make  his  will. 

Unnumber'd  maladie-  his  joints  invadr. 
Lay  liege  to  life,  and  prcfs  the  dire  blockade  : 


*  Ver.  iSS. 
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But  unextinguifli'd  av'rice  dill  remains, 

And  dreaded  IcUcs  aggravate  his  pains  ; 

He  tur:  s,  witn  ai  sioiis  heart  and  crippled  hands, 

His  Donds  of  debt,  and  mortgages  of  lands ; 

Or  v.ews  his  coflers  with  luipicious  eyes, 

Unlocks  his  gold,  and  counts  it  till  he  dies. 

Bat  ,^rant,  the  virtues  of  a  temp'rave  piime 
Bleii  with  ail  ago  exempt  from  Icorn  or  crime; 
An  <ige  that  melts  wuu  unperceiv'd  decay, 
And  ^;iides  .n  modtll  innojence  away; 
Whcle  peaceful  day  benevolence  endears, 
Whole  i'lgtit  congratulatuig  confiience  cheers; 
Th-^  ,^ti  'ral  lav'rite  .;s  the  gen'ral  friend  : 
Such  age  there  is,  and  who  Ihall  wilb  its  end  ? 
Yet  cv'n  on  this  her  1  ad  misiurtune  flings, 
To  prels  the  weary  minui  s  'lagging  wings; 
New  fortow  nlcs  as  the  c.y  returns, 
A  filter  fickens,  or  a  daughter  mourns. 
Now  kindred  merit  hlls  the  iabie  bier, 
Now  lacerated  hiendll.ip  ci.^.ims  a  tear. 
Year  chafes  year,  decay  purfuts  decay. 
Still  dtv^ps  ib.i.e  joy  from  with'niig  life  away; 
Nei\  toims  anf;-,  and  ditT'rent  views  engage, 
Superiluoub/lags  the  vct'ian  on  ;.he  ilage, 
1'ill  j'itying  ijature  figns  the  laft  rpleafe, 
A:-.d  bills  afflidted  worth  retire  to  peace. 

But  tew  there  are  whom  hours  l;ke  thefe  await, 
Who  fet  unclouded  in  the  the  gulfs  of  fate. 
From  Lydia's  monarch  fiiculd  the  i'earch  defcend, 
By  Suloa  caution'd  to  regard  his  end, 
In  liie's  ia!t  fcene  what  piodigies  furprife, 
Fears  of  the  brave,  and  follies  of  rnc  v^'il'e  ? 
From   iMarlb'iougli's  eyes  the  Itrtams  of  dotage 

flow, 
And  Swift  expires  a  driv'ler  and  a  fliow. 

The  *  teeming  mother,  anxious  for  her  race. 
Begs  for  each  buth  the  fortune  ot  a  face : 
Yet  Vane  could  vA\  what  ills  from  beauty  fpring; 
And  Sediey  curs'd  the  form  that  pleas'd  a  king. 
Ye  nym.phs  of  rofy  lips  and  radiant  eyes. 
Whom  pl-rafart  keeps  too  buly  to  be  wife, 
Whom  joys  with  folt  varieties  invite, 
By  day  the  frolic,  and  the  dance  by  night. 
Who  frown  with  vanity,  who  Imile  with  art, 
And  a(k  the  lateit  faihion  of  the  heart. 
What  care,  what  rules  your  heedicfs  charms  fliall 

favc, 
Each  nymph  your  rival,  and  each  youth  your  flave  ? 
Againit  your  fame  with  fondnels  hate  combines, 
The  rival  batters,  and  the  lovers  mires. 
With  diflant  voice  lu-gledled  virtue  cails, 
Lefs  heard  and  ieh,  the  faint  remonllrance  falls; 
Tir'd  with  contempt,  Ihe  quits  the  llipp'ry  reign. 
And  pride  and  prudence  take  her  feat  in  vain. 
In  crowd  at  once,  vvht  re  none  ihe  pals  defend, 
The  harralefs  freedom,  and  the  p.iv..te  friend. 
The  guardians  yield,  by  force  fuperior  ])ly'd  ; 
To  int'reft,  prudence;  and  to  Hatt'ry,  pride. 
Here  beauty  falls  betia)'d,  defpis'd,  diltrels'd. 
And  hilTing  infamy  piocliims  the  relt. 

Where  f  then  fliall  hope  and  fear  their  objects 
find? 
Mufil  dull  fulpenfe  ccrrujit  the  ftagnant  mind  ? 
Muft  helpkls  man,  in  ignorance  fedate, 
Roil  darkling  down  the  torrent  of  his  fate  ? 

*  Ver.  2S5).— 345.         f  Ver.  34(5.— 3(55. 


Muft  no  diflike  alarm,  no  widie'  rife, 
No  cries  invoke  the  mercies  of  ihe  Ikies? 
Inquirer,  ceafe,  petitions  yet  remain. 
Which  Heav'n  may  heai,  nor  deem  religion  vaini 
Still  raile  for  good  the  fupplicating  voice. 
But  leave  to  Heav'n  the  meafure  and  the  choice* 
Safe  in  his  povv'r,  whole  eyes  diicein  afar 
'I'hi;  fecret  ambuih  ot  a  Ipecious  pray'r. 
implore  his  aid,  in  his  decilions  rell. 
Secure  whate'er  he  gives,  he  gives  the  beft. 
Yet  when  the  fenle  of  facred  prel'ence  fires. 
And  ffrong  devotion  to  the  fliies  afpires. 
Pour  forth  thy  fervours  for  a  healthful  mind, 
Obedient  pafTions,  and  a  will  refign'd  ; 
For  love,  which  fcarce  colledlive  man  can  fill; 
For  patience,  fov'reign  o'er  tranfmuted  ill ; 
For  faith,  that  panting  for  a  happier  feat. 
Counts  death  kind  nature's  fignal  of  retreat : 
rhefe  goods  for  man  the  laws  ot  heav'n  ordain, 
Thefe  goods  he  grants,  who  grants  the  pow'r  ta 

gain; 
With  thefe  celeflial  wii'dom  calms  the  mind, 
And  makes  the  happinefs  flie  does  not  find. 

PROLOGUE  SPOKEN  BY  MR.  GARRICK, 

AT     THE     OPENING     OF    THE     THEATRE     ROYAL, 

DilUKY-LANE,    I  74'/. 

\*-'hen  learning's  triumph  o'er  her  baibarous  foes 
Firil  rear'd  the  llage,  immortal  Shakfpeare  role; 
iiach  change  of  many.colour'd  life  he  drew, 
aixhaulted  worlds,  and  then  imagln'd  new: 
iixiltenre  faw  him  ipurn  her  bounded  reign. 
And  panting  time  loil'd  after  him  in  vain. 
His  poweiful  ftrokes  prefiding  truth  iinprefs'd, 
And  unreiilted  palTion  ftorm'd  the  breall. 

Then  Jonfon  came,  inftrudled  from  the  fchool, 
To  pleafe  in  method,  and  invent  by  rule  ; 
His  lludicus  patience  and  laborious  art, 

B)-  regular  approach  eirty'd  the  heart : 
Cold  approbation  gave  the  lingering  b.iys; 

For  ihofe   who  duril  not    ceni'ure,    fcarce  could 
praife. 

A  mortal  born,  he  met  the  gen'ral  doom. 

But  left,  like  Egypt's  kings,  a  lafting  tomb. 
The  wits  of  Charles  found  ei'.fier  ways  to  tame, 

Nor  wiln'd  for  Jor.lon's  art,  or  Shakfpeare's  flame. 

i'hcmfelves  they  ifudtcd  ;  as  they  felt,  they  writ: 

Intrigue  was  plot,  obfcenity  \\  as  wit. 

Vice  always  found  a  fympathetic  friend  ; 

1  hey  pleas'd  their  age,  and  did  not  aim  to  mend. 

i'et  bards  like  thefe  alpir'd  to  lafting  praife. 

And  proudly  hop'd  to  pimp  in  future  days. 

Their    caufe    was   gen'r.il,    their   fupports    were 
fttong  ; 

Their  ilaves  were  willing,   and  their  reign   was 

I'-ng-- 
Till  fliame  repam'd  the  pod  that  fenle  betray  d, 
And  virtuf-  call'd  oblivion  to  her  aid. 

Then  cruih'd  by  rules,  and  weaktn'd  as  rtiin'd, 
For  years  the  pow'r  of  tragedy  declin'd  ; 
Fioin  bard  tu  hard  the  frigid  caution  crept, 
Till  d:clamation  roar'd  whilit  paHion  ih  pt ; 
Yt-'  (till  d/d  virtue  de'gntne  Itage  to  tread, 
I'm  olbpliy  itniam'd  though  nature  fled. 
L'ut  'urr'il    ■1,  .   n^iii.  ii'^r  ancient  reign  to  quit. 
She  law  great  Fautius  lay  the  ghoft  wi  wit ; 
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Exulting  folly  hailM  the  joyous  day. 

And  pantomime  and  fong  confirm'd  her  fway. 

But  who  the  coming  changes  can  prefage, 
And  mark  the  future  periods  of  the  ftage  ? 
Perhaps  if  {kill  could  diftant  times  explore. 
New  Behns,  new  Durfeys,  yet  remain  in  flore; 
Perhaps  where  Lear  has  rav'd,  and  Hamlet  dy'd, 
On  flying  cars  new  forcerers  may  ride  ; 
Perhaps  (for  who  can  guefs  th'  effects  of  chance) 
Here  Hunt  may  box,  or  Mahomet  *  may  dance. 
Hard  is  his  lot  that  here  by  fortune  plac'd, 
Muft  watch  the  wild  viciffitudes  of  tafte  ; 
With  every  meteor  of  caprice  mufl;  play, 
And  chafe  the  new-blown  bubbles  of  the  day. 
Ah !  let  not  cenfure  term  cnr  fate  our  choice, 
The  ftage  but  echoes  back  the  public  voice  ; 
The  drama's  laws,  the  drama's  patrons  give. 
For  we  that  live  to  pleafe,  mufl  pleafe  to  live. 

Then  prompt  no  more  the  follies  you  decry, 
As  tyrants  doom  their  tools  of  guilt  to  die  ; 
'Tis  yoiirs,  this  night,  to  bid  the  reign  commence 
Of  rcfcu'd  nature,  and  reviving  fenfc  ; 
To  chafe  the  charms  of  found,  the  pomp  of  fhov7. 
For  ufeful  mirth  and  falutary  woe  ; 
Bid  fcenic  virtue  from  the  rifing  age, 
And  truth  diffufe  her  radiance  from  the  ftage. 

PROLOGUE 

Sfoicn  f>v  Mr.  Ganhi,  April  5.  I750,  brfore  the 
JMafque  of  Comus,  ac'7i'd  at  Drwy-hane  'Theatre, 
for  the  bencjit  of  Miltoii's  grand-daughter . 

Ye  patriot  crowds  who  burn  for  F.ngland's  fame, 
Ye  nymphs  whofe  bofoms  beat  at  Milton's  name, 
"Whofe    generous    zeal,    unbought    by    llatt'ring 

rhymes, 
Shames  the  mean  pcnfions  of  Auguftan  times; 
Immortal  patrons  of  fuccceding  days, 
Attend  this  prelude  of  perpetual  praife  ; 
L.et  wit  condemn'd  the  feeble  war  to  wage. 
With  clofe  malevolence,  or  public  rage  ; 
Let  fludy,  worn  with  virtue's  fruiticfs  lore. 
Behold  this  theatre,  and  grieve  no  more. 
This  night,  diftinguifh'd  by  your  fmiles,  fhall  tell 
That  never  Britain  can  in  vain  excel; 
7'he  flighted  arts  futurity  fhall  truft. 
And  rifing  ages  hailen  to  be  iuft. 

At  lengt'n  our  mighty  bard's  vi(5toriou3  lays 
Fill  tlie  loud  voice  of  univerial  praife  ; 
And  bafFled  fpite,  with  hopekfs  anguifh  dumb, 
Yields  to  renown  the  centuries  to  come  ; 
With  ardent  hafle  each  candidate  of  fame. 
Ambitious  catches  at  his  tow'ring  name  ; 
He  fees,  and  pitying  fees,  vah:  wealth  be ftow 
Thofe  pageant  honours  which  he  fcorn'd  below, 
While  crowds  aloft  the  laureat  bull  behold. 
Or  trace  his  form  on  circulating  gold. 
Unknown — unheeded,  long  his  offspring  lay. 
And  want  hung  tiireat'ning  o'er  her  flow  decay. 
What  though  ihe  ihine  with  no  Miltonian  fire, 
No  favouring  mufe  her  morning  dreams  infpire  ? 
Yet  fofter  claims  the  melting  heart  engage. 
Her  youth  laborious,  and  her  blamclefs  age ; 


*  Hunt  a  famous  boxer  on  ihefage  :  Jllahomefy  a 
rope  dancer,  "who  hadexh'.iitcd  at  Covsnt-Cifrden  theatre 
^hs  •winter  befrcifaid  to  be  c  Turi. 


Hers  the  mild  merits  of  domeftic  life, 
The  patient  fufferer,  and  the  faithful  wife. 
Thus  grac'd  v.'ith  humble  virtue's  native  charms 
Her  grandfire  leaves  her  in  Britannia's  arms  ; 
Secure  with  peace,  with  competence  to  dwell. 
While  tutelary  nations  guard  her  cell. 
Yours  is  the  charge,  ye  fair,  ye  wife,  ye  brave  ! 
'Tis  yours  to  crown  defert — beyond  the  grave. 

PROLOGUE 

TO   THE  COMEDY   OF   THE    GOOD-NATURED    MASf 
1769. 

Prefl;  by  the  load  of  life,  the  weary  mind 

Surveys  the  general  toil  of  human  kind, 

With  cool  fubmiffion  ioins  the  lab'ring  train. 

And  focial  forrow  lofes  half  its  pain  ; 

Our  anxious  hard  without  complaint  may  fharc 

This  buflling  feafon's  epidemic  care; 

Like  Cafar's  pilot  dignify'd  by  fate, 

Tofl  in  one  common  ftorm  with  all  the  great; 

Diftreft  alike  the  ftatefeman  and  the  wit. 

When  one  a  borough  courts,  and  one  the  pit. 

The  bufy  candidates  for  power  and  fame 

Have  hopes,  and  fears,  and  wifhes  jufl  the  fame  ; 

Difablcd  both  to  combat,  or  to  fly, 

Alufl:  hear  all  taunts,  and  hear  without  reply. 

Uncheck'd  on  both,  loud  rabbles  vent  their  rage, 

As  mongrels  bay  the  lion  in  a  cage. 

Th'  offended  burgefs  hoards  his  angry  tale, 

For  that  bleff  year  when  all  that  vote  may  rail 

'Fheir  fchemes  of  fpite  the  poet's  foes  difmifs. 

Till  that  glad  night  when  ail  that  hate  may  hifs. 

"  This  day  the  powder'd  curls  and  golden  coat,'* 
Says  fwelling  Crifpin,  "  begg'd  a  cobler's  vote  ;" 
"  This  night  our  wit,"  the  pert  apprentice  cries, 
"  Lies  at  my  feet;  I  hifs  him,  and  he  dies." 
The  great  'tis  true,  can  charm  th'  eledling  tribe. 
The  bard  may  fupplicate,  but  cannot  bribe. 
Yet  judg'd  by  thofe  whofe  voices  ne'er  were  fold 
He  feels  no  want  of  ill-perfuading  gold ; 
Rut  confident  of  praife,  if  praife  be  due, 
Trufls  without  ftar  to  merit  and  to  you. 

PROLOUGE 

To  the  Comedy  of  a  IVord  to  the  M'fe  *,  fpoken  by 
Mr.  Hull. 

This  night  preftnts  a  play  which  public  rage, 
Or  right,  or  wrong,  once  hooted  from  the  llage  f . 
From  zeal  or  malice,  now  no  more  we  dread, 
Tor  Engiifh  vengeance  wars  not  with  the  dead. 
A  generous  foe  regards  with  pitying  eye 
The  man  whom  fate  has  laid,  where  all  mufl  lie. 

To  wit  reviving  from  its  author's  dufl, 
Be  kind  ye  judges,  or  at  lead  be  juft. 
For  no  renew 'd  hoftilities  invade 
Th'  oblivious  grave's  inviolable  fliade. 
Let  one  great  payment  every  claim  appeafe. 
And  hun  who  cannot  hurt,  allow  to  pleafe; 


*  Performed  at  Cai'ent-Gar.'en  theatre  in  1 77  7. 
for  the  bertfltof  Mrs.  Kelly,  zuidoiv  of  Hugh  Kelly, 
Efq.  {jhe  author  of  the  play")  and  her  children. 

\  Upon  the  firfi  reprefetitation  of  this  play ^  I770l 
a  ^arty  ajfembkd  to  damn  it,  and fuccudt-i- 
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To  pleafc;  by  fcenes  unconfcious  of  offence, 

By  harmlefs  merriment,  or  ufeful  fciife. 

Where  aught  of  bright,  or  fair  the  piece  difplays. 

Approve  it  only — 'tis  too  late  to  piaifc. 

If  want  of  fkill,  or  want  of  care  appear, 

Forbear  to  hifs — the  poet  cannot  hear. 

By  all  like  him  muft  praife  and  blame  be  found, 

At  bed  a  fleeting  gleam,  or  empty  found. 

Yet  then  fhall  calm  refledion  blefs  the  night, 

When  libeml  pity  dignify'd  delight ; 

When  pleafure  fir'd  her  torch  aj;  virtue's  flame, 

And  mirth  wus  bounty  with  an  humbler  name. 

SPRING, 

^N   ODE. 

Stern  Winter  now,  by  Spring  reprefs'd, 

Forbears.the  long  continued  ftrife  ; 
And  nature  on  her  naked  breaft,  » 

Delights  to  catch  the  gales  of  life, 

Now  o'er  the  rural  kingdom  roves 
tjoft  pleafure  with  her  laughing  train, 

Love  warbles  in  the  vocal  groves, 
And  vegetation  plants  the  plain. 

Unhappy !  whom  to  beds  of  pain. 

Arthritic  *  tyranny  configns; 
Whom  fmiling  nature  courts  in  vain, 

Though  rapture  fmgs  and  beauty  iliincs. 

Yet  though  my  limbs  difeafe  invades, 

Her  wings  imagination  tries, 
And  bears  me  to  the  peaceful  fliadcs 

Where 's  humble  turret's  rife. 

Here  flop,  my  foul,  thy  rapid  flight. 
Nor  from  the  pleaflng  groves  depart, 

Where  firfl,  great  nature  charm'd  my  fight. 
Where  wifdom  firfl:  inform' d  my  heart. 

Here  let  me  through  the  vales  purfue 

A  guide — a  father — and  a  friend, 
Once  more  great  nature's  works  renew. 

Once  more  on  wifdom's  voice  attend. 

From  falfe  carefles,  caufelefs  fl;rife. 
Wild  hope,  vain  fear,  alike  remov'd ; 

Here  let  me  learn  the  ufe  of  life, 

When  befl  enjoy'd— when  moll  improv'd. 

Teach  me,  thou  venerable  bov/er. 

Cool  meditation's  quiet  feat, 
The  generous  fcorn  of  venal  power. 

The  filent  grandeur  of  retreat. 

When  pride  by  guilt  to  greatnefs  climbs, 

Or  raging  faction's  rufh  to  war. 
Here  let  me  learn  to  fliun  the  crimes 
.'  I  can't  prevent,  and  will  not  fhare. 

But  lefl;  I  fall  by  fubtler  foes. 

Bright  wifdom  teach  me  Curio's  art. 
The  fwelling  paflTions  to  compofe, 
'  And  quell  the  rebels  of  the  heart. 

MIDSUMMER, 

AN  ODE, 

P  PuoiBus !  down  the  weflern  fky, 
Far  hence  diflfufe  thy  burning  ray, 

*  The  autker  bdngill  of  thi goi4 


Thy  light  to  diflant  worlds  fupply. 
And  wake  them  to  the  cares  of  day. 

Come  gentle  eve,  the  friend  of  care. 
Come  Cynthia,  lovely  queen  of  night! 

Refrefli  me  with  u  cooling  breeze. 
And  cheer  me  with  a  lambent  light. 

Lay  mc,  where  o'er  the  verdant  ground 
Her  living  carpet  nature  fpreads  ; 

Where  the  green  bower  with  rofes  crown'd, 
In  fliowers  its  fragrant  foliage  Iheds. 

Improve  the  peaceful  hour  with  wine, 
Let  mufic  die  along  the  grove  ; 

Around  the  bowl  let  myrtles  twine. 
And  every  llrain  be  tun'd  to  love. 

Come,  Stella,  queen  of  all  my  heart ! 

Come,  born  to  fill  its  vafl:  dcfircs  ! 
Thy  looks  perpetual  joys  impart. 

Thy  voice  perpetual  love  infpires. 

While  all  my  wifli  and  thine  complete. 
By  turns  we  languifh  and  we  burn, 

Let  fighing  gales  our  fighs  repeat. 

Our  murmurs — murmuring  brooks  return. 

Let  me  when  nature  calls  to  reft, 
And  blufliing  fkies  the  morn  foretcl, 

Sink  on  the  down  of  Stella's  bread. 
And  bid  the  waking  world  farewel. 


AUTUMN, 


Alas  !  with  fwift  and  filent  pace. 
Impatient  time  rolls  on  the  year  ; 

The  fcafons  change,  and  nature's  face 

Now  fweetly  liniles,  now  frowns  fevere. 

*Twas  Spring,  'twas  Summer,  all  was  gay, 
Now  Autumn  bends  a  cloudy  brow  ;, 

The  flowers  of  Spring  are  fwept  away  , 
And  Summer  fruits  defcrt  the  bough. 

The  verdant  leaves  that  play'd  on  high, 
And  wanton'd  on  the  weflern  breeze. 

Now  trod  in  dufi;  negleiiled  lie. 
As  Boreas  ftrips  the  bending  trees. 

The  fields  that  wav'd  with  golden  grain. 
As  ruflet  heaths  are  wild  and  bare  ; 

Not  moifl  with  dew,  but  drench'd  in  rain. 
Nor  health,  nor  pleafure  wanders  there. 

No  more  while  through  the  midnight  Ihade, 
Beneath  the  moon's  pale  orb  I  ft.ray. 

Soft  pleafing  woes  my  heart  invade. 
As  Progne  pours  the  melting  lay. 

From  this  capricious  clime  fhefoars, 

O!   wou'd  fomegod  but  wings  fupply ! 
To  where  each  morn  the  Spring  rcftorcs, 
Companion  of  her  flight  I'd  fly. 

Vain  wifli !  me  fate  compels  to  bear 
The  downward  feafons  Iron  reign. 

Compels  to  breathe  polluted  air, 
And  fluver  oa  a  blafted  plaina 
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What  bllfs  to  life  can  Autumn  yield, 

!f  glooms,  andfliowers,  and  ftorms  prevail ; 

And  Ceres  flies  the  naked  field. 

And  flowers,  and  fruits,  and  Phcebus  fail  ? 

Oh  !  what  remains,  what  lingers  yet. 
To  cheer  me  in  the  darkening  hour  ? 

The  grape  remains  !  the  friend  of  wit, 
In  love,  and  mirth,  of  mighty  power. 

Kafle — prefs  the  cluflers,  fill  the  bowl ; 

Apollo  !  {hoot  thy  parting  ray: 
This  gives  the  funihine  of  the  foul. 

This  god  of  health,  and  verfe,  and  day. 

Still — ftill  the  jocund  flrain  fliall  flow. 
The  puife  with  vigorous  rapture  beat ; 

My  Stella  with  new  charms  fhall  glow, 
And  every  blifs  in  wine  (ball  meet. 

WINTER, 


RKS   OP  JOHNSON. 

The  naked  hill,  the  leaflefs  grove. 

The  hoary  ground,  the  frowning  Ikies? 

Not  only  thought  the  wafted  plain. 
Stern  Winter  in  thy  force  confefb'd 

Still  v/ider  fpreads  thy  horrid  reign, 
I  feci  thy  power  ufurp  my  breafl. 

Enlivening  hope,  and  fond  defire, 
Refign  the  heart  to  fpleen  and  care 

Scarce  frighted  love  maintains  her  fire, 
And  rapture  fadnens  to  defpair. 

In  groundlefs  hope  and  ca:;;feiefs  fear. 
Unhappy  man  '.  behold  thy  doom; 

Still  changing  with  the  changeful  year. 
The  flave  of  funfhine  and  of  gloom. 

Tir'd  with  vain  joys,  and  falfe  alarms. 
With  mental  and  corporeal  fir- ifc,     * 

Snatch  me.  my  Stella,  to  tliy  arms, 
And  fcreen  me  from  the  ills  of  life. 


No  more  the  morn,  with  tepid  rays. 
Unfolds  the  flower  of  various  hue  ; 

Noon  fpreads  no  more  the  genial  blaze. 
Nor  gentle  eve  diifils  the  dew. 

The  iingjcring  hours  prolong  the  night, 
Ufurp ing  darknefs  fhares  the  day  ; 

Her  mifts  refcrain  the  force  of  light. 
And  Phcebus  holds  a  doubtful  fway. 

By  gloomy  twilight  half  revealM, 
With  fighs  we  view  the  hoary  hill, 

I'he  leaflefs  wood,  the  naked  field. 
The  fnow-topt  cot,  the  frozen  rill. 

No  mufic  warbles  through  the  grove. 

No  vvid  colours  paint  the  plain  ; 
No  more  with  devious  fleps  I  rove 

Through  verdant  paths  now  fought  in  vain. 

Aloud  the  driving  tempeft  roars, 

Congeal'd,  imp,.-tunus  fliowers  defcend  ; 

Hafte,  clofe  the  windows,  bar  the  doors, 
Fate  leaves  me  Stella,  and  a  friend. 

In  nature's  aid  let  art  fupply 

With  light  and  heat  my  little  fphere ; 

Rouze,  Touze  the  fire,  and  pile  it  high, 
Light  up  a  conftcMation  here. 

Let  mufic  found  the  voice  of  joy  ! 

Or  mirth  repeat  the  jocund  tale ; 
Let  love  his  wanton  wdes  emplny. 

And  o'er  the  ferfon  wine  prevail. 

Yet  time  life's  dreary  winter  brings, 

When  mirth's  gay  tale  fliall  pleafe  no  more  ; 

Nor  mufic  chanr. — though  Stella  fmgs; 
Nor  love,  nor  wine,  the  fpring  rellore. 

Catch  then,  O !  catch  the  tranfitnt  hour. 

Improve  each  moment  as  it  flies ; 
Life's  a  fliorl  fumnier — man  a  flower. 

He  dies— alas  I  how  foon  he  dies ! 

THE  WlNTF.Pv's  WALK. 

Be?t>'j.o.  my  fair,  where'er  we  rove. 
What  dicavy  profpedls  rouiid  u;  rife  j 


TO  MISS  ■*'<***, 

Oti  her  gli'hig   the   Avthor  a    Gold  and  ftlk  Hd-'wofk 
Purje  oj  her  oiun  ivcj'ving' . 

Though  gold  and  filk  their  charms  unite 
To  make  thy  curious  web  delight. 
In  vain  the  varied  work  would  fhinc. 
If  wrought  by  any  hand  but  thine  ; 
Thy  hand  that  knov/s  the  fubtlcr  art. 
To  weave  thofe  nets  that  catch  the  heart. 

Spread  out  by  rne,  the  roving  coin 
Thy  nets  may  catch,  but  not  confine  ; 
Nor  can  I  hope  thy  filken  chain 
The  glittering  vagrants  fhail  reflrain. 
Why,  Stella,  was  it  then  decreed 
The  heart  once  caught  fliould  tie'er  be  freed  ? 

TO  MISS  *•***, 

On  her  playing  upon   the  HarpJicorJ  in  a  Room  hung 
•zvith  Floiver-pieces  of  her  oivn  JPninting  *. 

When  Stella  flrikes  the  tuneful  ftring 
In  fcenes  of  imitated  Spring, 
Where  beauty  laviflies  her  powers 
On  beds  of  never-fading  flowers. 
And  pleafure  propagates  around 
Each  charm  xii  modulated  found ; 
Ah  !   think  not  in  the  dangerous  hour, 
The  nymph  fidlitious  as  the  flower. 
But  fliun,  rafh  youth,  the  guy  alcove. 
Nor  tempt  the  fnares  of  wily  love. 

\V  hen  ciiarms  thus  prefs  on  every  fen&j 
What  tlioiiglit  of  flight,  or  of  defence  ? 
Deceitfid  hope,  and  vain  defire, 
Forever  flutter  o'er  her  lyre, 
Delighting  as  the  youth  draw«  nigh. 
To  point  the  glances  of  her  eye, 
And  forming  with  unerring  art 
New  chains  to  hold  the  captive  heart. 

But  on  thoie  regions  of  delight 
Might  truth  intrude  with  d.iring  flight. 
Could  Stella,  fprightly,  fair,  and  young. 
One  moment  hear  the  moral  fong, 

*  Printed av!r,r^  Mri.lVlUi,4ms'i  MifcsUjr.'ni* 
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InflrU(?Hon  with  her  flowers  might  fpring, 
And  wil'dom  warble  from  her  firing. 

Alark  when  from  thoufand  mingled  dyes 
Thou  feeft  one  pleafing  form  arifc. 
How  afiive  light,  and  thoughtful  (hade, 
In  greater  fcenes  each  other  aid. 
Mark  when  the  different  notes  agrc? 
In  friendly  contrariety, 
How  paflions  well  accorded  flrife. 
Gives  all  the  harmony  of  life  ; 
Thy  pictures  Iliall  thy  conduifl  frame, 
Confiftent  ftill,  though  not  the  fame; 
Thy  mufic  teach  the  nobler  art, 
To  tune  the  regulated  heart. 

EVENING, 

AV  ODE.    TO  STELLA. 

Evening  now  from  purple  wings 
Sheds  the  grateful  gifts  fhe  brings; 
Brilliant  drops  bedeck  the  mead, 
Cooling  breezes  fhake  the  reed  ; 
Shake  the  reed,  and  curl  the  iheam 
Silver'd  o'er  with  Cynthia's  beam  : 
Near  the  chequer'd,  lonely  gtove, 
Hears,  and  keeps  thy  fecrets,  love. 
Stella,  thither  let  us  llray  ! 
Ijightly  o'er  the  dewy  way. 
Phoebus  drives  his  burning  car, 
Hence,  my  lovely  Stella,  far ; 
In  his  fleed,   the  queen  of  night: 
Round  us  pours  a  lambent  light; 
Light  that  feems  but  juft  to  fhow 
Breafts  that  beat,  and  cheeks  that  glow; 
Let  us  now,  in  whifper'd  joy. 
Evening's  filent  hours  employ, 
Silence  hefl,  and  confcious  fbade$, 
Pleafe  the  hearts  that  love  invades 
Other  pleafures  give  them  pain, 
J^overs  all  but  love  difdain. 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Whether  Stella's  eyes  are  found, 
Fix'd  on  earth,  or  glancing  round. 
If  her  face  with  pleafure  glow, 
If  fhe  figh  at  otliers  woe, 
If  her  eafy  air  exprefs 
Confcious  worth  or  foft  diftre(s, 
Stella's  eyes,  and  air,  and  face. 
Charm  with  undiminiifi'd  grace. 

If  on  her  we  fee  difplay'd 
Pendant  gems,  and  rich  brocade. 
If  her  chintz  with  lefs  expence 
Flows  In  eafy  negligence  ; 
Still  fhe  lights  the  confcious  flame, 
Still  her  charms  appear  the  fame ; 
If  fhe  flrikes  the  vocal  firings, 
If  fhe's  filent,  fpeaks,  or  fings. 
If  fhe  fit,  or  if  fhe  move, 
Still  we  love,  and  flill  approve. 

Vain  the  cafual,  tranficnt  glance, 
Which  alone  can  pleafe  by  chance, 
B'  L'-uty,  which  depends  on  art, 
Cnanging  with  the  changing  art. 
Which  demands  the  toilet's  aid. 
Pendant  gems  and  rich  brocade* 
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I  tho!>-  charras  alone  can  prize. 
Which  from  conilant  nature  rife. 
Which  nor  circumllance,  nor  drcli). 
E'er  can  make,  or  more,  or  Icls. 

TO  A  FRIEND. 

No  more  thus  brooding  o'er  yon  heap. 
With  avarice  painful  vigils  keep  ; 
Still  unenjoy'd  the  prefent  flore. 
Still  endlefs  fighs  are  breath'd  for  more, 

0  !   quit  the  fliadow,  catch  the  prizt. 
Which  not  all  India's  treafure  buys! 

To  purchaie  heaven  has  gold  rhe  power  i 
Can  gold  remove  the  mortal  hour  ? 
In  life  can  love  be  bought  with  gold  ? 
Are  friendfliip's  pleafures  to  be  fold  .' 
No — all  that's  worth  a  wifh — a  thouo-ht. 
Fair  virtue  gives  unbiib'd,  unbought. 
Ceafe  then  on  tralh  thy  hopes  to  bind. 
Let  nobler  vievi's  engage  thy  mind. 

With  fcience  tread  the  wond'rous  way. 
Or  learn  the  mufes  moral  lay ; 
In  fecial  hours  indulge  thy  foul. 
Where  mirth  and  temperance  mix  the  bowl; 
To  virtuous  love  refign  thy  breaft. 
And  be,  by  bieffing  beauty — bLll, 

Thus  tafle  the  feafl  by  nature  fpread. 
Ere  youth  and  all  its  joys  are  fled  ; 
Come  tafte  v/ith  me  the  balm  cf  life. 
Secure  from  pomp,  and  wealth  and  flrife, 

1  boafl  V  hate'er  for  man  was  meant. 
In  health,  and  Stella,  and  content ; 

And  fcorn  !  Oh  1  let  tliat  fcorn  be  thine  I 
Mere  things  of  clay,  that  dig  the  mine. 

STELLA  IN  MOURNING. 

When  lately  Stella's  form  difplay'd 

The  beauties  of  the  gay  brocade. 

The  nymphs  who  fouiiu  tlieir  power  decline, 

Proclaim'd  her  not  fo  fair  as  fine. 

"   Fate  !  fnatch  av^'ay  th."  bright  difguife, 

"  And  let  the  goJdefs  trull  her  eyes.'' 

Thus  blindly  pray'd  the  fretful  fair, 

And  fate  malicious  heard  the  pray'r; 

But  brighten'd  by  tiie  fable  drefs, 

As  virtue  riies  in  diftrefs. 

Since  Stella  vlill  extends  her  regin. 

Ah!  how  fhaii  envy  footh  her  pain  .' 

I'll'  adoring  youth  and  envious  fair. 
Henceforth  (hall  form  one  common  prayer; 
And  love  and  hate  alike  implore 
The  Ikies—"  That  Stella  mourn  no  more." 

TO  STELLA. 

Not  the  foft  fighs  of  vernal  gales. 
The  fragrance  of  the  flowery  vales. 
The  murmurs  of  the  cryflal  rill, 
The  vocal  grove,  the  verdant  hill ; 
Not  all  iheir  charms,  though  all  unite. 
Can  touch  my  bofom  with  delight. 

Not  all  the  gems  on  India's  fiiorc. 
Not  all  Peru's  unbounded  flore. 
Nor  all  the  pov^'er,  nor  all  the  fame, 
,  That  liero^Gj  kings,  or  poets  claims 
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Nor  knoivledge  which  the  learn'd  approve, 
To  form  one  wifh  my  foul  can  move. 

Yet  nature's  charms  allure  my  eyes, 

And  knowledge,  wealth,  and  fitme  I  prize; 

Fame,  wealth,  and  knowledge  I  obtain, 

Nor  feek  I  nature's  charms  in  vain  ; 

In  lovely  Stella  all  combine. 

And,  lovely  Stella  !  thou  art  mine. 

VERSES, 

Written  at  the  Requejl  of  a  Gentleman  to  iL'hsm 
a  JLidy  had  g:ven  a  Sprig  of  Myrtle  *. 

What  hopes — what  terrors  does  this  gift  create  1 
Ambiguous  emblem  of  uncertain  fate. 
The  myrtle  (enfignof  fupreme  comtnand, 
Confign'd  to  Venus  by  MelilTa's  hand) 
Not  lefs  capricious  than  a  reigning  fair, 
Oft  favours,  oft  rejefts  a  lover's  prayer. 
In  myrtle  fhades  oft  fings  the  happy  fwain, 
in  myrtle  (liades  defpairing  ghofts  coraplaiuo 
The  myrtle  crowns  the  happy  lovers  heads, 
The  mihappy  lovers  graves  the  myrtle  I'preads. 
Oh  !  then,  the  meaning  of  thy  gift  impart. 
And  eafe  the  throbbings  of  an  anxious  heart. 
Soon  muft  this  fprig,  as  you  fhall  fix  its  doom, 
Adorn  Philander's  head,  or  grace  his  tomb. 

TO  LADY  FIK.EER.ACE  *, 

AT  BURY  ASSIZES. 

At  length  muft  Suffolk  beauties  fliine  in  vain, 

So  long  renown'd  in  B n's  deathlefs  ftrain  ? 

Thy  charms  at  leatt,  fair  Firebrace,  might  infpire 
Some  zealous  bard  to  wake  the  lleeping  lyre  j 

*  Thefe  'verfes  iverefirft  printed  in  a  Magazine 
for  1768,  tinder  the  name  of  Hammond,  and  have 
frequently  been  afcrihed  to  Mr. Derrick.  According 
to  the  fiaXernent  of  Mifs  Senvard  and  Mr.  White 
of  Litchfield,  they  were  ivhtte.j  by  Johnfon, 
nvhen  a  fchool-boy,  and  addrejfcd  to  Lucy  Porter, 
the  firfi  objeSi  of  his  early  love,  ivhofe  another  he 
married  ;  and  afterwards  given  to  Mr.  HeBor  of 
Birmingham,  in  \Ti\,  for  his  friend  Mr.  Mor- 
gan Graves,  luithout  thinking  it  material  to  avonv 
their  pre- exi/tence.  Lucy  Porter  ivas  then  on  a 
'nifit  to  her  aunt,  Mrs.  Hunter,  brother  cf  Mr. 
J'orter  of  Birmingham,  a?id  fecond  nxiife  of  Mr- 
Hunter,  Johnfon' s  fchoolmaftcr.  She  %uas  four 
years  younger  than  Johnfon  ;  and  uniformly  faid, 
that  the  verfes  ivere  addrcffed  to  "  herfelf,  when 
he  was  a  lad,"  on  her  having  given  him  fome 
myrtle.  See"  Gentleman's  Magazine,"  for  1793, 
3794- 

t  Tliis  lady  was  Bridget,  third  daughter  of 
Philip  Bacon,  Efq.  of  Ipfwich,  and  reliil  of  Phi- 
lip Evers,  Efq.  of  that  town ;  Jbe  became  the  fe- 
cond Wife  of  Sir  Cordell  Firebrace,  the  lafl  Baro- 
net of  that  name  (to  whom  f he  brought  ufortu?ie 
o/" 25,000/.^,  July  a6.  1737.  Being  again  left 
a  nvidoiu  in  1759,  //!'e  luas  a  third  time  married. 
April"}.  1762,  to  William  Campbell,  Efq.  uncle 
to  the  prefent  Duke  of  Argyll^  and  died  July  3. 
178a. 
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For  fuch  thy  beautoous  mind  and  lovely  face, 


Thou  feem'ft  at  once,  bright  nymph,  a  mufe  and 
grace. 

TO  LYCE, 

AN  ELDERLY  LADY. 

Ye  nymphs  whom  ftarry  rays  inveft, 

By  flattering  poets  given, 
Who  lliine  by  lavifli  lovers  dreft. 

In  all  the  pomp  of  heaven  ; 

Engrofs  not  all  the  beams  on  high, 

Which  gild  a  lover's  lays. 
But  as  your  lifter  of  the  fky. 

Let  Lyce  fiiare  the  praife. 

Her  filver  locks  difplay  the  moon. 

Her  brows  a  cloudy  Ihow, 
Strip'd  rainbows  round  her  eyes  are  feen, 

And  fliowers  from  either  flow. 

Her  teeth  the  night  with  darknefs  dyes. 

She's  ftarr'd  with  pimples  o'er; 
Her  tongue  like  nimble  lightning  plies. 

And  can  with  thunder  roar. 

But  fome  Zelinda,  while  I  fing, 

Denies  my  Lyce  fliines  ; 
And  all  the  pens  of  Cupid's  wing 

Attack  ray  gentle  lines. 

Yet  fpite  of  fair  Zelinda's  eye. 

And  all  her  bards  ejqjrefs. 
My  Lyce  makes  as  good  a  &y, 

And  I  but  flatter  lefs. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  ROBERT  LE VETT, 

A  PRACTISER  IN  PHYSIC. 

Condemn'd  to  hope's  deluflve  mine. 

As  on  we  toil  from  day  to  day. 
By  fudden  blafts,  or  flow  decline. 

Our  focial  comforts  drop  away. 

Well  try'd  through  many  a  varying  year. 

See  Level  to  the  grave  delcend, 
Oflicious,  innocent,  lincere, 

Of  every  friendlsfs  name  the  friend. 

Yet  ftill  he  fills  affe<5lion's  eye, 

Oblcurely  wife  and  coarfely  kind  ; 
Nor  letter'd  arrogance  deny 

Thy  praife  to  merit  unrefin'd. 

When  fainting  nature  call'd  for  aid, 

And  hovering  death  prepar'd  the  blow. 

His  vigorous  remedy  dilphiy'd 

The  power  of  art  without  the  fliow". 

In  mifery's  darkeft  cavern  known, 

His  ulcful  care  was  ever  nigh. 
Where  hopelefs  anguifli  pour'd  his  groan, 

And  lonely  want  retir'd  to  die. 

No  furamons  mock'd  by  chill  delay, 

No  petty  gain  difdain'd  by  pride  ; 
The  modeft  wants  of  every  day 

The  toil  of  every  day  fupply'd. 
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His  virtues  walk'd  their  narrow  round, 
Nor  made  a  paufe,  nor  left  a  void  ; 

And  fure  th'  Eternal  Mafter  found 
The  fingle  talent  well  employed. 

The  bufy  day — the  peaceful  night, 

Unfelt,  uncounted,  glided  by; 
His  frame  was  firm — his  powers  were  bright, 

Though  now  his  eightieth  year  was  nigh. 

Then  with  no  fiery  throbbing  pain, 

No  cold  gradations  of  decay. 
Death  broke  at  once  the  vital  chain, 

And  freed  his  foul  the  nearett  way. 

EPITAPH 

ON  CLAUDE  PHILLIPS, 

An  Itinerant  Mufician*. 

!Phillips  I  whofe  touch  harmonious  could  remove 
The  pangs  of  guilty  pow'r  and  haplefs  love, 
Reft  here,  diftreft  by  poverty  no  more. 
Find  here  that  calm  thou  gav'lt  fo  oft  before ; 
Sleep  undifturb'd  within  this  peaceful  flirine. 
Till  angels  wake  thee  with  a  note  like  thine. 

EPITAPHIUiM 

IN  THOMAM  llANMER,    BARONETTUM. 

Honorabilis  admodum  Thomas  Hanmer, 

Baronnettus, 

Wilhelmi  Hanmer  armigeri  e  Peregrina  Henrici 

North 

De  Mildenhal  in  Com:  Suffblciae  Baronetti  forore 

et  haerede. 

Filius 

Johannis  Hanmer  de  Hanmer  Baronetti 

Haeres  patruelis 

Antiquo  gentisfuseet  titulo,  et  patrimonio  fucceffit 

Duas  uxores  A.rtitus  eft  ; 

Alteram  Ifabellam,  honore  a  oarte  derivato  de 

Arlington  comitillam 

Deinde  celciflimiprincipis  ducis  de  Graftonviduam 

dotariam 

Alteram  Elizabetham  Thomae  Folks  de  Barton  in 

Cim.  Suff.  armigeri. 

Fiiiam  et  hsredem 

Inter  humanitates  ftudia  feliciter  enutritus 

Omnes  liberalium  artium  difciplinas  avide  ai  ripuit, 

(^as  morum  fuavitate  haud  leviier  ornavit. 


*  Thefe  lines  are  among  Mrs.  WilUnms's  Mif- 
eella?iics.  They  tuere  written  by  Joh7if(j7i,  almifi 
extempore,  upon  Garrick's  repeating  an  Epitaph 
fin  Phillips,  by  a  Dr.  Wilkes,  in  foefe  ivords  : 

Exalted  foul  I  whofe  harmony  could  pleafe 
The  love-fick  virgin,  and  the  goaty  eafe  ; 
.'  Could  jarring  difcord,  lilce  Amphion,  move 
*'  To  beauteous  order,  and  harmonious  love, 
*»  Reft  here  in  peace,  till  angels  bid  thee  rife, 
"  And  meet  thy  blefled  Saviour  in  the  Ikies. 

Phillips  nvas  a  trwotUing fiddler  up  n?:d  do-^in 
fVales,  and  ivas  greatly  celebrated/or  Ijis  perform- 
ance. 

Vol.  XI. 


Poftquamexceffit  et  ephebis 

Continuo  inter  popularcs  fuos  fama  eminens 

Et  comitatus  fui  legatus  ad   Parliamentum  mifTus 

Ad  ardua  regni  negotia  per  annus  prope  trigiuta 

Si  accinxit 

Cumq.  apud  illos  ampliflimorum  virorum  ordines 

Solent  nihil  temcre  cffutire 

Sed  probe  perpenfa  diiTerte  expromere 

Oriitor  gravis  et  prelfus 

Non  minus  integritatis  quam  eloquentia  laude 

commendatus 

^que  omnium  utcunq.  inter  fe  alioqui  diffidentiura 

Aures  atque  animos  attraxit 

Annoque  deinum  m.dcc.xiii.   regnante  Anna 

Felicifiima,   florentilfimasque  memorix    regina 

Ad  prolocutoris  cathedram 

Coramuni  fenatiis  univerfi  voce  defignatus  eftj 

Quod  inunus 

Cum  nuUo  tempore  non  difficile 

Tum  illo  ceite  negot  is 

Et  varus  et  lubncis  et  implicatus  difHcillimura 

Cum  dignitatt  fuftinuit. 

Honores  alios,  et  omnia,  qusefibi  in  lucrum  cederent, 

munera 

Sedulo  uetredlavit 

Ut  rei  totus  inllrviret  publicse 

Julli  redique  ten  ax 

Et  fide  in  patriam  incorrupta  notus. 

Ubi  omnibus,  qua;  virum  civimque  bonum  decent 

officiis  fatis  ftrciiFet, 
Paulatim  fe  a  publicis  confiliis  in  otium  recipiens 

Inter  literarum  amoenitates. 

Inter  ante-artae  vita;  haud  infuaves  recordationes. 

Inter  amicorum  convicTius  et  ainplcxus 

Honoritice  confenuit, 

Et  bonis  omnibus,  quibus  chariirimus  vixit, 

Defideratidimus  obiit. 

PARAPHRASE  OF  THE  ABOVE  EPITAPH. 

BY  DR.  JOHNSON  *, 

Thsu  who  furvey'ft  thefe  walls  with  curious  eye, 
i'auie  at  this  tomb  where  Hanmer 's  alhes  lie; 
His  various  worth  through  varied  life  attend, 
And  iearn  his  virtues  while  thou  niouru'lt  his  end. 

His  force  of  genius  burn'd  in  early  youth. 
With  thirft  of  knowledge,  and  with  love  of  truth; 
His  learning,  join'd  with  each  endearing  art, 
Chann'd  ev'ry  ear,  and  gain'd  on  cv'ry  heart. 

Thus  early  wife,  th'  endanger'd  realm  to  aid. 
His  country  call'd  him  from  the  Uudious  fliade  ; 
In  life's  lirft  bloom  his  public  toils  began. 
At  once  commenc'd  the  fenator  and  man. 

In  bulinels  dext'rous,  weighty  in  debate. 
Thrice  ten  long  years  he  labour'd  for  tlie  itate  ; 
In  every  fpcech  perfuafive  wifdoTi  llow'd. 
In  every  aft  refulgent  virtue  giow'd  : 
Sufpended  faclion  ceasM  from  rage  and  ftrife, 
'lo  hear  his  eloquence,  and  praiiV  his  I'le. 

Kefuilels  inent  tix'd  the  lenate's  choice. 
Who  haii'd  him  Speaker  with  united  voice. 


*  This  Paraphrafe it  inferted in M>s.  Williams'' t 
Mifccllanies.  The  Latin  is  there  foid  to  be  nxirit- 
ten  by  Dr.  Friend.  Of  the  pet  fen  nvhfe  7nemory 
it  celebrates,  a  copious  account  may  befeen  in  the 
Appendix  to  the  Supplement  to  the  Biographi* 
£  ritannica. 
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llluftilousage  1  how  bright  thy  glories  Ihone, 
While   Hanmer  fiU'd  the  chair — and   Anne  the 
throne  '. 

Then  when  darkartsobfcurM  each  tierce  debate, 
When  mutual  frauds  perplex'd  the  maze  of  ftate, 
The  moderator  firmly  mild  appear'd — 
Beheld  with  love — with  veneration  heard. 

This  ta(k  performed — he  fought  no  gainful  poft, 
Nor  wifli'd  to  glitter  at  his  country's  co!t ; 
Strift  on  the  ri^ght  he  fix'd  his  lledt'alt  eye, 
With  temperate  zeal  and  wife  anxiety  ; 
Nor  e'er  from  virtue's  paths  was  iur'd  afide. 
To  pluck  the  flow'rs  of  pleafure,  or  of  pride. 
Her  gifts  defpis'd,  corruption  bhith'd  and  fled. 
And  fame  purfu'd  him  where  conviaion  led. 

Age  caird,  at  length,  his  acT:ive  mind  to  reft, 
With  honour  fated,  and  with  cares  opprell ; 
To  letter'd  eafe  retir'd  and  honeft  mirth, 
To  rural  grandeur  and  domeftic  worth  : 
Delighted  flill  to  pleafe  mankind,  or  mend. 
The  patriot's  fire  yet  fparklcd  in  the  friend. 

Calm  confciencethen,  his  former  life  lurvey'd, 
And  recolledled  toils  endear'd  the  fliade. 
Till  nature  call'd  him  to  the  general  doom, 
And  virtue's  forrow  dignified  his  tomb. 

TO  MISS  HICKMAN  *, 

PLAYING    ON    THE    SPINNET. 

IBright  Stella,  form'd  for  univerfal  reign, 
Too  well  you  know  to  keep.the  Haves  you  gam  ; 
When  in  your  eyes  refiftlefs  lightnings  play,       -^ 
Aw'd  into  love  our  conquer'd  hearts  r'--- 
And  yield  reludlant  to  defpotic  Iway : 
But  when  your  muiic  fuoths  the  raging  paui, 
We  bid  propitious  Ileav'ii  prolong  your  rei 
We  blefs  the  tyrant,  and  we  hr:g  the  chair 

When  old  Timotheus  (truck  the  vocal  ftnng, 
iftmbition's  fury  fir'd  the  Grecian  king  : 
Unbounded  projefts  lab'ring  in  his  muid,^ 
He  pants  for  room  in  one  poor  world  coiifin'd. 
Thus  wak'd  to  rage,  by  mufic's  dreadful  pow'r 
He  bids  the  fword  deflroy,  the  flame  devour. 
Had  Stella's  gentle  touches  mov'd  the  lyre, 
Soon  had  the  monarch  felt  a  nobler  fire  : 
No  more  delighted  with  deftrudlive  war. 
Ambitious  only  now  to  pleafe  the  fair  ; 
Refigu'd  histhirft  of  empire  to  her  charms. 
And  found  a  thoufand  worlds  in  Stella's  arms. 

PARAPHRASE 

OF    PROVERBS,    CHAP.    VI.      VERSES    6, II. 

"  Go  to  the  Ant,  thou  Sluggard^." 

Turn  on  the  prudent  ant  thy  beedlefs  eyes, 
Obferve  iier  labours,  lluggard,  and  be  wife  : 

*  T/.'cfe  liner,  ivhicb  hai:e  been  communicated 
by  Dr.  Tiirtcn,  fon  to  Mrs.  Tiirtu/i,  the  lady  to 
tvhom  they  are  addre/J'cd  by  lier  maiden  ?iame  of 
Hiclvian^mafi  have  been,  written  at  Isaft  as  early 
us  the  year  1734,  as  that  was  the  year  of  her 
f/iarriage :  at  hoiu  much  earlier  a  period  cf 
yohnj'oti'j  life  they  may  ha-ve  been  writteft,  is  not 
known. 

f  l/i  Mrs.  H'ili'ains's  Mifccllanies,  but  no'w 
frinte''  ft  om  the  origituil  in  Johafons  oivn  hand- 
luriti-S- 


ngs  play,  ~) 

ts  obey,  J- 

ly:  J 

pain,  "1 

reign,  i. 

ain.  J 


F   JOHNSON". 

No  ftern  command,  nO' monitory  voicef 
Prefcribes  her  duties,  or  diredis  her  choice  ; 
Yet  timely  provident,  ihe  haftes  away, 
To  fnatch  the  blelhngsof  the  plenteous  day; 
When  fruitful  Summer  loads  the  teeming  plain^ 
She  crops  the  harveft,  and  Aie  ftores  the  grain. 
How  long  fliall  floth  ufurp  thy  ufelefs  hours, 
Unnerve  thy  vigour,  and  enchain  thy  pow'rs  ? 
While  artful  fhades  thy  downy  couch  enclofe. 
And  foft  folicitation  courts  repofe. 
Amidft  the  drowfy  charms  of  dull  delight. 
Year  chafes  year  with  unremitted  flight. 
Till  want  now  following,  fraudulent  and  flow. 
Shall  fpring  to  feize  thee  like  an  ambufli'd  foe. 

HORACE, 

LIB.  IV.    ODE  VII.    TRANSLATED. 

The  fnow  diflblv'd,  no  more  i-s  feen. 
The  fields  and  Woods,  behold  1  are  green^ 
The  changing  year  renevirs  the  plain, 
The  rivers  know  their  banks  again. 
The  fprightly  nymph  and  naked  grace 
The  mazy  dance  together  trace. 
The  changing  year's  fucceflive  plan 
Proclaims  mortality  to  man. 
Rough  Winter's  blafts  to  Spring  give  vvay, 
Spring  yields  to  Summer's  fovereign  ray  ; 
Then  Summer  finks  in  Autumn's  reign. 
And  Winter  chills  the  world  again  : 
Her  lolTes  foon  the  moon  fupplies, 
But  wretched  man,  when  once  he  lies 
VVhere  Priam  and  his  Ions  are  laid, 
Is  nought  but  aQies  and  a  fliade. 
Who  knows  if  Jove,  who  counts  our  fcore, 
Will  tofs  us  in  a  morning  more  ? 
What  with  our  friend  you  nobly  fliare 
At  leaft  you  refcue  from  your  heir. 
Not  you  Tofquatu«,  boalt  of  Rome, 
When  Minos  once  has  fix'd  your  doom. 
Or  eloquence,  or  fplendid  birth. 
Or  virtue,  iTiall  reflore  to  earth. 
Hippolytus,  unjuftly  flain, 
Diana  calls  to  life  in  vain  ; 
Nor  can  the  might  of  Thefeus  rend 
The  chains  of  hell  that  hold  his  friend. 
Noveinber  1784. 

ON  SEEING  A  BUST  OF  MRS.  MONTAGUE. 

Had  this  fair  figure  which  this  frame  difplays, 
Adorn'd  in  Roman  time  the  brightelt  days. 
In  every  dome,  in  every  facred  place. 
Her  Itatue  would  liave  bieath'd  an  added  grace. 
And  on  its  bafis  would  have  been  enrolTd, 
"  This  is  Minerva,  caft  in  virtue's  mould." 


TI?efolloiuing  Tranjlations,  Parodies,  and  Bur-~ 
lefque  Verjes,  mq/t  of  them  extempore,  are  tak^ 
en  from  Anecdotes  of  Dr.  fohrifon,  publifhed'^ 
by  Mrs.  Pio'^ti,  (forvierly  Mrs.  TJ.'rale)  i^ 
8-..0,  17S5. 


AN.4.CRE0N,  ODE  IX. 

LovF.tY  courier  of  the  flcy, 
Whence  .ind  whither  doft  thou  fly? 
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:att'ring,  as  thy  pinions  play, 
iquid  fragrance  all  the  way  : 
i  it  bufmers  ?    is  it  love  ? 
'ell  me,  tell  me,  gentle  dove. 

Soft  Anacreon's  vows  I  hear, 
'ows  to  Myrtale  the  fair  ; 
rrac'd  with  all  that  charms  the  heart, 
(lulhing  nature,  fmiling  arc. 
^enus,  courted  by  an  ode, 
)n  the  bard  her  dove  beftow'd : 
'efted  witli  a  mafter's  right, 
Jovv  Anacreon  rules  my  flight ; 
[is  the  letters  that  you  fee, 
Veighty  charge,  confign'd  tj  me  ; 
rhii.k  not  yet  ray  ferviceTiard, 
bylefs  talk  without  reward; 
Smiling  at  my  matter's  gates, 
TCedom  my  return  awaits; 
iut  the  liberal  grant  in  vain. 
rempts  me  to  be  wild  again, 
/an  a  prudent  dove  decline 
llifstul  bondage  fuch  as  mine  ? 
)ver  hills  and  fields  to  roam, 
'ortune's  gueft  without  a  home  ; 
Jnder  leaves  to  hide  one's  head, 
lightly  flielter'd,  coarfely  fed  : 
ifow  my  better  lot  beftow^s 
weet  repaft,  and  foft  repofe  ; 
Tow  the  generous  bowl  I  lip' 
lS  it  leaves  Anacreon's  lip  : 
i'^oid  of  care,  and  free  from  dread, 
'rem  his  Sngers  fnatch  his  bread  ; 
'hen  with  lufcious  plenty  gay, 
.ound  his  chamber  dance  and  play; 

If  from  wine  as  courage  fprings, 

I'er  his  face  extend  my  wings; 

nd  when  feaft  and  frolic  tire, 

'fop  afleep  upon  his  lyre. 

his  is  all,  be  quick  and  go, 

lore  than  all  thou  canft  not  know  ; 

et  me  now  my  pinions  ply, 

have  chatter'd  like  a  pyc. 


LINES 

ritten  in  ridicule  of  certain  Poems fpiiblijljed 

'heresoe'er  I  turn  my  view, 
11  is  ttraiige,  yet  nothing  nevv  ; 
:»dlefs  labour  all  along, 
adlefs  labour  to  be  wrong  ; 
irafe  that  time  has  flung  away, 
ncouth  words  in  difarray, 
■'ick'd  in  antique  rufFand  bonnet, 
^e,  acdcietfy,  and  fonnet. 

1      PARODY  OF  A  TRANSLATION 

FROM  THE  MEDEA  OF  EURIPIDES. 


1 


tlR  fliall  they  not,  who  refolute  explore 
jiTiines  gloomy  backward  wiih  judicious  eyes; 


And  fcanning  right  the  pratflices  of  yore. 
Shall  deem  our  hoar  progenitors  unwife. 

They  to  the  dome  where  fmoke  with  curling  play 
Annoiinc'd  the  dinner  to  the  regions  round, 

Summon'd  the  finger  blythe,  and  harper  gay. 
And  aided  wine  with  dulcet-ftreaming  found. 

The  better  ufe  of  notes,  or  fweet  or  flirill, 
Ey  quivering  llring  or  modulated  wind  ; 

Trumpet  or  lyre — to  their  harlli  bolbms  chill, 
Admiflion  ne'er  had  fought,  or  could  not  lind. 

Oh  I  fend  them  to  the  fallen  manfions  dun. 
Her  balefal  eyes  where  furrow  rolls  around  ; 

Where  gloom-enamour'd  mifchief  loves  to  dwell, 
And   murder,  all   blood-boiter'd,    fchemes  the 
wound. 

When  cates  luxuriant  pile  the  fpacious  diih. 
And  purple  nedlar  glads  the  feftive  hour  ; 

The  gueft,  without  a  want,  without  a  wifh, 
Can  yield  no  room  to  mufic's  foothing  pow'r» 

BURLESQUE 

Of  the  Modern  Verfifications  of  Ancient  Leg6rla 
dary  Tales. 

AN  IMPROMPTU. 

The  tender  infant  meek  and  mild, 

Fell  dovv'n  upon  the  ftone  ; 
The  nurfe  took  up  the  fquealing  childj, 

But  ftill  the  child  fqueal'd  on. 

TRANSLATION 

Of  the  T-MO  Fhji  Sta?K,as  of  the  Song  "  Rio  verde, 
Rio  verde,"  printed  in  Bifoop  Percy's  Reliipiet 
of  Ancient  Englijh  Poetry. 

AN  IMPROMPTU. 

Glassy  water,  glafly  water, 

Down  whofe  current  clear  arid  ftrong, 

Chiefs  confus'd  in  mutual  (laughter. 
Moor  and  Chriftian  roll  along. 

IMITATION  OF  THE  STYLE  OF ^- 

Hermit  hoar,  in  folemn  cell 

Wearing  out  life's  evening  gray  ; 
Strike  thy  bofom  fage,  and  tell 

What  is  blifs,  and  v^^hich  the  way. 

This  I  fpoke,  and  fpeaking  figh'd. 

Scarce  reprefs'd  the  Parting  tear. 
When  the  hoary  fage  reply'd, 

Come,  my  lad,  and  drink  fome  beer, 

BURLESQUE 
OfthefQllo'-Ming  Lines  of  Lope%  de  Fcgdt 

AN  IMPROMPTU. 

Se  acquien  los  leones  vence 
Vcu^e  una  mugsr  hermofa 
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O  el  de  flaco  averguen^e 
O  ella  di  fer  mas  furiofa. 

If  the  man  who  turnips  cries 
Cry  not  v\  hen  his  father  dies, 
'Tis  a  prciof  that  lie  had  rather 
Have  a  turnip  than  his  father. 


THE   WORKS    OF  JOHNSON. 

O'er  ice  the  rapid  Ikaiter  flies, 

With  fport  above  and  death  below; 

Where  mifchief  lurks  in  gay  difguife, 
Thus  lightly  touch  and  quickly  go. 


TRANSLA.TJON 

Of  the  follon.dng  Lines  at  the   End  of  Baretti's 
Eafy  Phrnfeology. 

AN  IMPROMPTU. 

Viva  viva  la  padrona, 
Tutta  bella,  e  tiitta  buona, 
Xa  padrona  e  un  angiolella 
Tutta  buona  e  tutta  bella  ; 
Tutta  bella  e  tutta  buona  ; 
Viva  1  viva  la  padrona  ! 

Long  may  live  my  lovely  Hetty! 
Always  young  and  always  pretty, 
Always  pretty,  always  young. 
Live  my  lovely  Hetty  long  1 
Always  young  and  always  pretty, 
Long  may  live  my  lovely  Hetty  1 

IMPROVISO  TRANSLATION 

Of  the  following  Li/lich  on  the  Duke  of  Modena's 
run?iing  away  from  the  Comet  in  174^  cr  1743- 

Se  al  venir  voftro  i  ptincipi  fe  n'  vanno 
Deh  venga  ogni  di — durate  un  anno. 

If  at  your  coming  princes  difappear. 
Comets  I  come  every  day — and  ftay  a  year. 

IMPROVISO  TRANSLATION 

Ofthefolloiv'mg  Lines  ofMonf.  Eenferade  "  a  fon 
"  lit." 

TiiEATKE  des  ris,  et  despleurs, 
Lit  1  ou  je  nais,  et  ou  je  meiirs, 
Tu  nous  fais  voir  comment  voilins, 
Sont  nos  plaifirs,  et  nos  chagrins. 

Ik  bed  we  laugh,  in  bed  we  cry, 
And  born  in  bed,  in  bed  we  die  ; 
The  near  approach  a  bed  may  fliovv 
Of  human  blifs  to  human  woe. 

EPITAPH  FOR  MR.  HOGARTH. 

The  hand  of  him  here  torpid  lies. 

That  drew  th'  efiential  form  of  grace  ; 

Here  clos'd  in  death  th'  attentive  eyes. 
That  law  the  manners  in  the  face. 

TRANSLATION 

Of  the  following  Lines  ivrltten  u?ider  a  Print  re- 
prefcnti?ig  Perfonsjiaiting. 

SuR  un  mince  chryftal  I'hyver  conduit  leurs  pas 

Le  precipice  eft  fous  la  glace  ; 

Telle  eft  de  nos  plaifirs  la  legere  furfacc, 
Gliflez  mortels ;  n'  appuyez  pas. 


IMPROMPTU  TRANSLATION 

Of  the  Same. 

O'er  crackling  ice,  o'er  gulfs  profound. 
With  nimble  glide  the  Ikaiters  play  ; 

O'er  treacherous  pleafure's  flow'ry  ground 
Thus  lightly  fkim,  and  hafte  away. 

TO  MRS.  THRALE, 
On  her  completing  her  Thirty-fifth  Tear. 

AN  IMPROMPTU. 

Oft  in  danger,  yet  alive. 
We  are  come  to  thirty-five  ; 
Long  may  better  years  arrive, 
Better  years  than  thirty-five. 
Could  philofophers  contrive 
Life  to  ftop  at  thirty-five, 
Time  his  hours  fliould  never  drive 
O'er  the  bounds  of  thirty-five. 
High  to  foar,  and  deep  to  dive. 
Nature  gives  at  thirty-five. 
Ladies,  ftock  and  tend  your  hive. 
Trifle  not  at  thirty-five  ; 
For,  howe'er  we  boaft  and  ftrive. 
Life  declines  from  thirty-five  : 
He  that  ever  hopes  to  thrive 
Muft  begin  by  thirty-Sve  ; 
And  all  who  wifely  wilh  to  wive 
Muft  look  on  Tlirale  at  thirty-five. 

IMPROMPTU 

On  hearing  Mifs,^hrale  confiilting  with  a  FrietJ 
about  a  Convn  and  Hat  fhe  lugs  inclined  1 
wear. 

Wear  the  gown,  and  wear  the  hat, 
Snatch  thy  pleaiures  while  they  laft; 

Hadft  thou  nine  lives,  like  a  cat. 
Soon  thofe  nine  lives  would  be  paft. 

IMPROMPTU  TRANSLATION 

Of  an  Air  in  the  Clemen%a  de  Tito  of  Metajia^ 
beginning,  "  Deh  fe  piacermi  vuoi." 

Would  you  hope  to  gain  my  heart, 
Bid  your  teazing  doubts  depart; 
He  who  blindly  trufts,  will  find 
Faith  from  every  generous  mind  : 
He  who  Itillexpedls  deceit. 
Only  teaches  how  to  cheat. 

TRANSLATION 

Of  a  Speech  of  Aquileio,  in  the  Adriano  of  M 
tnjtajio,  beginning,  "  Tu  che  in  Corte  inv 
"  chiafti." 

Grown  old  in  courts,  thou  art  not  furely  one 
Who  keeps  the  rigid  rules  of  ancient  honour ; 
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Well  Aiill'd  to  footh  a  foe  with  looks  cf  kindncfs, 

To  fink  the  fatal  precipice  before  him, 

And  then  lament  his  fall  with  feeming  friendfhip  : 

Open  to  all,  true  only  to  thyfelf, 

Thou  know'ft  thofe  arts  which  blaft  with  envious 

praife. 
Which  aggravate  a  fault  with  feign'd  excufes, 
And  drive  difcountenanc'd  virtue  Irom  the  throne  : 
That  leave  the  blame  of  rigour  to  the  prince, 
And  of  his  ev'ry  gift  ufurp  the  merit ; 
That  hide  in  feeming  zeal  a  wicked  purpofe, 
And  only  build  upon  another's  ruin. 


T^e  folloiuing  Tranjlatmis  and  Mifcetianeous 
pieces  tioivjirji  colleiled  into  y^Jyufe/i's  ivorks, 
are  taken  from  the  Life  of  Samuel  Johiifony 

I  LL.  D.  puhlifhed  by  fames  Bofwell,  Efq.  in 
3  vols.  j\to.  IJ<)1. 

TRANSLATION  OF  VIRGIL. 

PASTORAL    I. 
Melib<£7tS. 

Now,  Tityrus,  you,  fupinc  and  carelefs  laid. 
Play  on  your  pipe  beneath  this  beechen  fliade  ; 
While  wretched  we  about  the  world  muft  roam, 
A.nd  leave  our  pleafing  fields  and  native  home, 
Here  at  your  eafe  you  fing  your  amorous  flame, 
And  the  wood  rings  with  Amarillis'  name. 
Tityrus. 

Thofe  bleflingf,  friend,  a  deity  beftow'd, 
for  I  (hall  never  think  him  lefs  than  God  ; 
Oft  on  his  altar  fhall  my  firftlings  lie, 
rheir  blood  the  ccnfecrated  ftones  fliall  dye  : 
ie  gave  my  flocks  to  graze  the  flowery  meads, 
\nd  me  to  tunc  at  eafe  th'  unequal  reeds. 
Melibceus. 

My  admiration  only  I  exprell, 
No  fpark  of  envy  harbours  in  my  breafl) 
That  when  confufiono'er  the  country  reigns, 
To  you  alone  this  happy  ftate  remains- 
lere  I,  though  faint  myfelf,  muft  drive  ray  goats, 
■"ar  from  their  ancient  fields  and  hunibie  cots. 
jrhis  fcarce  I  lead,  who  left  on  yonder  rick 
rwo  tender  kids,  the  hopes  of  all  the  flock. 
Ilad  we  not  been  perveife  and  carelefs  grown, 
Irhis  dire  event  by  o.niens  was  forefhown  ; 

(iJur  trees  were  bkfied  by  the  tluindtr  Hroke,  "J 
ind  left-hand  crows,  from  an  old  hollow  oak,  '- 
"oretold  the  coming  evil  by  their  difmal  croak, J 

TRANSLATION  OF  HORACE, 

BOOK  I.     ODE  XXII. 

'he  man,  my  friend,  whofe  confcious  heart 
'   W'ith  virtue's  facred  ardour  glows, 
>^or taints  with  death  the  envenoin'd  dart, 
Nor  needs  the  guard  of  Moorifli  bows : 

f  'hough  Scythla's  icy  cliffs  he  treads,  ' 

I I  Or  horrid  Afric's  faithlefs  fands ; 
[•r*wherethe  fam'd  Hydafpes  fpreads 

His  liquid  wealth  o'er  barbarous  lands. 


For  while  by  Chloe's  image  charm'd, 
Teo  far  in  Sabine  woods  I  ftray'd  j 

Me  finging,  carelefs  and  unarm VI, 
A  grilly  wolf  furpris'd,  and  fled. 

No  favage  more  portentous  ftain'd 
Apulia's  fpacious  wilds  with  gore  ; 

None  fiercer  Juba's  tliirfty  land, 
Dire  nurfe  of  raging  lions,  bore. 

Place  me  where  no  foft  fummer  gale 
Among  the  quivering  branches  fighs  ; 

Where  clouds  condens'd  for  ever  veil 
With  horrid  gloom  the  frowning  llcies; 

Place  me  beneath  the  burning  line, 
A  clime  deny'd  to  human  race  ; 

ril  fing  of  Chioe's  charms  divine, 

Her  heav'nly  voice,  and  beauteous  face. 

TRANSLATION  OF  HORACE, 

BOOK  II.     ODE  IX. 

Clouds  do  not  always  veil  the  (kies, 
Nor  flioweis  immerfe  the  verdant  plain  • 

Nor  do  the  billows  always  rife. 
Or  ftorras  afliicfl  the  ruffled  main. 

Nor,  Valgius,  on  th'  Armenian  fliores 
Do  the  chain'd  waters  always  freeze  ; 

Not  always  furious  Boreas  roars. 

Or  bends  with  violent  force  the  trees. 

But  you  are  ever  drown'd  in  tears, 
For  Myites  dead  you  ever  mourn; 

No  fetting  Sol  can  eafe  your  care, 
But  finds  you  fad  at  his  return. 

The  wife  experienc'd  Grecian  fage, 
Mourn'd  not  Antilochus  fo  long  ; 

Nor  did  King  Priam's  lioary  age 
So  much  lament  his  flaughter'd  fon. 

Leave  off,  at  length,  thefe  woman's  fighs, 
Auguftus'  numerous  trophies  fing; 

Repeat  that  prince's  victories. 

To  whom  all  nations  tribute  bring. 

Nipbates  rolls  an  humbler  wave, 

At  length  the  undaunted  Scythian  yields, 
Content  to  live  the  Romans'  flave. 

And  fcarce  forfakes  his  native  fields. 


Tranflation  cf  part  of  the  Dialo^ve  between 
Heilor  and  Andromache  ;  from  the  fiAth  Book 
of  Homer' s  Iliad. 

Sue    ccas'd:    then    godlike     Hciflor    anfwer'd 

kind,— 
(His  various  ])Iumage  fporting  in  the  wind) 
That  po.t,  and  all  the  relt,  (liall  be  my  care; 
Bat  fliall  I,  th;  r,  forfake  the  unfinifli'd  war  ? 
How  would   the   Trojans  brand  great  Hedlor's 

name  I 
And  one  bafe  adion  fully  all  my  fame, 
Acquir'd  by  wounds,  and  battles  bravely  fought ! 
Oh  1  how  my  foul  abhors  fo  mean  a  though    t 
•3  ^i  ''J 
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Long  have  I  karn'd  to  flight  this  fleeting  breath, 
And  view  with  cheerful  eves  approaching  death. 
The  inexorable  fifleis  have  decreed 
That  Priam's  houfe,  and  Priam's  felf  fhall  bleed  : 
The  day  fhall  come,  in  vyhich  proud  Troy  lh.\ll 

yield, 
And  fpread  its  fmoking  ruins  o'er  the  field. 
Yet  Hecuba's,  nor  Priam's  hoary  age, 
"Whofe  blood  fhall  quench  fome  Grecian's  thirfty 

rage, 
Nor  my  brave  brothers  that  have  bit  the  ground. 
Their  fouls  difmifs'd  through  many  a  ghaftly  wound, 
Can  in  m.y  hofom  half  that  grief  create, 
As  the  fad  thought  of  your  impending  fate  : 
When  fome  proud  Grecian  dame  ihall  talks  impofe. 
Mimic  your  tears,  and  ridicule  your  woes  : 
Beneath  Hyperia's  waters  fhall  you  fweat. 
And,  fainting,  fcarce  fupport  the  liquid  weight : 
Then  fhall  fome  Argive  loud  infulting  cry, 
Behold  the  wife  of  Hector,  guard  of  Troy  ! 
Tears,  at  my  name,  fhall  drown  thofe  beauteous 

eyes. 
And  that  fair  bofom  heave  with  rifmg  fighs ! 
Before  that  day,  by  fome  brave  hero's  hand. 
May  I  lie  {lain,  and  fpurn  the  bloody  fund  ! 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

ON   HER  BIRTH-DAY  *. 

This  tributary  verfe,  receive,  my  fair. 

Warm  with  an  ardent  lover's  fondeil:  prayer. 

May  this- returning  day  for  ever  find 

Thy  form  more  lovely,  more  adorn'd  thy  mind  ; 

All  pains,  all  cares,  may  favouring  Heav'n  remove. 

All  but  the  fweet  folicitudes  of  love  ! 

May  powerful  nature  join  with  grateful  art. 

To  point  each  glance,  and  force  it  to  tiie  heart ! 

O  then,  when  conquer'd  crowds  confefs  thy  fway, 

When  even  proud  wealth  and  prouder  wit  obty, 

My  fair,  be  mindful  of  the  mighty  truft, 

Alas  !   'tis  hard  for  beauty  to  he  juft. 

Thofe  fovereign  charms  with  flrifteft  care  employ  ; 

Nor  give  the  generous  pain,  th-e  worthlcfs  joy  : 

With  his  own  form  acquaint  the  forward  fool, 

Shown  in  the  faithful  glafs  of  ridicule  ; 

Teach  mimic  ccnfure  her  own  faults  to  find,       "1 

No  more  let  coquettes  to  themfelves  be  Mind,      V 

So  fliall  Belinda's  charms  improve  mankind.      _) 

THE  YOUNG  AUTHOR  f. 

When  firfl  the  peafant,  long  inclin'd  to  roam, 
F^irfakes  his  rural  fports  and  peaceful  linme, 
.I'leas'd  with  the  fcene  the  fmiling  ocean  yields; 
He  fcorns  the  verdant  meads  and  flow'ry  fields  ; 
Then  dances  jocund  o'er  the  watery  way. 
While  the  breeze  whifpers,  and  the  Itreanicrs  play: 

'*    This  icm  made  almoj}  impromptu.,  in  the  prejence 
ef  Mr.  HeMor. 

■\  A'tcralions  in  the  ccpy  printed  in  ths  "  Gentleman  s 
J\da(;a-:ine,"   1 743. 

Vcr.  2,3,4,5. 
Forfakcs  liis  rural  feats  and  peaceful  home, 
Charm'd  with  the  fcene  the  fmiling  ocean  yields. 
He  fcorns  the  flow'ry  vales  and  verdant  fields ; 
Jok;und  he  dances  o'er  the  wat'ry  way. 


Unbounded  profpecfts  in  his  bcfoni  roll, 
And  future  millions  lift  his  rifing  foul : 
In  blifsful  dreams  he  digs  the  golden  mine, 
And  raptur'd  fees  the  nev.-found  ruby  ihine. 
Joys  iniincerc  !  thick  clouds  invade  the  fkies, 
Loud  roar  the  billows,  high  the  waves  arife ; 
Sick'ning  with  fear,  he  longs  to  view  the  fliorc,  'j 
And  vows  to  trufl  the  faithlefs  deep  no  more. 
So  the  young  author,  panting  after  fame, 
j\nd  the  long  honours  of  a  lalling  name, 
Intrufls  his  happiiiefs  to  human  kind, 
Pv'Iore  falfe,  more  cruel,  than  the  feas  or  wind. 
"  Toil  on,  dull  crovA  d,  in  ecflafies  he  cries, 
For  wealth  or  title,  perifliable  prize;  ac 

Wiiile  I  thofe  tranfltory  blefhngs  fcorn, 
Secure  of  praife  from  ages  yet  unborn."  [late. 

This  thought  once   form'd,  all   cotinfel  comes;  too 
He  flics  to  prefs,  and  hurries  on  his  fate; 
Swiftly  he  fees  the  iniagin'd  laurels  fprrad, 
And  feels  the  unfading  wreath  furround  his  head. 
Warn'd  by  anotlier's  fate,  vain  youth,  'ue  wife, 
Thofe  dreams  v/ere  Settle's  once,  and  Ogilby's! 
The  pamphlet  fprtads,  incefTant  hiffcs  rife, 
'J'o  fome  retreat  die  batHed  writer  flies ; 
Where  no  four  critics  Inarl,  no  fneers  molefl. 
Safe  from  the  tart  lampoon,  and  flinging  jell ;  j 
There  begs  of  Heav'n  a  lefs  diflinguifli'd  lot. 
Glad  to  be  hid,  and  proud  to  be  forgot. 

EPILOGUE, 

Intended  to  beii'e  been  fpoken  by   a  Lady.,  ivho  ivas  4 
perfonate  the  Ghojl  qf  Hermoine  \, 


Yr.  blooming  train,  who  give  defpair  or  joy, 
Bltfs  with  a  Imile,  or  with  a  frown  deilroy; 
In  v.'hofe  fair  cheeks  dellrudlive  Cupids  v.'ait. 
And  with  unerring  ihafts  diflributc  fate  ; 
Whole  fnowy  breail;s,  whofe  animated  eyes. 
Each  youth  admires,  though  each  admirer  diesji\ 
Whilil  you  deride  their  pangs  in  barb'rousplay, 
Unpitying  fee  them  weep,  and  hear  then 
And  unrelenting  fport  ten  thoufand  "' 
For  you,  ye  fair,  I  quit  the  gloomy  plains. 
Where  fable  night  in  ail  her  honor  reigns ; 


rb'rousplay,T 
them  pray,  > 
lives  away ; Jj 


Ver.  12.  I 

I,oud  roars  the  tempell,  high  the  billows  rile.        '^ 

Vcr.  15,  16. 

So  the  young  author  panting  for  a  naine. 
And  fir'd  with  j>ieafing  hope  of  endlefs  fame, 

Ver.  15. 
'  Toil  on,  dull  crowd,  in  ecftacy,  he  cries. 

\ex.  21,  22. 
'  While  1  thefe  tranfltory  blcffings  fcorn, 
'  Secure  of  praife  from  nations  yet  unborn.' 

Ver.  24. 
He  plies  the  prefs,  and  hurries  on  his  fate. 

Ver.  26. 
He  feels  th'  unfading  wreath  furround  his  head,  g 

Ver.  23. 
Thefe  dreams  were  Settle's  once  and  Ogilby's. 

Ver.' 3 1,  32. 
Where  no  four  ciitics  damn,  nor  fneers  moleft, 
Safe  from  the  keen  lampoon  and  flinging  jell. 

\  Some  \(ji!ng  laJks  at  Litchfield  ha^jing  propoftai 
ail  "  The  Dijlreffcd  Mother"  John/on  •zurctel/fjl 
and  gaiii  it  to  J\lr,  lienor  to  (oni'ey  piiiintely  toi/p^ 


POEMS. 


^S$ 


No  fragrant  bowers,  no  delightful  glades, 
Receive  th'  unhappy  ghofts  of  fcornful  maids. 
For  kind,  for  tender  nymphs  the  myrtle  blooms, 
Andweavesherbending  boughs  in  plcahng  glooms; 
Perennial  rofes  deck  each  purple  vale, 
And  fcentsambrofial  breathe  in  every  gale  : 
Far  hence  are  banifh'd  vapours,  fpleen,  and  tears, 
Tea,  fcandal,  ivory  teeth,  and  languid  airs; 
No  pug,  nor  favourite  Cupid  there  enjoys 
The  balmy  kifs,  for  which  poor  Thyrfis  dies  ; 
Form'd  to  delight,  they  ufe  no  foreign  arms, 
Nor  torturing  whalebones  pinch  them  into  charms; 
No  confcious  bluflies  there  their  cheeks  inflame. 
For  thofe  who  feel  no  guilt  can  know  no  fhanie ; 
Unfaded  ftill  their  former  charms  they  fhow, 
Around  them  pleafures  wait,  and  joys  forever  new. 
But  cruel  virgins  meet  feverer  fates ; 
Expell'd  and  exil'd  from  the  blifsful  feats. 
To  difmal  realms,  and  regions  void  of  peace. 
Where  furies  ever  howl,  and  ferpents  hifs. 
O'er  the  fad  plains  perpetual  tempefts  f:gh  ; 
And  pois'nous  vapours,  black'ning  all  the  Iky, 
With  livid  hue  the  fajreft  face  o'ercafl:, 
And  every  beauty  withers  at  the  blaif  : 
Where'er  they  fly  their  lover's  ghofts  purfue, 
Inflifting  all  thofe  ills  which  once  they  knew ; 
Vexation,  fury,  jealoufy,  defpair, 
Vex  ev'ry  eye,  and  ev'ry  bofom  tear; 
Their  foul  deformities  by  all  defcry'd. 
No  maid  to  flatter,  and  no  paint  to  hide. 
Then  melt,  ye  fair,  while  crowds  around  you  figh, 
Nor  let  difdain  fit  lowring  in  ycur  eye  ; 
With  pity  foften  every  awful  grace. 
And  beauty  fmile  aufpicious  in  each  face ; 
To  cafe  their  pains  exert  your  milder  power. 
So  fliall  you  guiltlefs  reign,  and  all  mankind  adore" 

FRIENDSHIP : 

AN    ODE. 

Printed  in  the  ^^  Genthmans  Jllaga'zine."    1 743. 

Friendship,  peculiar  boon  of  heaven, 
The  noble  mind's  delight  and  pride, 

To  men  and  angels  only  given, 
To  all  the  lower  world  deny'd. 

While  love,  unknown  among  the  bleft, 

Parent  of  thoufand  wild  defires, 
The'favage  and  the  human  bread 

Torments  ali'se  with  raging  fires. 

With  bright,  but  oft  deftrudive  gleam, 

Alike  o'er  all  his  lightnings  fly, 
Thy  lambent  glories  only  beani 

Around  the  fav'rites  of  the  Iky. 

Thy  gentle  flows  of  guiltlefs  joys 
On  fools  and  villains  ne'ei  dcfccud 


In  vain  for  thee  the  tyrant  fighs, 
And  hugs  a  flatterer  for  a  friend. 

Dirc»5crcfs  of  the  brave  and  jufl:, 

O  guide  us  through  life's  darkfome  way  ! 

And  let  the  tortures  of  miftrufl 
On  felfifli  bofoms  only  prey. 

Nor  fliall  thine  ardours  ccafe  to  glow. 
When  fouls  to  peaceful  climes  remove : 

What  rais'd  our  virtue  here  below. 
Shall  aid  our  happinels  above. 

TO  A  LADY  *, 

WHO    SPOKE  IN   DEFENCE    OF  LIBERTY. 

LiBER  uteflevelim,  fuafifti,  pulchra  Maria, 
Ut  maneam  liber,   pulchra  Maria,  vale. 

AD  LAURAM  PARITURAM  EPIGRAM- 
MA  f. 

Angliacus  inter  pulcherrima  I.aura  puellas, 
Mox  uteri  pondus  depofitura  gra-ve, 

Adfit,  Laura,  tibi  facilis  Lurina  dolenti. 
Neve  tibi  noceat  pranituilTe  Dea2. 

O  (^ui  perpetua  mundum  ratione  gubernas, 

Terrarum  coslique  fator  I 

Disjice  terrenas  nubulas  et  pondera  molis, 
Atque  tuo  fplendore  mica  !     Tu  namque  fercnum, 
Tu  requies  tranquilla  piis.     Te  cernere  finis, 
Principium,  vedor,  dux,  femita,  terminus,  idem. 

O  THOU  whofe  power  o'er  moving  worldsprefides, 

Whofe  voice  created,  and  whofe  wifdom  guides, 

On  darkling  man  in  pure  effulgence  fliine. 

And  cheer  the  clouded  mind  with  light  divine. 

'Tis  thine  alone  to  calm  the  pious  breaft, 

With  filent  confidence  and  holy  reft; 

From  thee,  great  God!    we  ipring,   to  thee  we 

tend, 
Path,  motive,  guide,  original,  and  end. 

EPIGRAM 

ON    GEORGE  II.    AND    COLLEY  CIBBER,    ESq, 
POET  LAOREAT. 

Augustus  ftill  furvives  in  Maro's  ftrain. 
And  Spenfer's  verfe  prolongs  Eliza's  reign, 
Great  George's  acls  let  tuneful  Gibber  fing  ; 
for  nature  form'd  the  poet  for  the  king. 

*  Ml/s  Molly  Apn. 

f  Mr.  HeBor  ivas  prefent  iihen  this  epigram  ivas 
made  improwjjtu.  The  Jirjl  line  ivas  propojld  by  Dr. 
Ja^'rs,  and  Johrfon  luas  called  tipcif  by  lbs  {ompany  ta 
Ji'iiji  if,  'whicb  h  injlanlly  did. 
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PROLOGUE. 

Ye  glitt'nng  train  !  whom  lace  and  velvet  blefs, 
Sufpend  the  toft  Iblicitudes  of  drefs; 
From  grov'ling  bufinefs  and  fuperfluous  care, 
Ye  fons  of  avarice  !   a  moment  fpare  : 
Vot'rie'  of  fame  and  worfhippers  of  pow'r  ! 
Difmifs  the  pleafing  phantoms  for  an  hour. 
Our  daring  bard,  with  fpirit  unconfin'd, 
Spreads  wide  the  mighty  moral  of  mankind. 
Learn  here  how  heav'n  fupports  the  virtuous  mind, 
Daring,  though  calm ;  and  vigorous,  though  re- 

fign'd. 
Learn  here  what  anguifli  racks  the  guilty  breafl. 
In  pow'r  dependent,  in  fuccefs  deprert. 
Learn  here  that  peace  from  innocence  muft  flow  ; 
All  elfe  i«  empty  found,  and  idle  fliow. 

If  truths  like  thefe  with  plealing  language  join; 
Ennobled,  vet  unchang'd,  if  nature  lliine  : 
If  no  wild  draught  depart  from  reafon's  rules, 
Nor  gods  his  heroes,  nor  his  lovers  fools  : 
Intriguing  wits  ;   his  art^efs  plot  forgive  ; 
And  fpare  him,  beauties  1   though  his  lovers  live. 

Be  this  at  leafl  his  praife  ;  be  this  his  pride  ; 
To  force  applaufe  no  modern  arts  are  try'd. 
Should  partial  cat-calls  all  bis  hopes  confound. 
He  bids  no  trumpet  quell  the  fatal  found. 
Should  welcome  fleep  relieve  the  weary  wit. 
He  rolls  no  thunders  o'er  tiie  drowfy  pit. 
No  fnares  to  captivate  the  judgment  I'preads; 
Nor  bribes  youieyes  to  prejudice  your  heads. 
Unmov'd  though  witlings  fneer  and  rivals  ri^l  j 
Studious  to  pleafe.  yet  not  afliam'd  to  fail. 
Hefcorns  the  meek  addrsfs,  the  fuppliant  ftrain, 
"VVith  merit  neeJlefs,  and  without  it  vain. 


In  reafon,  nature,  truth  he  dares  to  truft  s 
Ye  fops,  be  filent  I  and  ye  wits,  be  juft  ! 

ACT  I.— SCENE  L 
DEMETRIUS  and  LEONTIUS  in  Turkilh  HabitSk 

Leontius. 
A:jd  is  it  thus  Demetrius  meets  his  friend. 
Hid  in  the  mean  difguife  of  Turkifli  robes. 
With  fervile  lecrecy  to  lurk  in  fliades. 
And  vent  our  fuff'rings  in  clandeftine  groans? 

Dimctrius. 
Till  breathlefs  fury  retted  from  deftruclion 
Thefe  groans  were  fatal,  theie  difguifes  vain  : 
But  now  our  Turkidi  conquerors  have  quench'd 
Their  rage,  and  pall'd  their  appetite  of  murder  ; 
No  more  the  glutted  fabre  thirds  for  blood. 
And  weary  cruelty  rem.its  her  tortures. 

Leontius. 
Yet  Greece  enjoys  no  gleam  of  tranfient  hope, 
No  foothing  interval  of  peaceful  forrow  ; 
The  luft  ol  gold  fucceeds  the  rage  of  conqueft. 
The  iult  of  gold,  unfeeling  and  remorfelefs  1 
The  laft  corruption  of  degenerate  man  1 
Urg'd  by  th'  imperious  foldier's  fierce  command. 
The  groanii;g  Greeks  break  up  their  golden  ca- 
verns [envy 
Pregnant  with   (lores,  that  India's  mines  might 
Th'  accumulated  wealth  of  toiling  ages. 

Demetrius. 
That  wealth,  too  facred  for  their  country's  ufe  ! , 
That  wealth,  too  plealing  to  be  loft   for   free^ 
dorp ; 


IRENE, 


isi 


That  wealth,  which  granted  to  their   weeping 

prince, 
Had  rarg'd  embattled  nations  at  our  gates : 
But  thus  referv'd  to  lure  the  wolves  of  Turkey, 
Adds  fliame  to  grief,  and  infamy  to  ruin. 
Lamenting  av'ncc  now  too  late  difcovers 
Her  own  negledled,  in  the  public  fafety. 

Leontlui. 
Reproach  not  mifery — The  fons  of  Greece, 
Ill-fated  race  !  fo  oft  befieg'd  in  vain, 
With  falfe  fecurity  beheld  invafion. 
Why  fhould   they  fear? — That  power  that  kind- 
ly fpreads 
The  clouds,  a  fignal  of  impending  fliow'rs. 
To  warn  the  wand'riiig  linnet  to  the  fliade, 
Beheld  without  concel-n  expiring  Greece, 
And  not  one  prodigy  foretold  our  f;ite. 

Demi:trius. 
A  thoufand  horrid  prodigies  foretold  it. 
A  feeble  government,  eluded  laws. 
A  fadious  populace,  luxurious  nobles, 
And  all  the  maladies  of  fiiiking  ftates. 
When  public  viUany,  too  fcrong  for  juflice. 
Shows  his  bold  front,  the  harbinger  of  ruin, 
Can  brave  Leontius  call  for  airy  wonders, 
Which  cheats  interpret,  and  which  fools  regard  ? 
When  fome  neglecfted  fabric  nods  beneath 
The  weight  of  years,  and  totters  to  the  temped, 
Muft  heaven  difpatch  the  meffengers  of  light. 
Or  wake  the  dead  to  warn  us  of  its  fkli  ? 

Leontius. 
Well  might  the  weaknefs  of  our  empire  fink 
Before  fuch  foes  of  more  than  human  force  ; 
Some  pow'r  invifiblc,  from  heav'n  or  hell, 
Conduds  their  armies  and  afferts  their  caufe. 

Dimetrius. 
And  yet,  my  friend,  what  miracles  were  wrought 
Beyond  the  power  of  conltancy  and  couiage  ? 
Did  unrefifted  lightning  aid  their  cannon  ? 
Did   roaring  whirlwinds  fweep  us  from  the  ram- 
parts? 
'Twas  vice   that  fliook   our  nerves,   'twas  vice, 

Leontius, 
That  froze  our  veins,  and  witber'd  all  our  powers. 

Leontius. 
Whate'er  our  crimes,  our  v»  oes  demand  compaf- 

fion. 
Each  night,  proteded  by  the  friendly  darknefs, 
Quitting  my  ciofe  retreat    I  range  the  city, 
And  weei.ing,  kifs  the  venerable  rums: 
With  filent  pangs  I  view  the  tow'ring  domes, 
Sacred    to    prayer,     aad    wander    tkrough     the 

flreets; 
Where  commerce  lavifli'd  unexhaufted  plenty, 
And  jollity  maintain'd  et  'inal  revels.— 

Demetrius. 
."—How  chang'd,  alas  ! — Now  ghaftly  defolation 
.In  triumph  fits  upon  our  fhatter'd  Ipires; 
Now  fuperfiition,  ignorance,  ar^^  error, 
.  Ufurp  our  temples,  and  profane  our  altars. 
Leontius. 
From  ev'ry  palace  bur  It  a  mingled  clamour. 
The  dreadhil  diflbnance  of  barb'rous  triumph, 
Shrieks  of  affright,  and  wailings  of  difireis. 
Oft  when  the  cries  of  violated  beatity 
Arofe  to  heav'n,  and  pierc'd  my  bleeding  breafi, 
I  felt  thy  pains,  and  trembled  for  Aipalia. 


DemetretiS. 
Afpafia  !  fpare  that  lov'd,  that  mournful  names 
Dear  haplcfs  maid— tempeltous  grief  o'trbears 
My  reafoning  pow'rs — Dear,  haplefs,  loft  Afpafia! 

Leontius. 
Sufpend  the  thought. 

Demeiiiut. 
All  thought  on  her  is  madnefs: 
Yet  let  me  think — I  fee  the  helplcfs  maid, 
Behold  tiie  monlters  gaze  with  lavage  rapture. 
Behold  how  lult  and  rapine  ftruggle  round  her. 

Leontius. 
Awake,  Demetrius,  from  this  difmal  dream, 
Sink  not  beneath  imaginary  forrows; 
C:II  to  your  aid  your  courage,  and  your  wifdom; 
Think  on  the  fudden  change  of  human  fcenes ; 
Think  on  the  various  accidents  of  war; 
Think  on  the  mighty  pow'r  of  awful  virtue  ; 
Think  on  that  providence  that  guards  the  good. 

Demetrius. 
O  Providence  !  extend  thy  care  to  me. 
For  courage  droops  unequal  to  the  combat. 
And  weak  philofophy  denies  her  fuccours. 
Sure  fome  kind  fabre  in  the  heat  of  battle. 
Ere  yet  the  foe  found  leifure  to  be  cruel, 
Difmifs'd  her  to  the  flcy. 

Leontius. 

Some  virgin  martyr, 
Perhaps,  enamour'd  of  refembling  virtue. 
With  gentle  hand  reftraio'd  the  itrearas  of  life. 
And  (hatclf d  her  timely  from  her  country's  fate. 

•  Demetrius. 

From  thofe  bright  regions  of  eternal  day, 
Where  now  thou  fliin'lt  among  thy  fellow-faints, 
Array'd  in  purer  light,  look  down  on  me  : 
In  plealmg  vifions,  and  afiuafive  dreams, 

0  footh  my  foul,  and  teach  me  how  to  lofe  thee, 

Leiniius. 
Enough  of  unavailing  tears,  Demetrius; 

1  came  obedient  to  thy  friendly  lumraons. 

And  hoj)'d  to  lliare  thy  counfels,  not  thy  forrows: 
While  thus  we  mourn  the  fortune  of  Afpafia, 
To  wiiat  are  we  referv'd  ? 

Demetrius. 

To  wnat  I  know  not : 
But  hope,  yet  hope,  to  happinels  and  honour^ 
If  happinefs  can  be  without  Afpafia. 

Leontius. 
But  whence  this  new-lumng  hope  '. 

Demetrius. 

From  Call  Bafla : 
The  chief,  whofe  wifdom  guides  the  I'urkilli  coun- 
fels. 
He,  tir'd  of  flav'ry,  though  the  higiicft  (lave, 
I'rojetfls  at  once  our  freedom  and  his  own  ; 
And  bids  us  thus  difgnis'd  await  him  here. 

Leeniius. 
Can  he  refiore  the  (fate  he  could  not  favc  ? 
In  vain,  when  Turkey's  troops  alFail'd  our  walls, 
His  kind  intelligence  betray 'd  their  meafnres  ; 
Their  arms  prevail'd,  though  Call  was  our  friend. 

Demetrius. 
When  the  tenth  fun  had  let  upon  our  forrows, 
At  midnight's  private  hour  a  voice  unknown 
Sounds  in  my  deeping  ear,  "  Aw.ike,  Dein'-trius, 
"  Awake,  and  follow  me  to  better  fortunes ;" 
I   Surprised  I  ftart,  and  blefs  the  happy  dte^mj 
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Then  roufing  know  the  fiery  Chief  Abdalla, 
Whofe  quick  impatience  feiz'd  my  doubtful  hand, 
And  led  me  to  the  fliore  v-ihere  Cali  flood, 
Penfive  and  lift'ning  to  the  beating  furge. 
There  in  foft  hints  and  in  ambiguous  phrafe, 
With  all  the  diffidence  of  long  experience, 
That  oft  had  pradtis'd  fraud,  and  oft  detetled, 
The  vet'ran  courtier  half  reveal'd  his  projedl. 
By  his  command,  equipp'd  for  fpeedy  flight, 
Deep  in  a  winding  creek  a  galley  lies, 
Mann'd  with  the  braveft  of  our  fellow  captives, 
Seleifled  by  my  care,  a  hardy  band, 
That  long  to  hail  thee  chief. 

Leontiui. 

But  what  avails 
So  fmall  a  force  ?  or  why  fhould  Cali  fly  ? 
Or  how  can  Call's  flight  reftore  our  country  ? 

Demetrius. 
Referve  thefe  queftions  for  a  fafer  hour. 
Or  hear  himfelf,  for  fee  the  BaflTa  comes. 

SCENE  II. 

DEMETRIUS,  LEONTIUS,  CALI  BASSA. 

Cali. 
Kow  fummon  all  thy  foul,  illuftriousChriftian  \ 
Awake  each  faculty  that  fleeps  within  thee. 
The  courtier's  policy,  the  fage's  firmnels, 
The  warrior's  ardour,  and  the  patriot's  zeal ; 
If  chafing  paft  events  with  vain  purfuit, 
Orwand'ring  in  the  wilds  of  future  b?ing, 
A  Angle  thought  now  rove,  recal  it  home. 
But  can  thy  friend  fuftain  the  glorious  caufe, 
The  caufe  of  liberty,  the  caufe  of  nations } 

Demetrius. 
Obferve  him  clofely  with  a  ftatefman's  eye, 
Thou  that  haft  long  perus'd  the  draughts  of  na- 
ture. 
And  know'ft  the  charaflers  of  vice  and  virtue, 
Left  by  the  hand  of  heav'n  on  human  clay. 

Cali. 
His  mien  is  lofty,  his  demeanour  great, 
Nor  fprightly  foUy  wantons  in  his  air, 
Nor  dull  ferenity  becalms  his  eyes. 
Such  had  I  tiuflcd  once  as  loon  as  fcen. 
But  cautious  age  I'ufpeifts  the  flatt'ring  form, 
And  only  credits  what  experience  tells. 
Has  filence  prefs'd  her  feal  upon  his  lips? 
Does  adamantine  faith  inveft  his  heart  ? 
Will  he  not  bend  beneath  a  tyrant's  frown  ? 
Will  he  not  melt  before  ambition's  fire  ? 
Will  he  not  foftenin  a  friend's  embrace  ? 
Or  flow  difTolving  in  a  woman's  tears? 

Demetrius. 
Sooner  thefe  trembling  leaves  fliall  find  a  voice, 
And  tell  the  fecrets  of  their  confcious  walks  ; 
Sooner  the  breeze  fliall  catch  the  flying  founds. 
And  fliock  the  tyrant  with  a  tale  of  treafon. 
Your  flaughter'd  multitudes  that  fwell  the  fhore. 
With  monuments  of  death  proclaim  his  courage  ; 
Virtue  and  liberty  engrofs  his  foul. 
And  leave  nu  place  for  perfidy  or  fear. 

Lecntius. 
I  fcorn  a  truft  unwillingly  repos'd  ; 
Demetrius  will  not  lead  me  to  difliononr  : 
Confult  in  private,  call  me  when  your  Icheme 
Isrii)e  for  adion,  an<i  demands  the  iword.  {Goings 
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Demetrius. 

Leontius,  flay. 

Cali. 
Forgive  an  old  man's  weaknefs, 
And  fiiare  the  deepeft  fecrets  of  my  foul. 
My  wrongs,  my  fears,  my  motives,  my  defigns.— 
When  unfuccefsful  wars,  and  civil  faftions, 
Erabroil'd  the  Turkifh  {late — our  fultan's  father 
Great  Amurath,  at  my  requeft,  forfook 
The  cloifter's  eai'e,  refum'd  the  tott'ring  throne, 
And  inatch'd  the  reigns  of  abdicated  pow'r 
From  giddy  Mahomet's  unikilful  hand. 
This  fir'd  the  youthful  king's  ambitious  breafl:. 
He  murmurs  vengeance  at  the  name  of  Cali, 
And  dooms  niy  rafli  fidelity  to  ruin. 

Demetrius. 
Unhappy  lot  of  all  that  fliine  in  courts ; 
For  forc'd  compliance,  or  for  zealous  virtue, 
Still  odious  to  the  monarch  or  the  people. 

Cali. 
Such  are  the  woes  when  arbitrary  pow'r, 
And  lawlefspaflion  hold  the  fword  of  jufl;ice. 
If  there  be  any  land,  as  fame  reports, 
Where  common  lawsrefl;rain  the  prince  and  fub» 

jea, 

A  happy  land,  where  circulating  pow'r 
Flows  through  each  member  of  th'  embodied  ftate, 
Sure,  not  unconfcious  of  the  mighty  blefling. 
Her  grateful  fons  fliine  bright  with  ev'ry  virtue  ; 
Untainted  with  the  luft:  of  innovation. 
Sure  all  unite  to  hold  her  league  of  rule 
Unbroken  as  the  facred  chain  of  nature, 
That  links  the  jarring  elements  in  peace. 

Letntius. 
But  fay,  great  Bafla,  why  the  fultan's  anger. 
Burning  in  vain,  delays  the  ftroke  of  death  ? 

Cali. 
Young,  and  unfettled  in  his  father's  kingdoms, 
Fierce  as  he  was,  he  dreaded  to  deftroy 
The  empire's  darling,  and  the  foldier's  boaft  ; 
But  nowconfirm'd,  and  fwelling  with  his  conquefts, 
Secure  he  tramples  my  declining  fame. 
Frowns  nnreltrain'd,  and  dooms  me  with  his  eyes. 

Demetrius. 
What  can  reverfe  thy  doom  ? 
Cali. 
The  tyrant's  death. 

Demetrius. 
But  Greece  is  ftill  forgot. 

Cali, 

On  Afia's  coafl:. 
Which  lately  blefs'd  my  gentle  government. 
Soon  as  the  fultan's  unexpected  rate 
Fills  all  til'  aftonifli'd  empire  with  confufion. 
My  policy  fliall  raife  an  eafy  throne  ; 
The  Turkifli  pow'rs  from  Europe  fliall  retreat, 
And  harafs  Greece  no  more  with  wafteful  war. 
A  galley  mann'd  with  Greeks,  thy  charge  Le« 

'ontius,     » 
Attends  to  waft  us  to  repofe  and  fafety. 

Demetrius. 
That  veflel,  if  obferv'd,  alarms  the  court, 
And  gives  a  thoufand  fatal  queftions  birth  ; 
Why  ftor'd  for  flight  ?  and  why  prepar'd  by  Cali? 

Cali. 
This  hour  I'll  beg,  with  unfufpeifled  face. 
Leave  to  perfona  my  pilgrimage  to  Mecca; 
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Which  granted,  hides  my  purpofe  from  the  world, 
And,  though  refus'd,  conceals  it  from  the  I'ultan. 

Demttrius. 
How  can  a  firgle  hand  attempt  a  life 
Which  armies  guard,  and  citadels  enclufe  ? 

Call. 
Forgetful  of  command,  with  captive  beauties, 
Far  from  his  troops,  he  toys  his  hours  away. 
A  rovitig  foldier  leiz'd  in  Sophia's  temple 
A  virgin  fliining  with  diitinguifli'd  charms, 
And  brought  his  beauteous  plunder  to  the  Sultan. 

Ltmetiius. 
In  Sophia's  temple  I — What  alarm  ! — Proceed. 

Call. 
The  fultan  gaz'd,  he  wonder'd,  and  he  lov'd ; 
In  paflion  lolt,  he  bade  the  conquering  fair 
Renounce  her  faith,  and  be  the  queen  of  Turkey  ; 
The  pious  inaid,  with  inodeft  indignation, 
Threw  back  the  glitt'ring  bribe. 
Demeirhis. 
Celeltial  goodnefs '. 
It  muftj  it  muft  be  flie  ;  her  name  ? 
Call. 
Afpafia. 
Demetrius. 
What  hopes,  what  terrors  rufli  upon  my  foul  ! 
O  lead  me  quickly  to  the  fcene  of  fate  ; 
Break  through  the  politician's  tedious  forms, 
Afpalia  calls  me,  let  me  tly  to  fave  her. 

Leontius. 
Did  Mahomet  reproach  or  praife  her  virtue  ? 

Call. 
His  offers  oft  repeated,  ftill  refus'd, 
At  length  relvindled  his  accultom'd  fury,  [whifper 
And  chang'd  th'  endearing    fmile   and   am'rous 
To  threats  of  torture,  death,  and  violation. 

Demetrius. 
Thefe  tedious  narratives  of  frozen  age 
Diftratfl  my  foul,  difpatch  thy  ling'ring  tale  ; 
Say,  did  a  voice  from  heaven  reftrain  tjie  tyrant  ? 
iJid  interpofmg  angels  guard  her  from  hiiu  ? 

Call. 
Juil  in  the  moment  of  impending  fate, 
Another  plund'rer  brought  the  bright  Irene  ; 
Of  equal  beauty,  but  of  lofter  mien. 
Fear  m  her  eye,  lubniiflion  on  her  tongue. 
Her  mournful  charms  attracted  his  regards, 
Difarm'd  his  rage,  and  in  repeated  vifits 
Gain'd  all  his  heart ;   at  length  his  eager  love 
To  her  transferred  the  offer  of  a  crown. 

Leoniius. 
Nor  found  again  the  bright  temptation  fail  ? 

Ca'.i. 
Trembling  to  grant,  nor  daring  to  refufe. 
While  heav'n  and  Mahomet  divide  her  fears, 
With  coy  carefles  and  with  pleafing  wiles 
She  feeds  his  hopes,  and  (ooths  him  to  delay. 
For  her  repofe  is  banifli'd  from  the  night 
And  bufinefs  from  the  day.     In  her  apartments 

He  lives. 

Lecntius. 
And  there  muft  fall. 
Cali. 
But  yet  th'  attempt 


Is  hazardous. 


Lcohtins, 
Fo'bcu  to  fj;ieak  of  hazards  j 


What  has  the  wretch  that  lias  furviv'd  his  country, 
His  friends,  his  liberty,  to  hazard  ? 
Can. 

Life. 
Demetrius. 
Th'  ineftimable  privilege  ot  breathing  I 
Important  hazard  '.  What's  that  airy  bubble 
When   weigh'd  with  Greece,  with  virtue,  with 

Afpafia  ? 
A  floating  atom,  duft  that  falls  unheeded 
Iiito  the  adverfe  fcale,  nor  fliakes  the  balance. 
Cali. 

At  leaft  this  day  be  calm. If  we  fucceed, 

Afpafia's  thine,  and  all  thy  life  is  rapture.— 
Seel   Multapha,  the  tyrant's  minion,  comes ; 
Invert  Leontius  with  his  new  command; 
And  wait  Abdalla's  uiifufpefted  vilits: 
Remember  freedom,  glory,  Greece,  and  love. 

[Exeunt  Demetrius  and  Leontius« 

SCENE  III. 

CALI,    MUSTAPHA. 
Mujlapha. 

By  what  enchantment  does  this  lovely  Greek 
Hold  in  her  chains  the  captivated  fultan  ? 
He  tires  his  fav'rites  with  Irene's  praife. 
And  leeks  the  fliades  to  mufe  upon  Irene  ; 
Irene  iteals  unheeded  from  his  tongue, 
And  mingles  unperceiv'd  with  ev'ry  thought. 

Cali. 
Why  fliould  the  fultan  fliun  the  joys  of  beauty. 
Or  arm  his  brealt  againll  the  force  of  love  ? 
Love,  that  with  fweet  viciffilude  relieves 
The  warrior's  labours,  and  the  monarch's  cares. 
But  will  Ihe  yet  receive  the  faith  of  Mecca? 

Thofe  pow'rful  tyrants  of  the  female  breaft, 
Fear  and  ambition,  urge  her  to  compliance  ; 
Drei's'din  each  charm  of  gay  magniricence, 
Alluring  grandeur  courts  her  to  his  arms, 
Religion  calls  her  from  the  wifli'd  embrace. 
Paints  future  joys,  and  poiuts  to  dillant  glories, 

Cali. 
Soon  will  th'  unequal  conteft  be  decided. 
Piolpefts  obfcur'd  by  diilance  faintly  ftrike  ; 
Each  plealurc  brightens  at  its  near  approach. 
And  every  danger  lliocks  with  double  horror. 

Mujiapiia. 
How  fhall  I  fcorn  the  beautiful  apoftate  I 
How  will  the  bright  Afpalia  fliine  above  her  ! 

Cali. 
Should  (lie,  for  profelytes  are  always  zealous, 
With  pious  v.armth  receive  our  prophet's  law— 

JSh.Jlai'ha. 
Heav'n  will  contemn  the  mercenary  fervour. 
Which  love  of  greatnefs,  not  of  truth,  inllames. 

Cali. 
Ccafe,  ceafe  thy  cenfures,  for  the  fultan  comes 
Alone,  with  aui'roushalte  to  feek  his  love. 

SCENE  IV. 

I\Iahomet,  Cali  Bassa,  Mustapha. 

Cali. 
Hail,  terror  of  the  monarchs  of  the  world, 
L'iilln.ken  be  thy  throne  a;  caith'sfirmbafe, 
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Live  till  the  fun  forgets  to  (lart  his  beams, 
And  weary  planets  loiter  in  their  courfes. 

Mahomet. 
But,  Cali,  let  Irene  fljare  thy  prayers; 
For  what  is  length  of  days  without  Irene  ? 
I  come  from  empty  noife,  and  taltelefs  pomp. 
From  crowds  that  hide  a  monarch  from  himfelf, 
To  prove  the  fvveets  of  privacy  and  friendfhip, 
And  dwell  upon  the  beauties  of  Irene. 

Cali. 
O  may  her  beauties  laft  unchang'd  by  time. 
As  thofe  that  blefs  the  raanfions  of  the  good. 

Muhomet. 
Each  realm  where  beaut)  turns  the  graceful  fliape, 
Swells  the  fair  breaft  or  animates  the  glance, 
Adorns  my  palace  with  its  brigheft  virgins ; 
Yet  unacquainted  withthefe  loft  emotions 
f  walk'd  I'uperior,  through  the  blaze  of  charms,. 
Prais'd  without  rapture,  left  without  regret. 
Why  rove  I  now,  when  abfent  from  my  fair, 
From  folitudeto  crowds,  from  crowds  to  folitude, 
Still  reftlefs,  till  I  cLifp  the  lovely  ma-^d, 
And  eafe  my  loaded  foul  upon  her  bofoni  ? 

MuJ'apha. 
Forgive,  great  fultan,  that  intrufive  duly 
Inquires  the  final  doom  of  .Menodorus, 
The  Grecian  counfellor. 

JVIabomet. 
Go  fee  him  die ; 
His  martial  rhet'rir  ta'jght  the  Greeks  refiHance ; 
Had  they  prevaird,  1  ne'er  had  known  Irene. 

\_Exit  Muilapha. 

SCENE  V. 

MAHOMET,  CALI. 
Mahoi.ict. 

Remote  from  tumult,  in  th'  adjoining  palace, 
Thy  care  fiiall  guard  this  trcafure  of  my  foul ; 
There  let  Afpafia,  lince  my  fair  entreats  it. 
With  corverfe  cliafc  the  melanclioly  moments. 
Snre,  chiil'd  with  fixty  winter  camps,  thy  blood 
At  fight  of  female  charms  v/ill  glow  no  more. 

Cill. 
Thefe  years,  unconquer'd  Mahomet,  demand 
Defires  more  pure,  and  other  cares  than  love. 
Long  have  I  wilh'd,  before  our  prophet's  lomb, 
To  pour  my  prayers  for  thy  fuccefsful  reign, 
To  quit  the  tumults  of  the  noify  camp. 
And  fmk  ifiio  the  filent  grave  in  peace. 

Ivlahon'.d. 
What !  think  of  peace  while  haughty  Scanderbcg, 
Elate  v/ith  conquefb,  in  his  native  mountains, 
Pg'owlso'er  the  wealtiiy  fpoils  of  bleeding  7  urkey? 
While  fair  Hungaria's  nnexhaufted  valleys 
Pour  forth  their  legions,  and  the  rearing  Danube 
Roils  half  his  floods  unheard  through  lliouting 

camps .'' 
Nor  couid'lt  thou  more  fupport  a  life  of  flotli 
Tl)an  Aniurath— — — 

Call. 
Still  full  of  Anuirath  !  \A]'''''- 

Mahomet. 
Than  Amarath,  accuilom'd  to  command, 
Could  bear  his  fon  upon  the  Turkifli  throne. 

C.ili. 
This  pilgriraagc  our  lav/giver  oidain'd-— 


Mahtmet. 
For  thofe  who  could  not  pleafe  by  nobler  fcrvice.— 
Our  warlike  prophet  loves  an  aftive  faith. 
The  holy  flame  of  enterpriling  virtue. 
Mocks  the  dull  vows  of  folitude  and  pennance. 
And  fcorns  the  lazy  hermit's  cheap  devotion ; 
Shine  thou  diilinguifli'd  by  fuperior  merit, 
With  wonted  zeal  purfue  the  talk  of  war, 
Till  every  nation  reverence  the  Koran, 
And  ev'ry  fuppliant  lift  his  eyes  to  Mecca. 

Call. 
This  regal  confidence,  this  pious  ardour, 
Let  prudence  moderate,  though  not  fupprefs. 
Is  not  each  realm  that  fmiles  with  kinder  funs. 
Or  boafts  a  happier  foil,  already  thine  ? 
Extended  empire,  like  expanded  gold. 
Exchanges  foiid  ftrength  for  feeble  fplendour. 

Mahomet, 
Preach  thy  dull  politics  to  vulgar  kings,  [nefs, 

Thsu  know'ft  not  yet  thy  mafter's  future  great- 
Ilis  vaft  defigns,  his  plans  of  boundlefs  pow'r. 
When  ev'ry  ftorm  in  my  domain  fliall  roar, 
When  ev'ry  wave  fliall  beat  a  Turkifli  fliore. 
Then,  Cali,  fhail  the  toils  of  battle  ceafe. 
Then  dream  of  prayer, and  pilgrimage,  and  peace. 

\Exeunt* 

ACT  II.— SCENE  1. 

ASTASIA,  IRENE. 

Irene. 

A%v.\  siA,  yet  purfue  the  facred  theme ; 
Exhauit  the  fcores  of  pious  eloquence. 
And  teach  me  to  repel  the  fultan's  paflion. 
Still  at  Afpafia's  voice  a  I'udden  rapture 
Exalts  my  foul,  and  fortifies  my  heart. 
The  glitt'ring  vanities  of  empty  greatnefs, 
The  hopes  and  fears,  the  joys  and  pains  of  lifcj 
Difiolve  in  air,  and  vanilh  into  nothing. 

Afpafia. 
Let  nobler  hopes  and  juiler  fears  fucceed. 
And  bar  the  pafTes  of  Irene's  mind 
Againfl:  returning  guilt. 

Irene, 
When  thou  art  abfent 
Death  rifes  to  my  view,  wiih  all  his  terrors; 
Then  vihons  horrid  as  a  murd'rer's  dreams 
Chill  my  relbives,  and  blail  my  blooming  virtue: 
Stern  torture  fliakes  his  bloody  fcourgc  before  me. 
And  anguilh  gnaflies  on  the  fatal  wheel. 

Afpafta. 
Since  fear  predominates  in  every  thought, 
.Ind  fways  thy  breaft  with  abfolute  dominion. 
Think  on  th'  inlulting  fcorn,  the  confcioiis  pdUgs, 
Tire  futuie  miferies  that  wait  the  apoltate; 
So  ihall  timidity  afiift  thy  rtafon, 
And  wiidom  into  folly  turn  thy  frailty. 

Irene. 
Will  not  that  pow'r  that  iorm'd  the  heart  of  wo  ■ 

nian, 
And  wove  the  feeble  texture  of  her  nerves, 
Forgive  thofe  fears  tliat  fhake  the  tender  fram.e  ? 

Afpafta. 
The  weaknefs  we  lament,  ourfelves  create; 
InfttuiSed  from  our  infant  years  to  court 
With  counterfeited  fears  the  aid  of  man, 
^^'c  leant  to  lliudder  at  the  rullli,ng  breeze. 


IRENE. 
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Start  at  the  light,  and  tremble  in  the  dark ; 
Till  affeiStation,  rip'ning-  to  belief, 
And  folly,  frighted  at  her  own  chimeras. 
Habitual  cowardice  ufurps  the  foul, 

Irini. 
Not  all  like  thee  can  brave  the  fhocks  of  fate, 
Thy  foul  by  nature  great,  enlarg'd  by  knowledge, 
Soars  unencumber'd  with  our  idle  cares, 
And  all  Afpafia,  but  her  beauty,  's  man. 

Each  generous  fenciment  is  thine,  Demetrius, 
Whofe  foul,  perhaps,  yet  mindful  of  Afpafia, 
Now  hovers  o'er  this  melancholy  {hade. 
Well  pleas'd  to  find  thy  precepts  not  forgotten. 
O  !  could  the  grav€  rellore  tlie  pious  hero. 
Soon  would  his  art  or  valour  fet  us  free. 
And  bear  us  far  from  fervitude  and  crimes. 

Irene. 
He  yet  may  live. 

Afpa/ta. 
Alas !  delufive  dream  ? 
Too  well  I  know  him,  his  immod'rate  courage, 
Th'  impetuous  fallies  of  excefiive  virtue. 
Too  flrong  for  love,  have  hurried  him  on  death. 

SCENE  II. 

ASPASIA,  IRENE,  CALT,  ABDALI.A, 

Call  to  Abdalla,  as  they  advance. 
Behold  our  future  fultanefs,  Abdalla  ; 
Let  artful  flatt'ry  now,  to  lull  fufpicion. 
Glide  through  Irene  to  the  fultan's  ear. 
Wouldfl;  thou  fubdue  th'  obdurate  cannibal 
To  tender  friendfhip,  praife  him  to  his  miflrefs. 

To  Irene. 
Well  may  thofe  eyes  that   view  thefe    heav'nly 

charms 
Rejefl:  the  daughters  of  contending  kings; 
For  what  are  pompous  titles,  proud  alliunce. 
Empire  or  wealth,  to  excellence  like  thine  ? 

Abdalla. 
Receive  th'  impatient  iultan  to  thy  arms; 
And  may  a  long  pofterity  of  monarchs. 
The  pride  and  terror  of  fucceeding  days, 
Rife  from  the  happy  bed  ;  and  future  queens 
Diffufe  Irene's  beauty  through  the  world. 

Irene. 
Can  Mahomet's  imperial  hand  defcend 
To  clafp  a  flave  ?  or,  can  a  foul  like  mine, 
Unus'd  to  power,  and  form'd  for  liumbler  fcenes, 
Support  the  fplendid  miferies  of  greatnefs  ? 

Call. 
No  regal  pageant  deck'd  with  cafual  honours, 
Scorn'd  by  his  fubjedls,  trampled  by  his  foes; 
No  feeble  tyrant  of  a  petty  ftate  • 
Courts  thee  to  fhake  on  a  dependent  throne  ; 
Born  to  command,  as  thou  to  charm  mankind. 
The  fultan  from  himfeif  derives  his  greatnefs. 
Obferve,  bright  maid,  as  his  refifllcfs  voice 
Drives  on  the  tempefi:  of  deftrudlive  war, 
How  nation  after  nation  falls  before  him. 

Abdalla. 
At  his  dread  name  tlic  diilant  mountains  fliake 
I'heir  cloudy  fummits,  and  the  fons  of  fiercenefs, 
That  range  unciviliz'd  from  rock  to  reck, 
Diftruft  th'  eternal  fortreffes  of  nature, 
And  wilh  their  gloomy  caverns  more  obfcure. 


Afpafia. 
Forbear  this  lavifh  pomp  of  dreadful  praife  ; 
The  horrid  images  of  war  and  llaughter 
Renew  our  forrows,  and  awake  our  fears. 

Abdalla. 
Ca!i,  methinks  yon  waving  trees  afford 
A  doubtful  glimple  of  our  approaching  friends; 
Juft  as  I  mark'd  them,  they  forfook  the  fhore, 
And  turn'd  their  hafty  Heps  towards  the  gardcH. 

Call. 
Conduift  thefe  queens,  Abdalla,  to  the  palace  : 
Such  heav'nly  beauty  form'd  for  adoration, 
I'he  pride  of  monarchs,  the  reward  of  conquell 
Such  beauty  muft  not  Ihine  to  vulgar  eyes. 

SCENE  III. 
CaU  folus. 
How  heav'n,  in  fcorn  of  liuman  arrogance, 
Commits  to  trivial  chance  the  fate  of  nations ! 
Vv'hile  with  inceffant  thought  laborious  man 
Extends  his  mighty  fchemes  of  wealth  and  pow'r. 
And  tow'rs  and  triumphs  in  ideal  greatnefs; 
Some  accidental  guft  of  oppofition 
Blalts  all  the  beauties  of  his  new  creation, 
O'erturns  the  fabric  of  prefumptuous  reafon, 
And  whelms  the  fvvelling  architeft  beneath  it. 
Had  not  the  breeze  untwin'd  the  meeting  boughs. 
And  through  the  parted  fliaJe  difclos'd  the  Greeks 
Th'  important  hour  had  pafs'd  unheeded  by, 
In  all  the  fweet  oblivion  of  delight, 
In  all  the  fopperies  of  meeting  lovers; 
In  fighs  and  tears,  in  tranfports  and  embraces. 
In  foft  complaints,  and  idle  protellations. 

SCENE  IV. 

CALI,  DEMETRIUS,  LZONTIUS. 
Call. 

Could  omens  fright  the  refolute  and  wife, 
Well  might  we  fear  impending  difappointments. 

Leontius, 
Your  artful  fuit,  your  monarch's  fierce  denial. 
The  cruel  doom  of  haplefs  Menodorus. 

Dimdrius. 
And  your  new  charge,  that  dear,  that  heav'nly 
maid. — 

I^outius. 
All  this  we  know  already  from  Abdalla, 

Demetrius. 
Such  flight  defeats  but  aiiimate  the  brave 
To  llronger  efforts  and  maturer  counfels. 

Call. 
My  doom  confirm'd  eftabiiihcs  my  purpofe : 
Calmly  he  heard,  till  Amurath's  refumption 
Rofe  to  his  thought,  and  let  his  foul  on  fae  : 
When  from  his  lips  the  fatal  name  burft  out, 
A  fudden  paufe  th'  imperfecSh  fenfe  fufpcndcd. 
Like  the  dread  ftillnefs  of  condenfing  ftorms. 

Demetrius. 
The  loudeft  cries  of  nature  urge  us  forward  ; 
Defpotic  rage  purfues  tiie  life  of  Cali; 
His  groaning  country  claims  Leontius'  aid ; 
And  yet  another  voice,  forgive  me,  Greece, 
The  pow'rful  voice  of  love  inflames  Demetrius, 
Each  ling'ring  hour  alarms  me  for  Afpafia. 

Cdli, 

V\'hat  pafiions  reign  among  thy  crew,  Leontius  J 
Docs  cheevkls  diliideuce  opp refi  their  hearts  i 
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Or  fprightly  hope  exalt  their  kindling  fpirits  ? 
Do  they  with  pain  reprefs  the  ilrugghng  fliout, 
And  Men  eager  to  the  rifing  wind  ? 

All  there  is  hope,  and  gaiety,  and  courage, 
No  cloudy  doubts,  or  languiftiuig  delays; 
Ere  I  could  range  them  on  the  crowded  deck, 
At  once  a  hundred  voices  thunder'd  round  me, 
And  every  voice  v/as  liberty  and  Greece. 

Demetrius. 
Swift,  let  us  rufii  upon  the  carelefs  tyrant, 
Nor  give  him  leifure  for  another  crime. 

Leoiitius. 
Then  let  us  now  refolve,  nor  idly  wafte 
Another  hour  in  dull  deliberation. 

Call. 
But  fee,  where  deftin'dto  protradl  our  counfels, 
Comes  Muflapha. — Your  Turkifh  robes  conceal 

you, 
Retire  with  fpeed,  while  I  prepare  to  meet  him 
With  artificial  fmiles,  and  feeming  friendihip. 

SCENE  V. 

CALI  and  MUSTAPHA. 

Call. 
I  fee  the  gloom  that  low'rs  upon  thy  brow, 
Thefe  days  of  love  and  pleafure  charm  not  thee ; 
Too  flow  thefe  gentle  conllellations  roll, 
Thou  long'ft  for  ftars  that  frown  on  human  kind, 
And  fcatter  difcord  from  their  baleful  beams. 

Mitfaphu. 
How  bleft  art  thou,  ftill  jocund  and  ferene, 
Beneath  the  load  of  bufinefs,  and  of  years. 

Call. 
Sure  by  fome  wond'rous  iympathy  of  fouls, 
My  heart  ftill  beats  refponfive  to  the  fultau's ; 
1  fliare,  by  fecret  inftindl,  all  his  joys, 
And  feci  no  forrow  while  my  fov'reign  fmiles. 

Mufiapha. 
The  fiiltan  comes,  impatient  for  his  love  ; 
Condudl  her  hither,  let  no  rude  intrulion 
Moleft  thefe  private  walks,  or  care  invade 
Thefe  hours  aflign'd  to  pleafure  and  Irene. 

SCENE  VI. 

M.MIOMKT,  MUSTAPHA. 

I\/Iaho7i!et. 
Now,  Muftapha,  purfue  thy  tale  of  horror. 
Has  trcafon's  dire  infedlion  reach'd  my  palace  \ 
Can  Cali  dare  the  ftroke  of  heav'uly  jufiice, 
In  the  dark  precinfts  of  the  gaping  grave, 
And  load  with  perjuries  his  parting  foul? 
Was  it  for  this,  that  fick'ning  in  Epirus, 
My  father  call'd  me  to  his  couch  of  death, 
Join'd  CaU's  hand  to  mine,  and  fault'ring  cry'd, 
SLcftrain  the  fervour  of  impetuous  youth 
With  venerable  Call's  faithful  counfels.'' 
Are  thefe  the  counfels  ?  I'his  the  faith  of  Cali  ? 
Were  all  our  favours  lavifli'd  on  a  villain  \ 
Confeft  ? 

Mtijiapha. 
Confeft  by  dynig  Menodorus. 
Inhislaft  agonies  the  gafping  coward, 
Amidft  the  lortures  of  the  burning  fteel, 
Still  fond  ot  life,  groan'd  out  the  dreadful  fc:ret, 
Heldforili  tins  fatal  fcioll,  then  I'unk  to  nothing. 
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Mahomet,  fxamlnlng  tht  paper. 
His  correfpondcnce  with  our  foes  of  Greece  ? 
His  hand  1   His  feal !  The  fecrets  of  my  foul 
Conceal'd  from  all  but  him !  All !  all  confpire 
To  banifh  doubt,  and  brand  him  for  a  villain. 
Our  fchemes  for  ever  crofs'd,  our  mines  difcover'd, 
Betray'd  fome  traitor  lurking  near  my  bofom. 
Oft  have  I  rag'd,  when  their  wide-wafting  cannon 
Lay  pointed  at  our  batt'ries  yet  uixform'd. 
And  broke  the  meditated  lines  of  war. 
Deteftcd  Cali  too,  with  artful  wonder, 
VV^ould  fhake  his  wily  head,  and  clofely  whifpcr. 
Beware  of  Muftapha,  beware  of  treafon. 

Mufjpha. 
The  faith  of  Aluftapha  difdains  fufpicion  ; 
But  yet,  great  emperor,  beware  of  treafon. 
Til'  infidious  Baffa  fir'd  by  difappointment— — 

Mahomet. 
Shall  feel  the  vengeance  of  an  injur'd  king. 
Go,  feize  him,  load  him  with  reproachful  chains; 
Before  th'  affembled  troops  proclaim  his  crime?  ; 
Then  leave  him  ftretch'd  upon  the  ling'ring  rack, 
Amidft  the  camp  to  howl  his  life  away. 

Muflapha. 
Should  we  before  the  troops  proclaim  his  crimes, 
I  dread  his  arts  of  feeming  innocence, 
His  bland  addrefs,  and  forcery  of  tongue ; 
And  Ihould  he  fall  unheard,  by  fudden  juftlce, 
Th'  adoring  foldiers  would  revenge  their  idol. 

Mahomet. 
Cali,  this  day  with  hypocritic  zeal, 
Implor'd  my  leave  to  vifit  Mecca's  temple  ; 
Struck  with  the  wonder  of  a  ftatefman  goodnefs, 
I  rais'd  his  thoughts  to  more  fublime  devotion. 
Now  let  him  go,  purfu'd  by  filent  wrath, 
Meet  unexpe6led  daggers  in  his  way. 
And  in  fome  diftant  land  obfcurely  die. 

Muflapha. 
There  will  his  boundlefs  wealth,  the  fpoil  of  Afia^ 
Heap'd  by  your  father's  ill-plac'd  bounties  on  him, 
Difperfe  rebellion  through  the  Eaftern  world; 
Bribe  to  his  caufe  and  lift  beneath  his  banners 
Arabia's  roving  troops,  the  Ions  of  fwiftnefs, 
And  arm  the  Perftau  heretic  againft  thee ; 
There  Ihall  he  wafte  thy  frontiers,  check  thy  con- 
quefts,  [geance. 

And  though  at  length  fubdued,  elude  thy  ven- 

Mahomet. 
I'Uude  my  vengeance  !  no — ,\  fy  troops  fliall  range 
Th'  eternal  fnows  that  freeze  beyond  Meotis, 
And  Afric's  torrid  lands,  in  fearch  of  Cali. 
Should  the  fierce  North  upon  his  frozen  wings 
Bear  him  aloft  above  the  wond'ring  clouds. 
And  feat  him  in  the  Pleiads'  golden  chariots. 
Thence  fliould  my  fury  drag  him  down  to  tor- 
tures ; 
Wherever  guilt  can  fly,  revenge  can  follow. 

Muflapha. 
Wilt  thou  difmifs  the  favage  from  the  toils, 
Only  to  hunt  him  round  the  ravag'd  world? 

Mahomet. 
Sufpend  his  fentencc — Empire  and  Irene 
Claim  my  divided  foul.     This  wretch,  unworthy 
To  mix  with  nobLr  cares,  I'll  throw  afide 
For  idle  hours,  and  crufli  him  at  my  leifure, 

Mufapha. 
Let  not  th'  unbounded  greatnefs  of  his  mind 
Betray  my  king  to  negligence  of  danger. 


IRENE. 
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Perhaps  the  clouds  of  dark  confpiracy 

Now  roll  full  fraught  with  thunder  o'er  your  head. 

Twice  fince  the  morning  rofe  I  faw  the  Baffa, 

Like  a  fell  adder  fwelling  in  a  brake, 

Beneath  the  covert  of  this  verdant  arch 

In  private  conference  ;  bellde  him  Hood 

Two  men  unknov/n,  the  partners  of  his  bofom  ; 

I  mark'd  them  well,  and  trac'd  in  either  face 

The  gloomy  refolution,  horrid  greatnefs, 

And  Hern  compofure  of  defpairing  heroes  ; 

And,  to  confirm  my  thought,  at  fight  of  me, 

As  hlafted  by  my  prcfencc,  tliey  withdrew 

"With  all  the  fpeed  of  terror  and  of  guilt. 

JMahomet. 
The  ftrong  emotions  of  my  troubled  foul 
Allow  no  paufe  for  art  or  for  contrivance ; 
And  dark  perplexity  diHrafts  my  counfels. 
Do  thou  refolve  ;   For  fee  Irene  comes  ! 
I  At  her  approach  each  ruder  gufl  of  thought 
Sinks  like  the  fighing  of  a  temped  fpent. 
And  gales  of  fofter  paflion  fan  my  bofom. 

[Q-iM  enters  zvith  \rcnc,  and exii  ivith  Muflapha 


SCENE  VII. 

SIAHOMET,  IRENE. 

Mahomet. 
Wilt  thoa  defcend,  fair  daughter  of  perfection. 
To  hear  my  vows,  and  give  mankind  a  queen  ? 
Ah  !  ceafe,  Irene,  ceafe  thofe  flowing  forrows, 
That  melt  a  heart  impregnable  till  now, 
And  turn  thy  thoughts  henceforth  to  love  and 

empire. 
How  will  the  matchlefs  beauties  ot  Irene, 
Thus  bright  in  tears,  thus  amiable  in  ruin. 
With  all  the  graceful  pride  of  greatnefsheighten'd, 
Amidll;  the  blaze  of  jewels  and  of  gold, 
Adorn  a  throne,  and  dignify  dominion. 

Irene. 
Why  all  this  glare  of  fplendid  eloquence, 
To  paint  the  pageantries  of  guilty  flate  .' 
Mull  I  for  thefe  renounce  the  hope  of  heav'n. 
Immortal  crowns  and  fullnefs  of  enjoyment  ? 

.  Mahomet. 
Vain  raptures  all — For  your  inferior  natures 
Form'd  to  delight,  and  happy  by  delighting, 
Heav'n  has  referv'd  no  future  Paradife, 
But  bids  you  rove  the  paths  of  blifs,  fecure 

'    Of  total  death  and  carelefs  of  hereafter  ; 

':    While  heav'ns  high  miniller,  whofe  awful  volume 
Records  each  adf,  each  thought  of  fovereign  man, 
Surveys  your  plays  with  inattentive  glance, 
And  leaves  the  lovely  trifler  unregarded. 
Irene. 

i   Why  then  has  nature's  vain  munificence 
Frofufely  pour'd  her  bounties  upon  woman  ? 
Whence  then  thole  charms  thy  tongue  has  deign'd 

to  flatter, 
That  air  refiftlefs  and  enchanting  blulh, 
Unlefs  the  beauteous  fabric  was  defign'd 
A  habitation  for  a  fairer  foul  ? 
Mahomet. 
Too  high,  bright  maid,  thou  rat'll  exterior  grace : 
Not  always  do  the  fairefl;  flow'rs  diffufe 

I   Tl}e  richeft;  odours,  nor  the  fpeckled  Iheils 

i  Conceal  the  gem ;  let  female  arrogance 


Obferve  the  feather'd  wand'rers  of  the  fky ; 
With  purple  varied  and  bedropp'd  with  gold, 
I'hey  prune  the  wing,  and  fpread  the  gloffy  plumes, 
Ordain'd,  like  you,  to  flutter  and  to  Ihine, 
And  cheer  the  weary  paflenger  with  mulic. 

Irene. 
Mean  as  we  are,  this  tyrant  of  the  world 
Implores  our  fmiles,  and  trembles  at  our  feet : 
Whence  flow  the  hopes  and  fears,  defpair  and  rap- 
ture. 
Whence  all  the  blifs  and  agonies  of  love  ? 

Mahomet. 

Why,  when  the  balm  of  flcep  defccnds  on  mattj 
Do  gay  delufions,  wand'ring  o'er  the  brain. 
Sooth  the  delighted  foul  with  empty  blifs  ? 
To  want  give  affluence  i"  and  to  flav'ry  freedom  ? 
Such  are  love's  joys,  the  lenitives  of  life, 
A  fancy'd  treafurc,  and  a  waking  dream. 

Irene. 
Then  let  me  once,  in  honour  of  our  fex, 
Aflume  the  boallful  arrogance  of  man, 
Th'  attracilive  foi'tnels,  and  th'  endearing  fmile. 
And  pow'rful  glance,  'tis  granted,  are  our  own  ; 
Nor  has  impartial  nature's  frugal  hand 
Fxhaufled  all  her  nobler  gifts  on  you ; 
Do  not  we  fliare  the  compreheiilive  thought, 
Th'  enlivening  wit,  the  penetrating  reafon  ? 
Beats  not  the  female  breafl:  with  gen'rous  paflions, 
The  thirfl  of  empire,  and  the  love  of  glory  ? 

Mahomet. 
Illuftrious  maid,  new  wonders  fix  me  thine. 
Thy  foul  completes  the  triumphs  of  thy  face. 
I  thought,  forgive  ray  fair,  the  nobleft  aim, 
The  llrongell  effbrt  of  a  female  foul. 
Was  but  to  choofe  the  graces  of  the  day  ; 
To  tune  the  tongue,  to  teach  the  eyes  to  roll, 
Difpofe  the  colours  of  the  flowing  robe, 
And  add  new  rofes  to  the  faded  cheek. 
Will  it  not  charm  a  mind  like  thine  exalted. 
To  fliine  the  goddefs  of  applauding  nations. 
To  fcatter  happinefs  and  plenty  round  thee. 
To  bid  the  proftrate  captive  rife  and  live. 
To  fee  new  cities  tow'r  at  thy  command. 
And  blafted  kingdoms  flourilh  at  thy  fmile  ? 

Irene. 
Charm'd  with  the  thought  of  blefTing  human  kind. 
Too  calm  I  lifl:en  to  the  flatt'riiig  founds. 

Mi-ihomet, 

O  feize  the  power  to  blifs — Fi-ene's  nod 

Shall  break  the  fetters  of  the  groaning  Chriflian  : 

Greece,  in  her  lovely  patronefs  fecure, 

Shall  mourn  no  more  her  plunder'd  palaces. 

Irene. 
Forbear — O  do  not  urge  me  to  my  ruin  ! 

Mahomet. 
To  Hate  and  pow'r  I  court  thee,  not  to  ruin : 
Smile  on  my  wiflies,  and  command  the  globe. 
Security  fliall  fpread  her  fliield  before  thee. 
And  love  enfold  thee  with  his  downy  wings. 
If  greatnefs pleafe  thee,  mount  th'  imperial  feat; 
If  pleafure  charm  thee,  view  this  foft  retreat; 
Here  ev'ry  warbler  of  the  fky  fliall  fing ; 
Here  ev'ry  fragrance  breathe  of  ev'ry  iViring: 
To  deck  thefe  bow'rseach  region  fhall  combine. 
And  ev'n  our  prophet's  gardens  envy  thine : 
Empire  and  love  fhuU  fh.ire  the  blififul  day, 
And  vaiied  life  ll;eal  unp-rcciv'd  away. 

.4  ^  '    [^•■•■'•"'■'. 
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ACT  III.— SCENE  I. 


CALI,  ABDALLA, 


Cali  enters  zvith  a  difcovtsnted  air  ;  to  him  enters  Ab- 
dalla. 

Cali, 

Is  this  the  fierce  confpirator  Abdalk? 

Is  this  the  refllcfs  diligence  of  treafon  ? 

Where  hall  thou  linger'd  while  th'  encumber'd 

hours 
Flylab'ring-  with  the  fate  of  future  nations, 
And  hungry  flaughter  fcents  imperial  blood  ? 

Ahdalla. 
Important  cares  detain'd  me  from  your  counfels. 

Call. 
Some  petty  paffion  !  fome  domeftic  trifle ;  > 
Some  vain  amufement  of  a  vacant  foul ! 
A  weeping  wife  perhaps,  or  dying  friend. 
Hung  on  your  neck,  and  hinder'd  your  departure. 
Is  this  a  time  for  foftnefs  or  for  forrow  ? 
Unprofitable,  peaceful,  female  virtues ! 
When  eager  vengeance  {hows  a  naked  foe, 
And  kind  ambition  points  the  wav  to  greatnefs. 

Abdalla. 
Mufl  then  ambition's  votaries  infringe 
The  laws  of  kindnefs,  break  the  bonds  of  nature  ? 
And  quit  the  names  of  brother,  friend,  and  father  ? 

Cali. 
This  fovereign  paffion,  fcornful  of  reflraint, 
Ev'n  from  the  birth  affedts  fupreme  command. 
Swells  in  the  breaft,  and  v/ith  refifllefs  force 
O'erbears  each  gentler  motion  of  the  mind. 
As  v/hen  a  deluge  overfpreads  the  plains, 
The  wand'ring  rivulet,  and  filver  lake, 
Mix  undiftinguifli'd  with  the  gen'ral  roar. 

Ahdalla. 

Yet  can  ambition  in  Abdalla's  bread 
Claim  but  the  fecond  place :  there  mighty  Jove 
Has  fix'd  his  hopes,  inquietudes,  and  fears, 
His  glowing  wifhes,  and  his  jealous  pangs. 

Call. 
Love  is  indeed  the  privilege  of  youth; 
Yet,  on  a  day  like  this,  when  expedation 
Pants  for  the  dread  event — But  let  us  reafon— 

Ahdalla. 

Haft,  thou  grown  old  amidfl  the  crowd  of  courts, 
And  turn'd  th'  inftruiftive  page  of  human  life. 
To  cant,  at  laft,  of  reafon  to  a  lover  ? 
Such  ill-tim'd  gravity,  fuch  lerious  folly. 
Might  well  befit  the  folitary  fludent, 
Th'  unpra(Si;,'d  dervife,  or  fequefter'd  faquir. 
Know'fl  thou  not  yet,  when  love  invades  the  foul, 
That  all  her  faculties  receive  his  chains  ? 
That  reafon  gives  her  fceptre  to  his  hand, 
Or  only  flruggles  to  he  more  enflav'd  ! 
Afpafia,  who  can  look  upon  thy  beauties  ? 
Who  hear  thee  fpeak,  and  not  abandon  reafon  ? 
Reafon  !   the  hoary  dotards  dull  diredtrefs, 
That  lofes  all  becaufe  fhe  hazards  nothing: 
Reafon  !  the  tim'rous  pilot,  that  to  iliun 
The  rocks  of  life,  for  ever  flies  the  port. 

Call, 
But  why  this  fudden  warmth  ? 
Ahdalla. 

Becaufe  I  love : 
Becaufe  my  flighted  palhon  burns  in  vaiul 


KS   OF   JOHNSON. 

Why  roars  the  lionefs  diflrefs'd  by  hunger  ? 
Why  foam  the  fvvelling  waves  v,'hen  tempefts  rife  ? 
Why  fhakes  the  ground,  v.'hen  fubterraneous  fires 
Fierce  through  the  burfting  caverns  rend  their" 
way  \ 

Cali. 
Not  till  this  day  thou  faw'ft  this  fatal  fair; 
Did  ever  pafhon  make  fo  fwift  a  progrefs  ? 
Once  more  refledl,  fupprefs  this  infant  folly. 

Abdalla. 
Grofs  fires,  enkindled  by  a  mortal  hand. 
Spread  by  degrees,  aid  dread  th'  opprefTmg  flrcamj 
The  fubtler  flames  emitted  from  the  fky, 
FlaiTi  out  at  once,  with  ftrength  above  refillancc. 

Call. 
How  did  Afpafia  welcome  your  addrefs  ? 
Did  you  proclaim  this  unexpected  conquefl  ? 
Or  pay  with  fpeaking  eyes  a  lover's  homage  ? 

Ahdalla. 
Confounded,  aw'd,  and  loft  in  admiratfon, 
1  gaz'd,  1  trembled  ;  but  I  could  not  fpeak: 
When  ev'n  as  love  was  breaking  off  from  wonder. 
And  tender  accents  quiver'd  on  my  lips, 
She  mark'd  my  fparkling  eyes,  and  heaving breafl. 
And  fmiling,  confcious  of  her  charms,  withdrew. 
Enter  Demetrius  and  I^eontius. 

Cali. 
Now  be  fome  moments  mafler  of  thyfelf. 
Nor  let  Demetrius  know  thee  for  a  rival. 
Hence !  or  be  calm — To  difagree  is  ruin. 

SCENE  II. 

CALI,  DEMETRIUS,  LEONTIUS,  ABDALLA. 

Demetrius. 
When  will  occafion  fmile  upon  our  wifhes, 
And  give  the  tortures  of  fufpcnce  a  period  ? 
Still  mufl  we  linger  in  uncertain  hope  I 
Still  languifh  in  our  chains,  and  dream  of  freedom. 
Like  thirfly  failors  gazing  on  the  clouds. 
Till  burning  death  fhoots  through  their  wither'd 
limbs  ? 

Call, 

Deliverance  is  at  h»nd;  for  Turkey's  tyrant, 
Sunk  in  his  pleafures,  confident  and  gay. 
With  all  the  hero's  dull  fecurity, 
Trufls  to  my  care  hismillrefs  and  his  life. 
And  laughs  and  wantons  in  the  jaws  of  death. 

Leontiiis. 
So  weak  is  man,  when  deflin'd  to  deflruftion. 
The  watchful  flumber,  and  the  crafy  trull. 

Cali. 
At  my  command  yon  iron  gates  unfold ; 
At  my  command  the  fentinels  retire; 
With  all  tlie  licence  of  authority. 
Through  bowing  flaves,  I  range  the  private  room%( 
And  of  to-morrow's  a<5lIon  fix  the  fcene. 

ticmctrius. 
To-morrow's  adtion  !   Can  that  hoary  wifdom 
Borne  down  with  years,  flill  doat  upon  to-mor- 
row t 
That  fatal  miflrefs  of  the  young,  the  lazy, 
The  coward,  ;uij  the  fool,  condemn'd  to  lofc 
An  uielefs  life  in  waiting  for  to-morrow, 
To  gaze  with  longing  eyes  upon  to-morrow, 
Till  interpofing  death  destroys  the  profped  ! 
Strange!   that  this  gen'ral  fraud  from  day  to  daf  \ 
Sould  ill]  the  world  with  wretches  undetected. 
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The  foldier  lab'ring;  through  a  winter's  march, 
Still  fees  to-morrow  drcft  in  robes  of  triumph  ; 
Still  to  the  lover's  long-expeiiting  arms, 
To-morrow  brings  the  vilionary  bride. 
But  thou,  too  old  to  bear  another  cheat, 
Learn,  that  the  prefent  hour  alone  is  man's. 

Lcoiitius. 
The  prefent  hour  with  open  arms  invites, 
Seize  the  kind  fair,  and  prefs  her  to  thy  bofom. 

Demetrius, 
V/ho  knows,  ere  this  important  morrow  rife, 
But  fear  or  mutiny  may  taint  the  Greeks? 
Who  knows  if  Mahomet's  awaking  anger 
May  fpare  the  fatal  bow-firing  till  to-morrow  ? 

Abdalla. 
Kad  our  firft  Afian  foes  but  known  this  ardour. 
We  ftill  had  wander'd  on  Tartarian  hills. 
Roufe,  Call,  fliall  the  fons  of  concjuer'd  Greece 
Lead  us  to  danger,  and  abalh  their  victors  ? 
This  night  with  all  her  confcious  flars  be  witnefs, 
Who  merits  moll  ? — Demetrius  or  Abdalla. 

Demetrius. 
Who  merits  moll ! — I  knew  not  we  were  rivals. 

Call. 
Young  man,  forbear — The    heat    of    youth,    no 

more — 
Well, — 'tis  decreed—This  night  (hall  fix  our  fate. 
Soon  as  the  veil  of  evening  clouds  the  Iky, 
With  cautious  fecrecy,  Leontius  fleer, 
Th'  appointed  veffel  to  yon  fhaded  bay, 
Form'd  by  this  garden  jutting  on  the  deep ; 
1  here,  with  your  foldiers  ann'd,  and  fails  expanded. 
Await  our  coming,  equally  prepar'd 
For  fpeedy  flight,  or  obflinate  defence. 

\Exit  Leont. 

SCENE  III. 

CALI,  ABDALLA,  DEMETRIUS.' 

Dejnetrius, 
Nov?-  paufe,  great  Bafla,   from  the  thoughts  of 

blood. 
And  kindly  grant  an  ear  to  gentler  founds. 
If  e'er  thy  youth  has  known  the  pangs  of  abfence, 
Or  felt  th'  impatience  of  obflrudled  love. 
Give  me,  before  th'  approaching  hour  of  fate. 
Once  to  behold  the  charms  of  bright  Afpafia, 
And  draw  new  virtue  from  her  heav'nly  tongue. 

Cali. 
Let  prudence,  ere  the  fuit  be  farther  urg'd. 
Impartial  weigh  the  pleafure  with  the  danger. 
A  little  longer,  and  flic's  thine  for  ever. 

Demetrius. 
Prudence  and  love  confpire  in  this  requeft, 
Lefl,  unacquainted  with  our  bold  attempt, 
Surprife  o'erwhelm  her,  and  retard  our  flight. 

Cali. 

What  I  can  grant,  you  cannot  afk  in  Tain— 

Demetrius, 

1  go  to  wait  thy  call;  this  kind  confent 
Completes  the  gift  of  freedom  and  of  life. 

[£»;>,  Dcm. 

SCENE  IV. 

CALI,  ABDALLA. 

Ahdalla. 
Knd  this  is  my  reward — to  burn,  to  languifh, 
"0  rave  unheeded,  while  the  happy  Greek, 
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The  refufe  of  our  Twords,  the  drofs  of  conqneli, 
Throws  his  fond  arms  about  Afpaha's  neck, 
Dwells  on  her  lips,  and  lighs  upon  hei  bread; 
Is't  not  enough,  he  lives  by  our  mduigence. 
But  he  mufl  live  to  make  his  mailers  wretched  ? 

Cali. 

What  claim  haft  thou  to  plead  ? 

^daila. 

The  claim  of  pow'r, 
Th'  unquellion'd  claim  of  conquerors,  and  kings! 

Cali, 

Yet  in  the  ufe  of  pow'r  remember  juflice. 

Abdalla. 

Can  then  th'  aiTaflin  lift  his  trcach'rous  hand 
Againll  his  king,  and  cry,  remember  jullice. 
Juflice  demands  the  forfeit  life  of  Cali ; 
Jullice  demands  that  I  reveal  your  crimes; 
juftice  demands — But  fee  th'  approaching  fultan. 
Oppofe  my  wifhes,  and — Remember  jullice. 

Cali. 
Diforder  fits  upon  thy  face — retire, 

\Exit  Abdalla,  Enter  Mahomet, 

SCENE  V„ 

CALI,  MAITOMET. 
Call. 

Long  be  the  fultan  'olefs'd  with  happy  love ; 
My  zeal  marks  gladnefs  dawning  on  thy  cheekj 
With  raptures  fueh  as  fire  the  pagan  crowds. 
When  pale,  and  anxious  for  their  years  to  come, 
They  fee  the  fun  furmount  the  dark  eclipfe, 
And  hail  unanimous  their  conqu'ring  god. 

Mahomet. 
My  vows,  'tis  true,  flic  hears  with  lefs  averfion, 
She  fighs,  fhe  blulhes,  but  fhe  ftill  denies. 

Cali. 
With  warmer  courtfliip  prefs  the  yielding  fair. 
Call  to  your  aid  with  boundlefs  promifes 
Each  rebel  wifh,  each  traitor  inchnation 
T.hat  raifes  tumults  in  the  female  breafl. 
The  love  of  pow'r,  of  pleal'ure,  and  of  fliowo 

Mahomtf . 
Thefe  arts  I  try'd,  and  to  inflame  her  more, 
By  hateful  bufinefs  hurried  from  her  fight, 
I  bade  a  hundred  virgins  wait  around  her. 
Sooth  her  with  all  the  pleafurcs  of  command, 
Applaud  her  cliarms,  and  court  her  to  be  great. 

[_Eiiit  Mahomet:. 

SCENE  VI. 

Cali  folus. 

He's  gone — Here  reft,  my  foul,  thy  fainting  winj, 

H'-re  recollect  thy  diffipated  pow'rs. 

Our  diftant  int'refts,  and  our  different  pafTioni 
Now  hafte  to  mingle  in  one  common  centre. 
And  fate  lies  crowded  in  a  narrow  ipace. 
Yet  in  that  narrow  fpace  what  dangers  rife  I—; 
Far  more  I  dread  Abdalla's  fiery  foiiy. 
Than  all  the  wlfdom  of  the  grave  divan. 
Reafon  with  reafon  fights  oa  equal  terms, 
The  raging  madman's  uncorinedled  fchemes 
We  cannot  obviate,  for  we  cannot  gueA. 
Deep  in  my  breaft  be  treafured  this  rciolve. 
When  Cali  mounts  the  throne,  Abdalla  dies. 
Too  fierce,  too  faithlefs  for  negleft  or  truft. 

\Enter  Ireae  vtiik  Ait.-nJjitf. 
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SCENE  VII. 

CALI,  IRENE,  ASTASIA,  &.C. 

Ct,n. 

Amidfc  the  fplendor  of  encircling  beauty, 
Superior  majefly  proclaims  the  queen,  ^ 
And  nature  juftifies  our  monarch's  choice. 

Irene. 
Referve  this  homage  for  fome  other  fair. 
Urge  me  not  on  to  glittering  guilt,  nor  pour 
In  my  weak  ear  th'  intoxicating  founds. 

Cali. 
Make  hafte,  bright    maid,   to   rule   the    willing 

world; 
Aw'd  by  the  rigour  of  the  fultan's  juflice, 
We  court  thy  gentlenefs. 

Can.  Call's  voice 
Concur  to  prefs  a  helplefs  captive's  ruin  ? 

Can. 
Long  would  my  zeal  for  A'Tahomet  and  tliee 
J3etain  me  here.     But  nations  call  upon  mc. 
And  duty  bids  me  choofe  a  diflr.nt  walk, 
iNor  taint  with  care  the  privacies  ot  love, 

SCENE  VIII. 
IRENE,  ASTASIA,  Attendants. 

If  yet  this  fnining  pomp,  thefe  fudden  honours, 
Swell  not  thy  foul  beyond  advice  or  friendfliip, 
Nor  yet  infpire  tlie  follies  of  a  queen, 
Or  tunc  thine  ear  to  foothing  adulation, 
Sufpend  a  while  the  privilege  of  pow'r 
To  hear  the  voice  of  truth  ;  difmifs  thy  train. 
Shake  off  th'  encumbrances  of  ilate  a  moment, 
And  lay  the  tow'ring  fultancfs  aiide, 

flrene //g'/.'j'  io  her  attoidanU  to  rdire. 

While  I  foretel  thy  fate ;  that  office  done, — 
Komore  I  boafc  th'  ambltiou'?  name  of  friend, 
Eut  fink  among  thy  fiavcs  without  a  murmur. 

Irene. 

Did  regal  diadems  invefl  my  brow. 

Yet  fliould  my  foul,  flill  faithful  to  her  choice, 

Efceem  Afpafia's  breafl  the  iicblefl  kingdom. 

The  foul  once  tainted  with  fo  foul  a  crime, 
Ko  more  fhall  glow  with  fritndfliip's  haliow'd  ar- 
dour : 
Thofe  holy  beings,  whofe  fuperior  care 
Guides  erring  mortals  to  the  paths  of  virtue. 
Affrighted  at^ impiety  like  thine, 
Refign  their  charge  to  bafenels  and  to  ruin. 

Irene. 
Upbraid  me  not  with  fancy'd  wickedntfj, 
1  am  not  yet  a  queen,  or  an  apollaie. 
But  fliould  I  fin  beyond  the  hope  of  mercy, 
If,  when  religion  prompts  me  to  rafufe. 
The  dread  of  iuftant  death  rellrains  my  tongue  ? 

'R.tficA  that  life  and  deatli,  afie<5ling  founds, 
Are  only  vaiiecl  mode;  of  cndlefs  being; 
Refle(fl  that  life,  like  ev'ry  other  bleliing. 
Derives  its  values  from  its  ufe  alone  ; 
Not  for  itfelf  but  for  a  nobler  end 
Th'  Eternal  gave  it,  and  that  end  is  virtue. 
"When  inconfiftent  with  a  greater  good, 
Reafgn  commands  to  call  the  kfsaway ; 
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Thus  life,  with  fofs  of  wealtli  is  well  preierY'd. 


■\.nd  virtue  cheaply  fav'd  with  lofs  of  life. 

Irene. 

If  built  on  fettled  thouglit,  this  conftancy 
Not  idly  flutters  on  a  boaftful  tongue, 
Why,  when  deftruflion  rag'd  around  our  walls. 
Why  fled  this  haughty  heroine  from  the  battle  .' 
Why  then  did  not  this  warlike  Amazon 
Mix  in  the  war,  and  fliine  among  the  heroes  ? 

Afpafia. 
Heav'n,  when   its    hand  pour'd  foftnefs  on    our 

limbs. 
Unfit  for  toil,  and  polifli'd  into  weaknefs. 
Made  paflive  fortitude  the  praife  of  woman  : 
Our  only  arms  are  innocence  and  meeknefs. 
Not  then  with  raving  cries  I  fill'd  the  city. 
But  while  Demetrius,  dear  lamented  name  ! 
Pour'd  ft;orms  of  fire  upon  our  fierce  invaders, 
Smplor'd  th'  eternal  power  to  ftiield  my  country,    I 
With  filent  forrows,  and  with  calm  devotion. 

Irene. 
O  !  did  Irene  fhine  the  Queen  of  Turkey,  [jedled. 
No  more  Ihould  Greece  lament  thofe  prayers  rc- 
Again  fliould  golden  fplendour  grace  her  cities. 
Again  her  proilrate  palaces  fhould  rife, 
Again  her  temples  found  with  holy  mufic: 
No  more  fliould  danger  fright,  or  want  diftrefs 
l"he  fmiling  widows,  and  protefted  orphans. 

Afpafa.  _ 
Be  virtuous  ends  purfued  by  virtuous  means, 
Nor  think  th'  intention  fancflifies  the  deed: 
That  maxim  publifh'd  in  an  impious  age, 
Would  loofe  the  wild  euthufiail  to  deftrcy, 
And  fix  the  fierce  ufurper's  bloody  title. 
Then  bigotry  might  fend  her  flaves  to  war. 
And  bid  fuccefs  become  the  teft  of  truth  ; 
Unpitying  maflacre might  wafte  the  world, 
And  perfccution  boafl;  the  call  of  heav'n. 

Irene. 
Shall  I  not  wifii  to  cheer  afflifled  kings. 
And  plan  the  happinefs  of  mourning  millions? 

yjfjjafui. 
Dream  not  of  pow'r  thou  never  canfl  attain ; 
When  focial  laws  firft  harnionis'd  the  world, 
Superior  man  poffefs'd  the  charge  of  rule, 
Tlu;  fcale  of  juftice,  and  the  fword  of  pow'r, 
Ncr  left  us  aught  but  flattery  and  fl:ate. 

Irene. 
To  me  my  lover's  fondnefs  will  reflore, 
Whate'er  man's  pride  has  ravifli'd  from  our  i^r.. 

Af;,alh. 
When  foft  fecunty  fliall  prompt  the  fultars, 
f  reed  from  the  tumults  of  unfettlcd  conqucfl. 
To  fix  his  court  and  regulate  his  pleafures. 
Soon  fliall  the  dire  feragho's  horrid  gates 
Clofe  like  th'  eternal  bars  of  death  upon  thee, 
Immur'd,  and  buried  in  perpetual  floth, 
That  gloomy  flumber  of  the  ftagnant  foul; 
There  flialt  thou  view  from  far  the  quiet  cottagff, 
And  figh  for  cheerful  poverty  in  vain  : 
There  wear  the  tedious  hours  of  life  away, 
Beneath  each  curfe,  of  unrelenting  heav'n, 
Defpair,  and  flav'ry,  folitudc,  and  guilt. 

Iretie. 
There  fhall  we  find  the  yet  untaflied  blifs 
Of  grandeur  and  tranquillity  combin'd. 

Afpajm. 
Tranquility  and  guilt,  disjoin'd  by  heav'n, 
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Still  ftretch  In  vain  tlieir  lonj^ing  arms  afar  ; 
Nor  dare  to  pafs  th*  infiiperable  bound. 
Ah  '.   let  mc  rather  feek  the  convent's  cell ; 
There  when  my  thoughts,  at  interval  of  pray'r, 
Defccnd  to  range  thefe  manfions  of  inisfortuiie, 
Oft'  fhall  I  dwell  on  our  difallrous  friendlfaip, 
And  llted  the  pitying  tear  for  loll  Irene. 

Irere. 
Go  languifli  on  in  dull  obfcurity  ; 
Thy  dazzled  foul,  with  all  its  boafled  rfrcatncfs. 
Shrinks  at  th'  o'erpow'ring  gleams  of  Vegal  ilate. 
Stoops  from  the  blaze  like  a  degenerate  eagle,  ■ 
And  flies  for  fhelter  to  the  fliad'es  of  life. 

On  me,  (liould  Providence,  v/itliout  a  crime, 
The  weighty  charge  of  royalty  confer  ; 
Call  me  to  civilize  the  Ruffian  wilds. 
Or  bid  foft  fcience  polilh  Britain's  heroes: 
iSoon  fhouldft   thou  fee,  how  falfe  thy  weak  re- 
proach. 
My  bofom  feels,  enkindled  from  the  fky. 
The  lambent  flames  of  mild  benevolence, 
Untouch'd  by  fierce  ambition's  raging  fires. 

Jre/ie. 
Ambition  is  the  flamp,  imprefs'd  by  heav'n 
To  mark  the  noblefl:  minds  ;  with  a'dfive  heat 
Inlorm'd  they^mount  the  precipice  of  pow'r, 
Gralp  at  command,  and  tow'r  in  queft  of  empire; 
While  vulgar  fouls  companionate  their  cares. 
Gaze  at  their  height  and  tremble  at  their  danrrer  ; 
Thus  meaner  fpirits  with  amazement  mark     " 
The  varying  feafons,  and  revolving  ficies, 
"Ind  alk,  what  guilty  pow'r's  rebellious  hand 
^olls  with  eternal  toil  the  pond'rous  orbs  : 
.Vhile  fome  archangel,  nearer  to  perfcdion, 
n  eafy  {late  prefides  o'er  all  their  motions, 
Direiics  the  planets  with  a  carelefs  nod, 
Jonduds  the  fun,  and  regulates  the  fpheres. 

Veil  may'ft  thou  hide  in  labyrinths  of  found 

"he  caufe  that  (brinks  from  reafon's  powerful  voice. 

toop  from   thy  flight,  trace  back  th'  entang-led 

thought,  ^ 

\nd  fet  the  glitVing  fallacy  to  view. 
lot  pow'r  I  blame,  but  pow'r  obtain'd  by  crime, 
in^ciic  greatnefs'  is  angelic  virtue, 
imidft  the  glare  of  courts,  the  fhout  of  armies, 
Vill  not  th'  apoflate  feel  the  pangs  of  guilt, 
vnd  wifh  too  late  for  innocence  a"nd  peace  ? 
'ura  as  the  tyrant  of  th'  infernal  realms, 
/ith  gloomy  Hate  and  agonizing  pomp. 

SCENE  IX. 

IRENE,    ASPASl.'V,    M.\ID. 

Turkifli  ftranger,  of  majeftic  mien, 
'fksat  the  gate  admiffion  to  Afpafia, 
Jmmiflion'd,  as  he  fays,  by  Call  Baffa. 

Irene. 

noe'er  thou  art,  or  whatfo'er  thy  mefTage,  '^v.A- 
lanks  forthis  kind  relief— With  fpeed  admit' him, 

Afpafm. 

2  comes,  perhaps,  to  feparate  us  for  ever ; 
hen  I  am  gone  remember,  O  !    remember, 
lat  none  are  great,  or  happy,  but  the  virtuous. 
[Exit  Irene,  Enter  Demetrius. 


IRENE, 


'iit 


SCENE  X, 


ASTASIA,    DEMETRIUS. 
Demetrius. 

'Tis  file— my  Jiope,  my  happinefs,  my  love  ' 

Afpada  !  do  I  once  again  behold  thee.? 

■'■:till,  Itill  the  fame— unclouded  by  misfortune  I 

Let  my  bkll  eyes  for  ever  gaze- 

Afjiajlj. 

Demetrius ! 
Demetrius. 
Why  does  the  blood  forfake  thv  lovely  cheek  ? 
W^hy  Ihoots  this   chillneis   through   thy    fhakinp 
nerves  ^  ^ 

M'hy  does  thy  foul  retire  into  herfelf ' 
Recline  upon  my  breafl  thy  finking  beauties- 
Revive— Revive  to  freedom  and  to  love. 

\\'nat  w.ll-known  voice  pronounc'd  the  grateful 

fo;in,Js  ° 

Freedom  and  love  >  Alas !  I'm  all  confufion, 
A  ludden  mill  o'crcafls  my  darken'd  foul 
1  he  prefent,  paft,  and  future  fwim  before  me 
J-oll  in  a  wild  perplexity  of  joy. 

Demetrius. 
Such  ecllafy  of  love  I  fuch  pure  alTedlion 
What  worth  can  merit  ?  or  what  faith  reward  ? 

Afpafia. 
A  tlioufand  thoughts,  imperfc6l  and  diftra(5led. 
Demand  a  voice,  and  flruggle  into  birth  ; 
A  thoufand  queflions  prefs  upon  my  tongue 
But  all  give  way  to  rapture  and  Demetrius.' 

Demetrius. 

O  fay,  bright  being,  in  this  age  of  abfencc, 

W  hat  fears,  what  griefs,  what  dangers  hall  thou 

known  r 
^ay,  how  the  tyrant  threaten'd,  flatter'd.  figh'd. 
Say,  how  he  threaten'd,  flatter'd,  figh'd  in  vain  ! 
■bay,  how  the  hand  of  violence  was  rais'd 
Say,  how  thou  call'dft  in  tears  upon  Demetrius! 

Afpcfiu. 
Inf3rm  me  rather,  how  thy  happy  courage 
Stem'd  in  the  breach  the  deluge  of  deilrudion. 
And  pals'd  uninjur'd  through^he  walks  of  death  ? 
Did  favage  anger,  and  licentious  conquell. 
Behold  the  hero  with  Afpafia's  eyes  .? 
And  thus  proteded  in  the  gen'ral  ruin, 

0  fay,  what  guardian  pow'r  convey'd  thee  hither. 

Demetrius. 
Such  flrange  events,  fuch  uncxpecfled  chances. 
Beyond  my  warmeil  hope,  or  wildell  wiflics, 
ConcurM  to  give  me  to  Afpafia's  arms, 

1  Hand  amaz'd,  and  a(k,  if  yet  I  clafp  thee 

Afp,f,a. 
Sure  heav'n,  for  wonders  are  not  wrought  in  vain. 
That  joins  us  thu:;,  will  never  part  us  more. 

SCENE  XI. 

DKMETRIU3,    ASTASIA,    ABDALLA. 
Abdal!a. 

It  p.irts  you  now— The  hafly  fultan  fign'd 
The  laws  unread,  and  flies  to  his  Irene. 

Demetrius. 
Fix'd  and  intent  on  his  Irene's  charms. 
He  envies  none  the  converfe  of  Afpafia. 
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Ahdallj, 
Afpafia's  abfcnce  will  inflame  fufpicion  ; 
She  cannot,  muft  not,  fhall  not  linger  here, 
Prudence  and  friendfliip  bid  me  force  her  from 
you. 

,   Demetrius. 
Force  her !  profane  her  with  a  touch,  and  die. 

Abdalla. 
' Tls  Greece,  'tis  freedom  calls  Afpafia  hence, 
Your  carelefs  love  betrays  your  country's  caufe. 

Demetrius. 
If  wc  muft  part— 

Afpafia. 

No !  let  us  die  together. 
Demetrius. 
If  we  mull  part — 

Ahdalla. 
Difpatch  ;  th'  increafmg  danger 
Will  not  admit  a  lover's  long  farewell, 
The  long-df  awn  intercourfe  of  fighs  and  kifTes. 

Demetrius, 
Then — O  my  fair,  I  cannot  bid  thee  go ; 
Receive  her,  and  prote(51:  her,   gracious  Heav'n  ! 
Yet  let  me  watch  her  dear  departing  fteps. 
If  fate  purfues  me,  let  it  find  me  here. 

Reproach  not,  Greece,  a  lover's  fond  delays, 
Nor  think  thy  caufe  negledted  while  1  gaze  ; 
New  force,  new  courage,  from  each  glance  I 

gain, 
And  find  oor  paffions  not  infas'd  in  vain. 

\Exeunt. 

A.CT  IV.— SCENE  I. 

BEMETRltJS,  ASPASIA,  ent;r  as  taliing- 

Afpafia. 
Ekough — rcfifllefsrealon  calms  my  foul — 
A.pproving  juftice  fmiles  upon  your  caufe. 
And  nature's  rights  entreat  tli'  afferting  fword. 
Yet  when  your  hand  is  lifted  to  deftroy. 
Think — butescufe  a  woman's  needlefs  caution, 
Puro-e  well  thy  mind  from  ev'ry  private  paiTion, 
Drive  int'reft,    love,    and   vengeance   from    thy 

thoughts, 
Fill  all  thy  ardent  breaft  with  Greece  and  virtue, 
Then  flrike  fecure,  and  Heav'n  affift  the  blow  ! 

Dimetrius. 
Thou  kind  affiflant  of  my  better  angel, 
I'ropltious  guide  of  my  bewilder'd  foul. 
Calm  of  my  cares,  and  guardian  of  my  virtue  I 

Afpafia. 
My  foul,  firft  kindled  by  thy  bright  example 
To  noble  thought  and  gen'rous  emulation. 
Now  but  rcfledls  tliofe  beams  that  flow'd  from 
thee. 

Demttriu$, 
With  native  luftre  and  unborrovv'd  greatnefs. 
Thou  fnin'il,  bright  maid,  Aiperior  to  diflrefs  ; 
ITnlike  the  trifling  race  of  vulgar  beauties, 
Thofe  glitt'ring  dew-drops  of  a  vernal  morn, 
'I'hat  Ipread  their  colours  to  the  genial  beam, 
And  fparkling  quiver  to  the  breath  of  May ; 
But  when  th«  tempefl  with  fonorous  wing 
Sweeps  o'er  the  grove,  forfake  the  lab'ring  bough, 
Difpers'd  in  air,  or  mingled  with  the  duft. 
Affiafta, 

f  wbear  thii  triumph — iUil  new  conflivilg  wait  u?, 
5 


Foes  unforfeen,  and  dangers  unfafpedlccL 
Oft  when  the  fierce  befieger's  eager  holl 
Beholds  the  fainting  garrifon  retire, 
And  rufhes  joyful  to  the  naked  wall, 
Deilrudion  flalhes  from  th'  infidious  mine, 
And  fweeps  th'  exulting  conqueror  away  : 
Perhaps  in  vain  the  fultan's  anger  fpar'd  me. 
To  find  a  meaner  fate  from  treach'rous  friend- 
fliip- 

Abdalla ! 

Demetrius, 
Can  Abdalla  tlien  diffemble  ? 
That  fiery  chief,  renown'd  for  gen'rous  freedom. 
For  zeal  unguarded,  undiffemblcd  hate. 
For  daring  truth,  and  turbulence  of  honour  ? 

Afpafia. 
This  open  friend,  this  undefigning hero. 
With  noify  falfchoods  forc'd  me  from  your  arms. 
To  fhockmy  virtue  with  a  tale  of  love. 

Demetiius. 
Did  not  the  caufe  of  Greece  reftrain  my  fword, 
Afpafia  fhould  not  fear  a  fecond  infult. 

Afpafia. 
His  pride  and  love  by  turns  infpir'd  his  tongue. 
And  intermix'd  my  praifes  with  his  own  ; 
His  wealth,  his  rank,  his  honours  he  recounted,' 
Till,  in  the  midli  of  arrogance  and  fondnefs,        \ 
Th'  approaching  fultan  forc'd  me  from  the  palaca 
Then  while  he  gaz'd  upon  his  yielding  miftrefs, 
I  ftole  unheeded  from  their  ravifh'd  eyes, 
And  fought  this  happy  grove  in  queft  of  thee. 

Demetrius. 
Soon  may  the  final  flroke  decide  our  fate. 
Left  b-.intful  difcord  cruib  our  infant  fchemc. 
And  ftraugled  freedom  perifti  in  the  birth  ! 

Afpafit. 

My  bofom,  harafs'd  with  alternate  paffions. 
Now  hopes,  now  fears — 

Demetrius. 

Th'  anxieties  of  love. 
Afpafia. 
Think  how  the  fov'reign  arbiter  of  kingdoms 
Detefts  thy  falfe  alTociates'  black  deCgns, 
And  frowns  on  perjury,  revenge  and  murder, 
Embark'd  with  treafon  on  the  feas  of  fate, 
When  heav'n  Ihall  bid  the  fwelling  billows  rag( 
And  point  v:ndi(Sive  lightnings  at  rebellion. 
Will  not  the  patriot  Ihare  the  traitor's  danger 
Oh  could  rhy  hand  imaided  free  thy  country, 
Nor  mingled  guilt  pollute  the  facred  caufe  ! 

Demetrius. 
Permitted  oft,  though  not  infpir'd  by  heav'n, 
Succelsful  treafons  piinifli  impious  kings, 

Afpafa. 
Nor  end  my  terrors  with  the  fultan's  death; 
Far  as  futurity's  untravell'd  wafte 
Lies  open  to  conjeiilure's  dubious  ken. 
On  ev'ry  fide  confufion,  rage  and  death. 
Perhaps  the  phantoms  of  a  woman's  fear, 
Befet  the  treacherous  way  with  fatal  ambufh  ; 
Each  Turkilh  bofom  burns  for  thy  deftrudtio) 
Ambitiovs  Cali  dreads  the  ftatefman's  arts. 
And  hot  Abdalla  hates  the  happy  lover. 

Demetrius. 
Capricious  man  !  to  good  and  ill  inconftant, 
Too  much  to  fear,  or  truft,  is  equal  weaknefit 
Sometimes  the  wretch  unaw'd  by  heav'n  or  ' 
With  mad  devotion  idolizes  honour. 


The  Baffd,  recking  with  his  mafter's  murder, 
Ptrhaps  may  flart  at  violated  friendjhip. 

Afpafia. 
How  foon,  alas!  will  int  reft  fear,  or  envy, 
O'erthrow  fuch  weak,  fuch  accidental  virtue, 
Nor  built  on  faith,  nor  fortify'd  by  confcience  ! 

Demetrius. 
Vrhen  defp'fate  ills  demand  a  fpeedy  cure, 
Dilh-ull  is  cowardice,  and  prudence  folly. 

Affafia. 
Yet  think  a  moment,  ere  you  court  dellrudlion. 
What  hand,  when  death  has  fnatch'd  away  De- 
metrius, 
Shall  guard  Afpafia  from  triumphant  luft. 

Hernctrius. 
Difmifsthefe  needlefs  fears — a  troop  of  Greeks 
Weil  known,  long  try'd,  cxped:  us  on  the  fhore. 
Borne  on  the  furface  of  the  fmiling  deep, 
^Scon  fhalt  thou  fcorn,  in  fafety's  arms  repos'd, 
Abdalla's  rage  and  Call's  ftratagems. 

Still,  ftill  diftrufl:  fits  heavy  on  my  heart. 
Will  e'er  an  happier  hour  revifit  Greece  f 

Demetrius. 
Should  Heav'n  yet  unappeas'd  rcfufe  its  aid, 
Dipcrfe  our  hopes,  and  fruflrate  our  defigns, 
Yet  ihall  the  confcience  of  the  great  attempt 
DilTufe  a  brightnefs  on  our  future  days; 
Nor  will  his  country's  groans  reproach  Demetrius. 
But  how  canfl  thou  fupport  the  woes  of  exile  ? 
Canft  thou  forget  hereditary  fplendours, 
To  live  obfcure  upon  a  foreign  coafl. 
Content  with  fcience,  innocence,  and  love  ? 

>  Afpafia. 

Nor  wealth,  nor  titles,  niake  Afpafia's  blifs. 
O'erwhelm'd  and  loft  amidft  the  public  ruins, 
Uiiinov'd  I  faw  the  gUtt'ring  trifles  perifh, 
And  thought  the  petty  drofs  beneath  a  figh. 
J!:eerful  1  follow  to  the  rural  cell, 
l.ove  be  my  wealth,  and  my  diftimflicn  virtue. 

Demetrius. 
lubmifiive  and  prepar'd  for  each  event, 
vow  let  us  wait  the  laft  award  of  Heav'n, 
iecure  of  happinefs  from  flight  or  conqueft, 
Vor  fear  the  fair  and  learn'd  can  want  protedtlon 
The  mighty  Tufcan  courts  the  banilh'd  arts 
To  kind  Italia's  hofpitable  fhades; 
I'hcre  Ihal!  foft  leifure  wing  th'  excurfive  foul, 
\nd  peace  propitious  fmile  on  fond  defire; 
here  fhall  defpotic  eloquence  refume 
Ic^ancient  empire  o'er  the  yielding  heart ; 
"heie  poetry  ihall  tune  her  facred  voire, 
vnd  wake  from  ignerance  the  wefteni  world. 

SCENE  II. 

DEMETRlLf,    ASTASIA,    CAM, 

Call. 

it  length  th'  unwilling  fun  refigns  the  world 
"o  fileiKe  and  to  reft.     The  hours  of  darknefs, 
Topitious  hours  to  ftratagem  and  death, 
urfuc  the  Fail  remains  of  ling'ring  light. 

Demetrius. 
onnt  not  thefe  hours  as  parts  of  vulgar  time, 
hinkthema  facred  treafurc  lent  by  Heav'n, 
'^hich  fquander'd  by  neglcft,  or  ftar,  or  folly, 
0  pray'r  recals,  no  diligence  redeems ; 


IRENE.     .  86; 

To-morrow's  dawn  fiiall  fee  the  Turkifh  king 
Strctch'd  in  the  duft,  or  tow'ring  on  Ms  throne; 
'i'o-mcrrow's  dawn  fliall  fee  the  migh.y  Call 
Tlie  fport  of  tyranny,  or  lord  of  nations. 

Cali. 
Then  v/afte  no  longer  thefe  important  moments 
In  foft  endearments,  and  in  gentle  murmurs. 
Nor  lofe  in  love  the  patriot  and  the  hero. 

Demetrius. 
'Tis  love  combin'd  with  guilt  alone,  that  melts 
The  folten'd  fo'al  to  cowardice  and  floth  ; 
But  virtuous  paflion  prompts  the  great  rcfolve, 
And  fans  the  flumb'ring  fpark  of  heav'nly  fire. 
Retire,  my  fair;  that  pow'rthat  fmiles  on  goodnefs 
Guide  all  thy  fteps,  calm  ev'ryftormy  thought, 
And  ftill  thy  bofom  with  the  voice  of  peace  ! 

Afpafia. 
Soon  may  we  meet  again,  fecure  and  free, 
To  feel  no  more  the  pangs  of  feparation !      \_Exit, 


DEMETRIUS,    CALI, 

Demetrius. 
This  night  alone  is  ours — Oiir  mighty  foe, 
No  longer  loft  in  am'rous  folitude. 
Will  now  remount  the  flighted  feat  of  empire, 
And  fliow  Irene  to  the  fhouting  people  ; 
Afpafia  left  her  fighing  in  his  arms, 
And  lift'ning  to  the  pleafing  tale  of  pow'r, 
With  foften'd  voice  Ihe  droppM  the  faint  refufal. 
Smiling  confent  flie  fat,  and  bluftiing  love. 

Cali. 
Now,  tyrant,  v/ith  fatiety  of  beauty 
Now  fcaft  thine  eyes,  thine  eyes  that  ne'er  here- 
after 
.Shall  dart  their  am'rous  glances  at  the  fair, 
Or  glare  on  Cali  with  malignant  beaius. 

SCENE  III. 

DEMETRIUS,    CALI,    I.EONTIUS,  ABDALLA. 

Lcontius. 
Our  bark  unfeen  has  reach'd  th'  appointed  bay. 
And  where  yon  trees  wave  o'er  the  foaming  furge 
Reclines  againft  the  fhore  :  our  Grecian  troop 
E.xtends  its  lines  along  the  fandy  beach, 
Elate  with  hope,  and  panting  for  a  foe. 

Abdalla. 
The  fav'ring  winds  affill;  the  great  defign. 
Sport  in  our  fails,  and  murmur  o'er  the  the  deep- 

Cali. 
'Tis  well — A  fingle  blow  completes  our  willies  : 
Return  with  fp'^eil,  Leontius,  to  your  ciiarge; 
The  Greeks,  diforder'd  by  their  leader's  abfence, 
May  droop  difmay'd,  or  kindle  into  madnefs. 

Leontius. 
Sufpedled  ftill  i" — What  villain's  pois'nous  tongue 
Dares  joinl^ccncius'  name  with  fear  or  hilfehoodT 
Have  1  for  this  preferv'd  my  guiltlcfs  boiom, 
Pure  as  the  thoughts  of  infant  innoceiice  \ 
Have  I  for  this  defy'd  the  chiefs  of  Tuikey, 
Intrepid  in  the  flaming  front  of  war? 

Cali. 
Haft  thou    not    fearch'd   my   foul's   profoandcll! 

thoughts .'' 
Is  not  the  fate  of  Greece  and  Cali  thine  ? 

I.eontnts. 
Why  h«j  thy  choice  then  pointed  out  Leontiu''; 
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Unfit  to  fhare  this  night's  illuflrious  toils? 

To  wait  remote  from  action  and  from  honour, 

An  idle  iiil'ner  to  the  dillant  cries 

Of  flaughter'd  infidels,  and  claih  of  fu'ords  ! 

Tell  nie  the  caufe,  that  while   thy  name,  Deme- 

triu':, 
Shall  foar  triumphant  on  the  wings  of  glory, 
Dcfpis'd  and  curs'd,  Leontius  muft  dcfcend 
Through  hilling  agts,  a  proverbial  coward, 
Tlie  tale  of  women,  and  the  fcorn  of  fools? 

Demetrius. 
Can  brave  Leontiu',  be  the  flave  of  glory  ? 
Glory,  the  cafual  gift  of  thoughtlels  crowds  I 
Glory,  the  bribe  of  avaricious  virtue  ! 
Be  but  my  country  free,  be  thine  the  praife  ; 
I  afk  no  witnefs,  but  attellin^  confcience, 
No  records,  but  the  records  of  tiie  flcy. 

Leontius. 
Wilt  thou  then  head  the  troop  upon  the  fhore, 
While  I  dcllroy  th'  oppreffor  of  mankind  ? 

I}e/netrius . 
What  canfl  thou  boafl  fuperior  to  Demetrius  ? 
Afk  to  whole  fword  the  Greeks  will  trult  their 

caufe. 
My  name  ihall  echo  through  the  fliouting  field  ; 
Demand  wkofe  force  yon  Turkifli  heroes  dread, 
The  lliudd'ring  camp  fhall  muimur  out  Demetrius. ' 

Call. 
Muft  Greece,  ftill  wretched  by  her  children's  folly, 
For  ever  mourn  their  avarice  or  fadlions  ? 
Demetrius  juftly  pleads  a  double  title, 
I'he  lover's  int'reft  aids  the  patriot's  claim. 

Lcintius. 
My  pride  fhall  ne'er  protraiSf  my  country's  woes; 
Succeed,  my  friend,  uneiivied  by  Leontiui.. 

Demetrius. 
I  feel  new  fpirit  flioot  along  my  nerves, 
My  foul  expands  to  meet  approaching  freedom. 
jMovv  hover  o'er  us  with  propitious  wings. 
Ye  facred  fhades  of  patriots  and  of  martyrs; 
All  ye,  whofe  blood  tyrannic  rage  effus'd. 
Or  perfecution  drank,  attend  our  call , 
And  from  the  manfions  of  perpetual  peace 
Defcend,  to  fweeten  labours  once  vour  own. 

Call. 
Co  then,  and  with  united  eloqutiice 
Confirm  your  troops ;  and  when  the  moon's  fair 

beam 
Plays  on  the  quiv'ring  waves,  to  guide  our  flight, 
JReturn,  Demetrius,  and  be  free  for  ever. 

\_Exeunt  Dem.  and  Leon. 

SCENE  IV. 

CALI,  ABDALLA. 

j-fjJalla. 
How  the  new  monarch,  fwell'd  with  airy  rule, 
j.ooksdown,  contemptuous, from  his  fancy 'd  height, 
And  utters  fate,  unmindful  of  Abdalla  ! 

Cali. 
Far  be  fuch  black  ingratitude  from  Cali ; 
When  Afia's  nations  own  me  for  their  lord. 
Wealth, and  command,  and  graudeur,  fhall  be  thine 

Abdalla. 

fs  this  the  recompencc  referv'd  for  me  ? 
jDar'll  thou  thus  dally  with  Abdallu's  paffion  ? 


OF  JOHNSON. 

Henceforward  hope  no  more  my  flighted  friend- 
fhip,  [tures. 

Wake  from  thy  dream  of  pow'r  to  death  and  tor- 
And  bid  thy  vifionary  throne  farewell. 
Cali. 

Name,  and  enjoy  thy  wifh — 

Abdalla. 
I  need  not  name  it  ; 
Afpafia's  lovers  know  but  one  defire. 
Nor  hope,  nor  wifh,  nor  live,  but  for  Afpafia. 

Cali. 
That  fatal  beauty  plighted  to  Demetrius, 
Heav'n  makes  not  mine  to  give. 
Abdalla. 
Nor  to  deny. 

Cali. 
Obtain  her  and  poiTefs,  thou  know'ft  thy  rivaL 

Abdalla. 
Too  well  I  know  him,  fmce  on  Thracia's  plains 
I  felt  the  force  of  his  tenipeftuous  arm. 
And  faw  my  fcatter'd  fquadrons  fly  before  him. 
Nor  will  I  trulf  th'  uncertain  chance  of  combat;  • 
The  rights  of  princes  let  the  fword  decide. 
The  petty  claims  of  empire  and  of  honour  ; 
Revciige  and  fuLtle  jealoufy  fnall  teach 
A  lurcr  paiTage  to  his  hated  heart. 

Call. 

O  fpare  the  gallant  Greek,  in  him  we  lofe 
The  politician's  arts,  and  hero's  flame. 

Abdalla. 
When  next  we  meet,  before  we  ftorm  the  palace, 
The  bowl  fhall  circle  to  confirm  our  league. 
Then  fliall  thefe  juices  taint  Demetrius'  draught, 

r^.4j.  »- ';i(^  a  phial\ 
And  Rrcam  deflruclive  through  his  freezing  veinsi 
Thus  ihall  he  live  to  frrike  th' important  blow, 
And  perifh  ere  he  tafles  the  joys  of  conquefl. 

SCENE  V. 

KAIIOMET,  MUSPAPHA,  CALI,  ABDALLA. 

Ivlahomct. 
Henceforth  for  ever  happy  be  this  day. 
Sacred  to  love,  to  pleafure,  and  hcne  : 
The  matchlefs  fair  has  blefs'd  me  with  compliance 
Let  every  tongue  refound  Irene's  praife. 
And  fpread  the  general  trsnfport  through  mankim 

Call. 

Blefl:  prince,  for  whom  indulgent  Heav'n  ordain 
At  once  ihe  joys  of  paradife  and  empire,  - 

Now  join  thy  people's,  and  thy  Call's  prayerS}" 
Sufpcnd  thy  paffage  to  the  feats  of  bills. 
Nor  vvifli  for  houries  in  Irene's  arms. 

MahLTiiet. 
Forbear — I  know  the  long-try'd  faith  of  Cali. 

Cali. 

O,  could  the  eyes  of  kings,  like  thofe  of  Heav'n, 
Search  to  the  dark  recefies  of  the  foul. 
Oft  would  they  find  ingratitude  and  treafon, 
By  fmiles,  and  oatlis,  and  praifes  ill  difguis'd  ! 
How  rarely  would  they  meet,  in  crowded  courti 
Fidelity  lb  firm,  fo  pure,  as  mine  ! 

Miipapha. 

Yet,  ere  we  give  our  loofen'd  thoughts  to  raptui 
I,et  prudence  obviate  an  impending  danger 
Tainted  by  floth,  the  parent  of  ll-uition, 


I  II  E 

Tlif  hungry  janizary  turns  for  plunder, 
And  growls  in  private  o'er  his  idle  Ikbre. 

Mubamd. 
To  ftill  their  murmurs,  ere  the  twentieth  fun 
Shall  ihed  his  beams  upon  the  bridal  bed, 
I  rouze  to  war,  and  conquer  for  Irene. 
Then  (h.ill  the  Rhodian  mourn  his  linking  tow'rs. 
And  Buda  fall,  aiid  proud  Vienna  tremble. 
Then  fliail  Venetia  feel  the  Turkifli  pow'r, 
And  fubjeiSl  fcas  roar  round  their  queen  in  vain. 

AodalLi. 
Then  feize  fair  Italy's  delightful  coall. 
To  fix  your  fiandard  in  imperial  Rome. 

MdhuVUt. 

Her  fons  malicious  clemency  fnall  fpare, 

I'o  form  new  legends,  fancftify  new  cnines, 

To  canonize  the  flaves  of  fuperflition. 

And  fill  the  world  with  follies  and  imuollures, 

Till  angry  Heav'n  Ihall  mark  them  out  for  ruin. 

And  war  o'erwhelm  them  in  their  dream  of  vitc. 

O  could  her  fabled  faints,  and  boaflied  piaycrs. 

Call  forth  her  ancient  heroes  to  the  field. 

How  fhould  I  joy,  'midft  the  fierce  fhock  of  nations, 

To  crofp  the  tow'rings  of  an  equal  foul, 

And  bid  the  mafter  genius  rule  the  world! 

Abdalla,  Call,  go^proclaim  my  pupofe. 

\E:^cunt  Call  d««' Abdalla. 

SCENE  VI. 

MAHOMET,  MUSTAl'H-V. 
jSIabQ'uct. 
Still  Call  lives,  and  mull  hclive  to-morrow  .' 
That  fawning  villain's  foic'd  congratulations 
Will  cloud  my  triumphs,  and  pollmc  the  day. 

MuppLa. 
With  cautious  vigilance,  at  my  command. 
Two  faithful  captains,  Hafan  and  Caraza, 
I  Purine  him  through  his  labyrinths  of  treafon. 
And  wait  your  fummons  to  report  his  conduiH:. 

MJjo:,u:. 

'.  'jCall  them — but  let  them  not  prolong  their  tale, 
;  Is^or  prcfs  too  much  upon  a  lover'.',  patience. 

[£xi/!Mufiapha. 

SCENE  vn. 

Mahomet  folus. 
I  Whome'cr  the  hope,  ftill  blafted,  llill  renew'd, 
Of  happinefs,  lures  on  from  toil  to  toil, 
Remember  JV-Iahomet,  and  ceaie  thy  labour. 
Behold  him  here,  in  love,  in  war  fuocclsful. 
Behold  him  wretclied  in  his  double  triumph  ; 
His  fav'rite  fuithlefs,  and  his  miftrefs  bafe. 
Ambition  only  gave  her  to  my  arms, 
By  reafon  not  convinc'd,  nor  won  by  lovr. 
Ambition  was  her  crirne,  but  meaner  folly 
Dooms  me  to  lothe  at  once,  and  doat  on  falfehood, 
And  idolize  th'  apoflate  I  contemn. 
If  thou  art  more  than  the  gay  dream  of  fancy, 
•More  than  a  pleafing  found  without  a  meaning, 
O  happinefs  '.  fure  thou  art  all  Afpafia's. 

SCENE  VIII. 

I  MAMOMET,  .MUSTAPHA,  HASSAN,  AND  CARAZA. 
Mdbomtt. 

Caraza,  fpeak — have  ye  remark'd  the  BafTa  ? 

Caraza. 
Clofe,  as  we  might  unfeen,  wx  watch'd  his  ftcns ; 
Hi*  air  difordcr'd,  and  his  gait  unee[ual, 
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Betray'-J  the  wild  emotions  of  his  mind. 
Sudd'^ii  ];c  Itops,  and  inward  turns  his  eyes, 
Abforb'd  in  thought;  then  flatting  from  his  trancCj 
Conftrainsa  fuUen  fmile,  and  ihootsaway. 
With  him  Abdalla  we  beheld — 

M.jlapia. 
Abdalla ! 

Mahcmt: 
He  wears  of  late  refentment  on  his  brow, 
Deny'd  the  govcrimieut  of  Scrvia's  province. 

Carazc. 
We  mark'd  hiin  ftorniing  in  cxccfs  of  fury, 
-And  heard,  within  the  iliicket  that  conceal'd  us, 
An  uudiilinguiih'd  found  of  tlireat'ning  rage. 

Mujlapha. 
How  guilt  once  harbour'd  in  the  confcious  brcaftj 
InLiniidates  the  brave,  degrades  the  great ! 
See  Call,  dread  of  kings,  and  pride  of  armies, 
IJy  treafon  levell'd  with  the  dregs  of  men  ! 
Ere  guilty  fear  deprtfs'd  the  lioary  chief, 
An  angry  murmur,  a  rebellious  frown. 
Had  llretch'd  the  fiery  boafler  in  the  grave. 

Mdhi.ir.d. 
Shall  monarchs  fear  to  draw  the  fword  of  juftice, 
Aw"d  by  the  crowd,  and  by  their  fiaves  reftrain'd  ? 
Seize  him  this  night,  and  through  the  private  paf- 

fage 
Convey  him  to  the  prifon's  inmoft  depths, 
Referv'd  to  all  the  pangs  of  tedious  death. 

\Exi:unt  I'vlahomet  and  I.luflapha. 

SCENE  IX. 

IIAoAK,  CARAZA. 

Kcfan.  _ 
Shall  then  the  Greeks,  uupunilh'd  and  conccal'dj 
Contrive,  perhaps,  the  ruin  of  our  empire, 
Leuguc  vv'ita  our  chiefs,  and  propagate  fedition  ? 

Cai  cfza. 
^V'hatc'er  their  fchemc,  the  Bafia's  death  defeats  itj 
And  gratitude's  flrong  tics  rtilrain  my  tongue. j 

Hafan. 
W'hat  tics  to  llaves .''  what  gratitude  to  foes  ? 

In  that  black  day  when  flaughter'd  thoufands  fell 

Around  thefe  fatal  walls,  the  tide  of  war 

Bore  me  victorious  onward,  where  Demetrius 

I'ore  ui:refui;ed  from  the  giant  hand 

Of  ucru  Sebalias,  the  triumphant  crefcent. 

And  d-jfa'd  the  might  of  Afem  from  the  ramparts, 

'I'herc  1  became,  nor  bluili  to  make  it  known, 

Tlie  captive  of  his  fword.    The  covvard  Greeks, 

Enrag'd  by  wrongs,  exulting  with  fuccefs, 

Dooni'd  nie  to  die  with  all  the  Turkifli  captains; 

But  bra\,'c  Dem.etrius  fcora'd  the  mca:i  revenge.^ 

And  gave  me  life 

H.pn. 
Do  thou  repay  the  gift, 
J, ell;  unrewarded  mercy  lofo  its  charms. 
Fn;fufe  of  wealth,  or  bounteous  of  fuccefs. 
When  licav'ii  beflows  the  privilege  to  biefs ; 
Eet  no  weak  doubt  the  gen'rous  liand  reftrain. 
For  when  \»aj  pow'r  beneficent  in  vain  .'       [£'v.t, 

ACT  v.— SCENE  I. 

yll'pjfta  folus. 
In  thefe  dark  inoments  of  fufpendcd  fate. 
While  yet  the  fuiu;e  fortune  of  my  country 
3  I  »'j 
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I-ies  in  the  womb  of  Providence  conceal'd. 
And  anxious  angels  wait  the  mighty  birtli ; 
O  grant  thy  facred  irfluence,  povv'rful  virtue  ! 
Attention  rife,  furvey  the  fair  creation, 
Till,  tonfcious  of  th' encircling  deity, 
Beyond  the  mifts  of  care  thy  pinion  tow'rs. 
This  calm,  thefe  joys,  dear  innocence,  are  thine, 
Joys  ill  exchang'd  for  gold,  and  pride,  and  empire. 
[Enter  Irene  and  attendants. 

SCENE  II. 

ASPASIA,  IRENE,  ATTENDANTS, 
Irene, 
Sec  how  the  moon  through  all  th'  unclouded  Iky 
Spreads  her  mild  radiance,  and  defcending  dews 
Revive  the  languid  flow'rs;  thus  nature  ihone 
New  from  the  Maker's  hand,  and  fair  array'd 
In  tha  bright  colours  of  primasval  Spring; 
When  purity,  while  fraud  was  yet  unknown, 
Piay'd  fearlefs  in  th'  inviolated  (hades. 
This  elemental  joy,  this  gen'ral  calm, 
Isfure  the  fmile  of  unoffended  Heav'n. 
Yet !  why 

Maid. 

Eehold,  within  th'  emhow'ring  grove 
Afpafia  Itands—— 

Irene. 
With  melancholy  mien, 
Penfive,  and  envious  of  Irene's  greatnefs. 
Steal  unperceiv'd  upon  her  meditations — 
But  lee,  the  lofty  maid,  at  our  approach, 
Refumes  th'  imperious  air  of  haughty  virtue. 
Are  thefe  th'  unceafing  joys,  th'  unmingled  plea- 

fures  [7oAfpafia. 

For  which  A''pafia  fcorn'd  the  Turkifh  crown  .'' 
Is  this  th'  unfliaken  confidence  in  Heav'n  ? 
Is  this  the  boafted  blils  of  confcious  virtue  ? 
Wjiei'idid  content  figh  out  her  cares  in  fccret  ? 
When  did  felicity  repine  in  deferts  ? 

Ill  fuits  with  guilt  the  gaieties  of  triumph  ; 
When  daring  vice  infults  eternal  juilice. 
The  minilters  of  wrath  forget  compailion. 
And  fnatch  the  flaming  bolt  with  hally  hand. 

Irene. 
Forbear  thy  threats,  proud  prophetefs  of  ill, 
Vers'd  in  the  fecret  counfels  of  the  ficy. 

Afpafta. 

Forbear — But  thou  art  funk  beneath  reproach  ; 
In  vain  affesfled  raptures  fiafh  the  cheek. 
And  fongs  of  pleafure  warble  from  the  tongue, 
When  fear  and  anguiHi  labour  in  the  breaft. 
And  all  within  is  darknefs  and  confufiori; 
Thus  on  deceitful  ^Etna's  flow'ry  fide. 
Unfading  verdure  glads  the  roving  eye. 
While  fecret  flames,  with  unextinguifh'd  rage, 
Infatiate  on  her  waded  entrails  prey. 
And  melt  her  treucfi'rous  beauties  into  ruin. 

\Eiiter  Demetrius. 
SCENE  III. 

ASTASIA,  IRENE,  DEMETRIUS. 
Detr.ctrius. 
Fly,  fly,  my  love,  deftrudtion  ruflies  on  us, 
The  rack  cxpedts  us,  and  the  fword  purfues. 

Afpafia. 
Is  Greece  deliVer'd  ?  is  the  tyrant  fall'n  ? 

Dcmdrius. 
Greece  is  no  more,  the  profp'rous  tyrant  livesj, 
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Referv'd,  for  other  lands,  tlie  fcourge  of  Heav'a, 

AJpafxa. 

Say,  by  what  fraud,  what  lot  ce  were  yon  defeated  ? 
Betray'd  by  falfehood,  or  by  crowds  o'crborn  \ 

Demetrius. 
The  prefling  exigence  forbids  relation, 

Abdalla 

Afpaf,a._ 
Hated  name  1  his  jealous  rage 
Broke  out  in  perfidy — Oh  curs'd  A.fpafia, 
Born  to  complete  the  ruin  of  her  country ! 
Hide  me,  oh  hide  me  fiom  upbraiding  Greece  J 
Oh,  hide  me  from  myfelf ! 

Demetrius. 
Be  fiuitlefs  grief 
The  doom  of  guilt  alone,  nor  dare  to  feize 
The  breaft  where  virtue  guards  the  throne  of  peace* 
Devolve,  dear  maid,  thy  forrows  on  the  wretch, 
Whofe  fear,  or  rage,  or  treachery,  betray'd  us. 

Irene  afidc. 
A  private  ftation  may  difcover  more  ; 
Then  let  me  rid  them  of  Irene's  prefence  : 
Proceed,  and  give  a  loofe  to  love  and  treafon. 

\lVithdra'Ms^ 
A^pafta. 
Yet  tell. 

D/metriux. 
To  tell,  or  hear,  were  wafte  of  life, 
AJpafia. 
The  life,  which  only  this  defign  fupported, 
VVefe  now  well  lofi,  in  hearing  Jiow  you  fail'do 

De)7tetrii's. 
Or  meanly  fraudulent,  or  madly  gay, 
Abdalla,  while  we  vv'aited  near  the  palace, 
With  ill-tim'd  mirth  prcpos'd  the  bowl  of  love. 
Jull  as  it  reach'd  my  iips,  a  fudden  cry 
Urg'd  me  to  dafh  it  to  the  ground  untouch'd, 
And  ftize  my  fword  with  difencumber'd  hand. 

Afpajla. 

What  cry  ?  The  ftratagem  .?  Did  then  Abdalla  ?— 

Dcmetria^. 
At  once  a  thoufand  paffions  fir'd  his  check ! 
1  hen  all  is  paft,  he  cried — and  darted  from  us; 
Nor  at  the  call  of  Call  deign'd  to  turn. 

Afpafia. 
Why  did  yon  flay  .?  Dclerted  and  betray'd  ? 
What  more  could  force  attempt,  or  art  contrive  ? 

Demetrius. 
Amazement  fciz'd  us,  and  the  hoary  Bafia 
Stood  torpid  in  fufpenfe  ;  but  focn  Abdalla 
Return'd  with  force  that  made  refiflance  vain. 
And  bade  his  new  confederate  feize  the  traitors, 
Cali  difarm'd,  v.as  borne  away  to  death; 
IViyfelf  efcap'd,  or  favour'd,  or  negkiSled. 

Afpafia. 

O  Greece  !  rennwn'd  for  fcience  and  for  wealth. 
Behold  thy  boaflcd  honours  fnatch'd  away. 

Demetrius. 
Though  difappointnient  blaft  our  general  fcheme. 
Yet  much  remains  to  hope,   I  fhall  not  call 
The  day  diiafl'rous  tiiat  fctnres  our  flight ; 
Nor  think  that  eflbrt  lofl.  which  refcues  thee. 

{Enttr  Abdalla;. 

SCENE  IV. 

IRENE,  ASTASIA,  DEMETRIUS,  AUDALLA. 

Aldalh. 
At  length  the  prize  is  mine — The  haughty  maid 
That  bears  the  fate  of  empires  in  her  air. 


IRENE. 


Ill 


Kc;n;eiorth  Oiail  lire  fcr  mc;  for  ir.i*  alone 

Shall  plume  her  churms,  and,  with  attt  r.tive  watcli, 

Steal  from  Abdalla's  eye  the  Qgn  to  Imilc. 

Demetrius ; 
Ceafe  this  wild  roar  of  favage  ezaltation  ; 
Advance,  andperilh  in  the  frantic  boaft. 

AM'-- 
Forbear   Dumetrius,  'tis  Afpafia  calls  thee  ; 
Thy  love,  Afpafia,  calls ;  reftrain  thy  fword  ; 
Nor  rulh  on  ufeiefs  wotinds  with  idle  courage. 

Dirr.:irius. 
What  now  remains  ? 

It  now  remains  to  fly  ? 
DiT7i£triiis. 
Shall  then  the  favage  live,  to  boaft  his  infuk  ; 
Tell  how  Demetrius  fhunn'd  his  fmgle  hand, 
And  ilole  his  life  and  mifirefs  from  his  fabrc  ? 

Abdalla. 
Infatuate  loiterer,  has  fate,  in  vain, 
Unclafp'd  his  iron  gripe  to  let  thee  free  ? 
.Still  doft  thou  flutter  in  the  j  iws  of  death  ; 
iSnar'd  with  thy  ftars,  and  maz'd   in  ftupefac- 
tion! 

D-metrius. 
Forgive,  my  fair,  'tis  life,  'tis  nature  calls. 
Now,  traitor,  feel  the  fear,  that  chills  my  hand. 

'Tis  madnefs  to  provoke  luperfluous  danger, 
And  cowardice  to  dread  the  boaft  of  folly. 

A'jdalla. 
Ply,  wretch,  while  yet  my  pity  grants  thee  flight ; 
The  power  of  Turkey  waits  upon  my  ciil. 
Leave  hut  this  maid,  refign  a  hopeleis  chini. 
And  drag  away  thy  life  in  fcoin  and  fafcty, 
Thy  life,  too  mean  a  prey  to  lure  Abdalla. 

Dt-metr'iu^. 
Once  more  I  dare  thy  fword;  behold  the  prize. 
Behold,  I  quit  her  to  the  chance  of  battle! 

\pin:t-.r:g  Afpalin. 

j^'dalla.  "" 

Well  mayTc  thou  call  thy  maflcr  to  the  combat, 
And  try  the  hazard,  that  haft  nought  to  ftakc  ; 
Alike  my  death,  or  thine,  is  gain  to  thee  ; 
But  ibon  thou  fhalt  repent :  another  moment 
Shall  throw  th'  attendingjanizaries  round  thee. 

[£.vi/ %%  Abdalla. 

SCENE  V. 

A5PASIA,  DEMETRIUS. 

Irene. 
Abdalla  falls,  now  fortune  all  is  mine.  [-f/i'^f- 

Hafte,  Murza,  to  the  palace,  let  the  liiUan 

[To  one  of  her  attendant!. 
I)ifpatch  his  guards  to  ftop  the  flying  traitors. 
While  I  protract  their  ftay.  Be  f\\-ift  and  faithful. 

\Exit  Muiza. 
This  lucky  ftratagemfliall  charm  the  Sukan,  \_Aj]de. 
Secure  his  confidence,  and  fix  his  love. 

Dimetiius. 

BeTiold  a  boafter's  worth  !  Now  fnatch,  my  fair. 
The  happy  moment,  haften  to  the  fnore, 
Ere  he  return  with  thoiifands  at  his  fidt. 

Afpafia. 
In  vain  I  liftcn  to  th'  inviting  call 
Of  freedom  and  of  love  :   My  trembling  joints, 
Reiai'd  with  fear,  refufs  to  bear  mz  fol-warl. 


Dcpnrt, Demetrius,  left  my  fate  iuvolvj  thee  5 
I'orfake  a  wretch  abandon'd  to  defpair. 
To  fliare  the  miferici  hcrfclf  lias  caus'd. 

Demelr'w.s. 
Let  us  not  ftruggle  with  th'  eternal  will. 
Nor  languilh  o'er  irreparable  ruins; 
Come,  hafte  and  live — Thy  innocence  and  truth 
Shall  blefb  our  v.-and'rin2:s,  and  propitiate  Ileav'nj 

Irene. 
Prefs  not  her  flight,  while  yet  her  feeble  nerves 
Refu'e  their  office,  and  uncertain  life 
Still  labours  with  imaginary  woe  ; 
Here  let  me  tend  her  with  oflicious  care. 
Watch  each  unquiet  iiutter  of  the  breaft. 
And  joy  to  feel  the  vital  warmth  return. 
To  fee  the  cloud  forfake  Jier  kindling  cheek. 
And  hail  the  rofy  dawn  of  rifing  health. 

A'pafia. 
Oh  !  rather  fcornful  of  flagitious  greatnefs, 
Refolve  to  ftiare  our  dangers  and  our  toils, 
Companion  of  our  flight,  iiluftrious  exile. 
Leave  flav'ry,  guilt,  and  infamy  behind. 

Irene. 
My  foul  attends  thy  voice,  and  banifti'd  virtue 
Strives  to  regain  her  empire  of  the  mind  : 
.Affift  her  effjtts  with  thy  ftrong  perfuaiion  ; 
?ure  'tis  the  happy  hour  ordain  d  above, 
W'lien  vanquifu'd  vic3  fnall  tyrannize  no  m.ore. 

Demetrius. 
Remember,  peace  and  angulfli  are  before  thee, 
And  honour  and  reproach,  and  heav'n  and  hell. 

Jfpcfia. 
Content  Vv'ith  freedom,  and  precarious  greatnefs. 

Demdriits. 
Now  make  thy  choice,  while  yet  the  pow'r  of 

choice 
Kind  Heaven  affords  thee,  and  inviting  mercy 
Holds  out  her  hand  to  lead  thee  back  to  truth. 

Irene. 
Stay — in  this  dubious  twilight  of  convi(f!:ion, 
The  gleams  of  reafon,  and  the  clouds  of  paffioa. 
Irradiate  and  obfcure  my  breaft  by  turns: 
Stay  but  a  mument,  and  prevailing  truth 
Will  fpread  refiftkfs  light  upon  my  foul. 

Demetrius. 

But  fince  none  knows  the  danger  of  a  moment. 
And  Heav'n  forbids  to  laviih  life  away. 
Let  kind  tompulfion  terminate  the  conteft. 

\S-'izin^  her  hand. 
Ye  Chriftian  captives,  follow  me  to  freedom: 
A  galley  v,-aits  us,  and  the  v.inds invite. 

Irene. 
Whence  is  this  violeilce  ? 

Demetrius. 
Your  calmer  thouglit 
Will  teach  3  gentler  term. 
/;•..:.■. 
Forbear  tiiis  rudcnef-. 
And  learn  the  rcv'rence  due  to  Tuiliey'-;  queen  ; 
Ely,  fiavcs,  and  call  the  fulran  to  my  refcue. 

Demetrii::. 
Farewell,  unhappy  maid  :  A'lay  ev'ry  joy 
Be  thine,  that  wealth  can  give,  or  guilt  receive! 

Afpfia. 
And  when,  contemptuous  of  imperial  pow'r, 
Difeafe  fnall  chafe  the  phantoms  of  ambition, 
May  penitence  attend  thy  mournful  bed. 
And  wing  thy  latefc  pray'r  to  pitying  Heav'n  ! 

j^£xc««/Den:.  Afp.  i^i'.b  ^art  of  the  attendants. 
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SCENE  VI. 

Irene  zualks  at  a  dijiainefrom  her  aitendanis. 

After  a  paufe. 
Apiainfl  the  head  which  innocence  fecures, 
Infidious  maHce  aims  her  darts  in  vain  ; 
Turn'd   backwards  by  the   powerful   breath    of 

Heav'n. 
Perhaps  ev'n  now  the  lovers  unpurfu'd 
Bound  o'er  the  fparkling  waves.  Go,  happy  bark, 
Thy  facred  freight  ihall  ftill  the  raginjj  main. 
To  guide  thy  paflage  fhall  th'  aerial  fpirits 
"Fill  all  the  flarry  lamps  with  double  blaze  ; 
Th'  applauding  £ky  Ihall  pour  forth  all  its  beams, 
To  grace  the  triumph  of  viiilorious  virtue. 
While  ],  not  yet  familiar  to  my  crimes, 
Recoil  from  thought,  and  Ihudder  at  myfelf. 
How  am  I  chang'd  !  How  lately  did  Irene 
Fly  from  the  bufy  pleafures  of  her  fex. 
Well  pleas'd  to  fearch  the  trcafurcs   of   remem- 
brance, 
And  live  her  guiltlefs  moments  o'er  anew  ! 
Come,  let  us  leek  new  pleafures  in  the  palace, 
Till  foft  fatigue  invite  us  to  repofe. 

[■■/j  Ltr  alitiidiinti,  gO!i:n  nff. 

SCENE  VII, 

JLnter  Muftapha,  tiied'wganJj^opphighsr. 

'-  Mnfapha. 
Fair  falfehood  Hay.' 

Irene. 
What  dream  of  fudden  power 
Has  taught  my  flave  the  language  of  command  ! 
Henceforth  be  wife,  nor  hope  a  fecond  pardon. 

Miijlapha. 
Who  calls  for  pardon  from  a  wretch  condemn'd  .■" 

Iretif'. 

Thy  look,  thy  fpeech,  thy  aftion,  all  iswildnefs — 
Who  charges  guilt  on  me  ? 

Majlapha. 

Who  charges  guilt  I 
Alk  of  thy  heart ;  attend  the  voice  of  confciencc — 
Who  charges  guilt  !  lay  by  this  proud  refentment 
That  fires  thy  cheek,  and  elevates  thy  mien, 
Nor  thus  ufurp  the  dignity  of  virtue. 
Review  this  day. 

IreriS, 

Whatc'er  thy  accufation. 
The  fultan  is  my  judge. 

Muflapha.  ■ 

That  liope  is  paft  ; 
Hard  was  the  ftrife  of  jullice  i.nd  of  love  ; 
But  now  'tis  o'er,  and  jullice  has  prevaii'd.  '^trius  t 
Know'ft  thou  not  Call  ?  know'ft  thou  not  i)cme- 

Jrcne. 
Sold  flave,  I  know  them  both — I  know  them  trai- 
tors. 

Muflapha.  [traitors. 

Perfidious  I — yes — too  well  thou   know  ft    them 

Ira,:. 

Their  treafon  throws  no  {lain  upon  Irene. 
This  day  has  prov'd  my  fondnefs  for  tlie  IVdtan  ; 
He  knew  Irene's  truth, 

MtJhrp'Mi. 

The  i'ulfaii  know<;  it, 
He  knows  how  near  apoflacy  to  treafon — 
But  'tis  not  mine  to  judge — 1  fcorn  and  leave  thee. 
I  gOjleft  vengeance  urge  jny  hand  to  bloody 
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To  blood,  too  mean  to  ftain  a  foldler's  fabre. 

\Exit  Muftapha. 
Irene  to  her  attendants. 
Go,  blufl'ringllave. — He  has  not  heard  of  Murza. 
That  dext'rous  mcflage  frees  me  frcni  fufpicion. 

SCENE  VIII. 

E.nti-r  Hafan,  Caraza,  luith  Mutes,  ivho  throzv  the 
hlad:  rope  upon  Irene,  and  Jtgn  to  ker  atiendanis  to 
•withdraiv. 

Hafan. 
Forgive,  fair  excellence,  th'  unwilling  tongue, 
The  tongue  that,  forc'd  by  flrong  neceflity, 
Bids  beauty,  fuch  as  thine,  prepare  to  die. 

Irene. 
What  wild  miflake  is  this  .''  Take  hence  with  fpeed 
Your  robe  of  mourning,  and  your  dogs  of  death. 
Quick  from  my  fight,  you  inaufpicious  monflers. 
Nor  dare  henceforth  to  fliock  Irene's  walks. 

Hafan. 
Alas  !  they  come,  commanded  by  the  fultan, 
Th'  unpitying  miniflers  of  Turkifli  jullice. 
Nor  dare  to  Ipare  the  life  his  frovv^n  condemns. 

Irene. 
Are  thefe  the  rapid  thunderbolts  of  war, 
That  pour  with  fudden  violence  on  kingdoms. 
And  fpread  their  flames  refifllefs  o'er  the  world  ? 
"What  flecpy  charms  benumb  thefe  a(5live  heroes, 
Deprefs  tiieir  fpirits,  and  retard  their  fpeed  ? 
Beyond  the  fear  of  ling'riug  punifhment, 
Afpafia  now  within  her  lover's  arms 
Securely  fleeps,  and,  in  delightful  dreams, 
Smiles  at  the  threat'nings  of  defeated  rage. 

Caraza. 
We  come,  bright  virgin,  though  relenting  nature 
Shrinks  at  the  hated  tail:,  for  thy  deftrudlion ; 
When,  fummon'd  by  the  fultan's  clam'rous  fury. 
We  aik'd,   with  tim'rous   tongue,  th'  offender's 

name. 
He  flruck  his  tortnr'd  breafl,  and  roar'd  Irene: 
We  llarted  at  the  found,  again  inquir'd, 
A'^ain  his  thund'ring  voice  return'd  Irene. 

•  Irene. 

Whence  is  this  rage  .■'  what  barb'rous  tongue  has 

wrong'd  me  ?  [cenfe  ? 

What  fraud  milleads  him .'   or  what  crimes  in- 

H^an. 

Expiring  Cali  nam'd  Irene's  chamber, 
The  place  appointed  for  his  niaflcr's  death. 

Irene. 
Irene's  chamber  !  From  my  faithful  bofom 
Far  be  the  thought — But  hear  my  protefiation. 

Caraza.  ^ 

'Tis  ours,  alas,  to  punifii,  not  to  judge  ; 
Not  call'd  to  try  theciufe,  we  heard  the  fentence, 
Ordain'd  tlie  mournful  melTengersof  death. 

Irene. 
Some  ill-defigning  flatefman's  bafe  intrigue  !      • 
Some  cruel  Ihatagem  of  jealous  beauty  ! 
i'erhaps  yourfelves  the  villains  that  defame  mc. 
Now  hade  to  murder,  ere  returning  thought     . 

Recal  th'  extorted  doom. Itmuihbe  fo, 

Confefs  your  crime,  or  lead  me  to  the  fultan. 
There  dauntlefs  truth  Ihall  blait  the  vile  accufer 
Tlicn  fiiall  you  feel  wiiat  language  cannot  utter, 
Each  piercing  torture,  every  change  of  pain, 
That  vengeance  can  invent,  or  pow'r  inflidl, 

[Ent.r  Abdalla,  he  fops  fuort  and  Uflens, 
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SCENE  IX. 


IRENE,  HASAN,  CARAZA,  ABDALLA, 

Ahdalla  afide. 
All  is  not  lof>,  Abdiilla,  fee  the  queen, 
Pee  the  kfc  witnefb  of  thy  guilt  and  fear 
Enrob'd  in  death — Difpatch  her  and  be  great. 

Caru%a. 
Unhappy  fair  !  compaDion  calls  upon  me 
To  check  this  torrent  of  imperious  rage ; 
While  unavailing  anger  crowds  thy  tony;ue 
With  idle  threats  and  fruitlefs  exclamation, 
'i"he  fraudful  moments  ply  their  filent  wings. 
And  Ileal  thy  life  away.  Death's  horrid  angel 
A Iready  fhakes  his  bloody  fabre  o'er  thet. 
'i'he  raging  lultan  burns  till  our  recurn. 
Curies  the  dull  delays  of  ling'ring  mercy. 
And  thinks  his  fatal  mandates  ill  obey'd. 

Aodttlla. 

Li  then  your  fov'reign's  life  fo  cheaply  rated. 
That  thus  you  parley  with  dete(ited  treafon  ? 
.Should  Ihe  prevail  to  gain  the  fultan's  prefence, 
Soon  might  her  tears  engage  a  lover's  credit; 
Fei  haps  lier  malice  might  transfer  the  charge, 
Periiaps  her  pois'nous  tongue  might  blafl:  Abdalla. 
Irtnc, 

0  let  me  but  be  heard,  nor  fear  from  me 
Or  flights  of  pow'r,  or  projeiSls  of  ambition  ! 
Aly  hopes,  my  wifiies,  terminate  in  life, 

A  little  life  for  grief,  and  for  repentance. 
Abdalla. 

1  mark'd  her  wily  meffenger  afar. 

And  faw  him  ficulking  in  the  clofefi  walks  : 

I  guefs'd  her  dark  defigns,  and  warn'd  the  fultan, 

And  bring  her  former  fentence  new  confirm'd. 

Hafan. 
Tlien  call  it  not  our  cruelty,  nor  crime. 
Deem  us  not  deaf  to  woe,  nor  blind  to  beauty. 
That,  thus  conllrain'd,  wefpeed  theflroke  of  death. 
\BcckQns  ihs  mulci. 

Irene. 
O  name  not  death  I  Diftraclion  and  amazement. 
Horror  and  agony,  are  in  that  found  ! 
Let  me  but  live,  heap  woes  on  woes  upon  me. 
Hide  me  with  murd'rers  in  the  dungeon's  gloom, 
Send  me  to  wander  on  fome  pathlefsfhore, 
Let  Ihame  and  hooting  infamy  purfue  me, 
Let  llav'ry  harafs,  and  let  hunger  gripe. 

Cara^a. 
Could  we  reverfe  the  fentence  of  the  fultan, 
Our  bleeding  bofoms  plead  Irene's  caufe. 
But  cries  and  tears  are  vain,  prepare  with  patience 
To  meet  that  fate  we  can  delay  no  longer. 

[TJi.'  mutes  at  ibej-'rn  lay  bold  cf  her. 

Abdalla. 
Difpatch,  ye  ling'ring  flaves,  or  nimbler  hands 
Quick  at  my  call  fhall  execute  your  charge  ; 
Difpatch,  and  learn  a  fitter  time  for  pity. 

Itene. 

Grant  me  one  hour,  O  grant  me  but  a  moment. 
And  bounteous  Heaven  repay  the  mighty  mercy 
With  peaceful  death,  and  happinefs  eternal ! 
Caraxa. 

The  prayer  I  cannot  grant 1  dare  not  hear. 

Short  be  thy  pains.  \_^'g'"  again  tu  the  mules. 

Irene. 
Unutterable  anguifh  ! 
Guilt  and  defpair  !  pale  fpedtres,  grin  around  me, 
And  llun  mc  with  the  yellings  of  damn-.aign  I 


O,  hear  my  pray'rs  I  accept,  all-pitying  Heaven, 
'Ihcfe  tears,  thefe  pangs,  thcfe  lad  remains  of  life, 
Nor  let  the  crimes  of  this  detefted  day 
Be  charg'd  upon  my  foul.  O  mercy  !  mercy ! 

\_ivl,d:s  Jurce  her  out, 

SCENE  X. 

ABDALLA,  HASAN,  CARAZA. 

Ahdalla  afide. 
Safe  in  her  death,  and  in  Demetriivi'  flight'* 
Abdalla,  bid  thy  troubled  breaft  be  calm; 
Now  fhalt  thou  (hinc  the  darling  of  the  fultan. 
The  plot  all  Call's,  the  detedlioii  thine. 

Haf.iii  to  Caraza. 
Does  not  thy  bofom,  for  I  know  thee  tender, 
A  ftranger  to  th'  uppreiTor's  favage  joy. 
Melt  at  Irene's  fate,  and  fliare  her  woes  ? 

Car.iza. 
Her  piercing  cries  yet  fill  the  loaded  air, 
Dwed  on  my  ear,  and  fa  Jden  all  my  foul ; 
But  let  us  try  to  clear  our  clouded  brows. 
And  tell  the  horrid  tale  with  cheerful  face ; 
The  ftormy  fultan  rages  at  our  Hay. 

A/?d.,llj. 
Frame  your  report  with  cireumfpedtive  art. 
Inflame  her  crimeb,  exalt  your  own  obedience, 
But  let  no  thoughtlcfs  hint  involve  Abdalla. 

Caraza, 
What  need  of  caution  to  report  the  fate 
Of  her  the  fultan's  voice  condemned  to  die  ? 
Or  why  Ihould  he,  whofc  violence  of  duty 
Has  ferv'd  his  prince  fo  well,  demand  our  lileuce  '' 

Aidalla. 
Perhaps  my  zeal  too  fierce,  betray'd  my  prudence; 
Perhaps  my  warmth  exceeded  my  commifliou , 
Perhaps  I  will  not  floop  to  plead  my  caufe; 
Or  argue  with  the  flave  that  fuv'd  Demetrius. 

Caraza. 
From  his  efcape  learn  thou  the  pow'r  of  virtue. 
Nor  hope  his  fortune  while  thou  want'Il  his  wortlu 

Hafan. 

Tiie  fultan  comes,  lliil  gloomy,  flill  enrag'd. 
SCENE  XI. 

HASAN,  CAR.\ZA,  M.MIOMET,  MUSTATH.-i,  AB- 
DALLA. 

Mahomet. 
Where's  this  fair  trait'r^ls  ?  Where's  this  fmilinj 

mifchief  .■' 
V/hom  neither  vows  could  fix,  nor  favours  bind? 

H.Jan. 
Thine  orders,  mighty  fultan,  are  perform' J, 
And  all  Irene  nov/  is  breathlefs  clay. 

i.lahoniet. 
Your  hally  zeal  dcirauds  the  claim  of  juflice, 
And  difappointed  vengeance  burns  in  vaiu  ; 
I  came  to  heighten  tortures  by  reproach, 
And  add  new  terrors  co  the  face  of  death,     [pire  ! 
Was  this  the  maid  whole  love  I  bought  with  cm- 
True,  file  was  fair  ;  tlie  fmile  of  innocence 
Play'd  on  her  cheek — So  flione  the  firft  apoflate — 
Irene's  chamber  !  Did  not  roaring  Call, 
Jull  as  the  rack  forc'd  out  his  ftruggling  foul, 
Name  for  the  feenc  of  death  Irene's  chamber  ? 

Miijlapha. 
His  breath  prolong'd  but  todetetSl:  her  treafon, 
Then  in  Ihort  fighs  forfook  his  broken  frame. 
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Mahomet, 
Decreed  to  perlfli  in  Irene's  chamber  ! 
There  had  Ihe  luli'd  me  with  endearing  falfehoods, 
Clafp'd  in  her  arms,  or  flumb'ring  on  her  bread, 
And  bar'd  my  bofom  to  the  ruffian's  dagger. 

SCENE  XII. 

HASAN,  CARAZA,  M  A  HO  M  KT,  MUSTATHA,  MURt 
ZA,  ABDALLA. 

Mu>  -a. 
Forgive,  great  fuUcn  !  that  by  fate  prevented, 
I  bring  a  tardy  mcffuge  from  Irene. 

Alahomet. 
Some  artful  wile  of  counterfeited  love  ! 
Some  foft  decoy  to  lure  me  to  deflru<5lion  ! 
And  thcu,  the  curs'd  accomplice  cf  her  treafon, 
Declare  thy  mefiage,  and  exped  thy  doom. 

Murza. 
The  queen  requeued  that  a  chofen  troop 
Might  intercept  the  traitor  Greek,  Demetrius, 
Then  lingering  with  his  captive  miftrefs  here. 

Mujlapha. 
The  Greek,  Demetrius !  whom  th'  explri.ng  Baffa 
Declar'd  the  chief  afioclate  of  his  guilt. 

I^Iahomtt. 
A  chofen  troop — to  intercept — Demetiius — 
The  queen  reqUefted. — Wretch,  repeat  the  mef- 

fage; 
And  if  one  varied  accent  prove  thy  falfehood, 
Or  but  one  moment's  paufe  betray  confufion, 
Thofe  trembling  limbs — Speak  out,  thou  fliiv'ring 
traitor. 

The  queen  requeued — 

Jylabemef. 

\\'ho.''  the  dead  Irene  ? 
Was  f;ie  then  guiltlefs  !  Has  my  thougiith-fs  rage 
Deftroy'd  the  fairefl  worhmanfliip  of  Heav'n  ! 
Dcom'd  her  to  death  unpityM  and  unheard, 
Amidfl  her  kind  folicitudes  for  me  1 
Ye  flaves  of  cruelty,  ye  tools  of  rage, 

[To  Hafan  and  Caraza. 
Ye  blind  officious  minifters  of  folly,  [dcr  .' 

Could  not  her  charms  reprcfs  your  zeal  for  mur- 
Could  not  her  prayers,  her  innocence,  her  tears, 
Sufpend  the  dreadful  fentencc  for  an  hour.? 
One  hour  had  freed  me  from  tlie  fatal  error, 
One  hour  Iiad  I'av'd  me  fromdefpair  and  maclncf<. 

Caraza. 
Your  fierce  impatience  forc'd  us  from  your  pre- 

fence, 
ITrg'd  us  to  fpeed,  and  bade  us  banifli  pity. 
Nor  trull  our  palTions  with  her  fatal  charms. 

J\JaJjomet. 
'vVhat  hadll  thou  loft  by  flighting  thofc  commands  .' 
'J  hy  life  pcrliap? — Were  but  Irene  fp;'.r"d. 
Weil  if  a  thoufand  lives  like  thine  had  peri'h'd  ; 
.Surh  beauty, fvvcetncfs,  love,  were  cheaply  bought, 
Vv'ith  half  the  grov'iing  Haves  that  load  the  globe. 

Mufopha. 
fh-eat  is  thy  woe  !  but  think,  illullrlous  fultan, 
.Such  WV-  arc  lent  for  fouls  like  thine  to  conquer. 
Siit'.ke  off  this  weight  of  unavailing  grief, 
P.ufh  to  the  war,  difphiy  thy  dreadful  banners. 
And  lead  thy  trccps  vicfiorious  round  the  world. 

Ma'ontt.  [umph, 

F.obb'd  of  the  maid  with  whom  I  ■vT'iflx'd  to  tri- 


No  more  I  burn  for  fame,  or  for  dominion  5 
Succefs  and  conqueft  now  are  empty  founds, 
Remorfe  and  anguifii  feize  on  all  my  breaft ; 
Thofe  groves,  whofe  fliades  embower'd  the  dear 

Irene, 
Heard  her  laft  cries,  and  fann'd  her  dying  beauties, 
Sliall  hide  n-.e  from  the  taftelefs  world  for  ever. 

[Mahomet  ^o«  back  and  returns^ 
Yet,  ere  I  quit  the  Iceptre  of  dominion. 
Let  one  juft  a6t  conclude  the  hateful  day. 
Hew  down,  ye  guards,  thofe  vaffals  of  diftraftion, 
[Pointing  to  Hafan  and  Caraza. 
Thofe  hounds  of  blood,  that  catch  the  hint  to  kill; 
Bearftffwith  eager  hafte  th'unfinifli'd  fentencc. 
And  fpeed  the  ftroke,  left  mercy  fiiould  o'ertakc 
them. 

Caraza. 
Then  hear,  great  Mahomet,  the  voice  of  truths 

MahojTiet. 
Hear  !  ihall  I  hear  thee  !  didft  thou  hear  Irene  ? 

Caraza. 
Hear  but  a  moment. 

JSfahomel  ■ 
Hadft  thou  heard  a  moment. 
Thou  might'fl  have  liv'd,  for  thou  hadft  fpar'4 
Irene. 

Caraza, 
I  heard  her,  pitied  her,  and  wifli'd  to  fave  her. 

Mahomet. 
Andwiih'd — Be  flill  thy  fate  to  wi(h  in  vain. 

Caraxa. 
I  heard,  and  foften'd,  till  Abdalla  brought 
Her  final  doom,  and  hurried  her  deflrucftion. 

Mahomet. 

Abdalla  brought  her  doom  !  Abdalla  brought  it ! 

The  wretch,  whofe  guilt  declar'd  by  tortur'd  Cali, 

Ivly  rage  and  grief  had  hid  from  my  remembiance ; 

Abdalla  brought  her  doom  ! 

Hafan. 

Abdalla  brought  it. 

While  yetfhe  begg'd  to  plead  her  caufe  before  thee, 

Mahomet. 

0  feize  mc,  madnefs — Did  flie  call  on  me  ! 

1  feeL,  I  f:e  th.e  rufhan's  barb"rous  rage. 
He  fciz'd  her  melting  i)i  the  fond  appeal. 

And  ftopp'd  the  heav'nly  voice  that  call'd  on  mc. 
My  fpirits  fail,  a  whik  fupport  nic,  vengeance— 
Fe  juit,  ye  flaves,  and,  to  be  jufl,  be  cruel. 
Contrive  new  racks,  imbitter  every  pang, 
J:iili(it  whatever  treafon  can  deferve, 
^V"hich  murder'd  innocence  that  call'd  on  me. 

\Exit  Mahomet. 
[Abd;illa  h  dragged  of  . 

SCENE  XIII. 
;.:ako:.iet,  hasan,  caraza,  M'jSTArnA,  mur- 
za. 

Miift<ifoa  to  Murza. 
What  pbigues,  v>'hat  tortures  arc  in  flore  for  thee, 
1  hou  fluggi.li  idler,  dilatory  flavc  ? 
Behold  the  model  of  conftnumate  beauty. 
Torn  from  the  mourning  earth  by  thy  ncgledl. 

Mur%a. 
Such  was  the  will  of  Heav'u — .\  band  of  Greeks 
Tliat  mark'd  my  courfe,  fufpirious  of  my  purj>olr, 
Kufii'd  out  andfeiz'd  me,thoughtlefs  and  unarm'd, 
r.rcatblcfs,  amaz'd,  and  on  the  guarded  beach 
Detuin'd  mc  till  Den.ttrius  fet  ir.c  free. 


IRENE. 
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Mufapha. 
So  fure  the  fall  of  greatnels  raib'd  on  crimes, 
So  fix'd  the  juftice  of  all-confcious  Heav'n. 
When  haughty  guilt  exults  with  impious  joy, 
Mittake  Ihall  blaft,  or  accident  deftroy  ; 
Weak  naan  with  erring  ragt;  may  throw  the  dart, 
Dut  Heav'n  ihall  guide  it  to  the  guilty  heart. 

EPILOGUE. 
Marry  a  Turk!  a  haughty,  tyrant  king, 
Who  thinks  us  women  born  to  drefs  and  fing. 

To  pleafe  his  fancy fee  no  other  man 

Let  him  perfuadc  me  to  it if  he  can  : 

Befides,  he  has  fifty  wives  ;  and  who  can  bear 
To  have  the  fiftieth  part  her  paltry  iharc  ? 

'Tis  true,  the  fellow's  handiome,  (Irait,  and  tall : 
But  how  the  devil  Ihould  he  pleafe  us  all ! 


My  fwain  is  little true but  be  it  known, 

My  pride's  to  have  that  little  all  my  own. 
Men  will  be  ever  to  their  error's  blind, 
Where  woman's  not  allowM  to  fpeak  her  mind  ; 
I  fwear  this  eallern  pageantry  is  uonfenfc, 
And  for  one  man — one  wife's  enough  in  confcicnce. 
In  vain  proud  man  ufurps  what's  woman's  due  ; 
For  us  alone,  they  honour's  paths  purfue  : 
Infpir'd  by  us,  they  glory's  heights  afcend  ; 
Woman  the  fource,  the  objedl,  and  the  end. 
Though  wealth,  and  pow'r,  and  glory  they  recelvCj 
Thcfe  all  are  trifles,  to  what  we  can  give. 
For  us  the  Ifatefman  labours,  hero  fights. 
Bears  toilfome  days,  and  wakes  long  tediou?  nights: 
And  when  blcft  peace  has  iilenc'd  war's  alarms, 
Receives  his  full  reward  in  beauty's  arms. 


P  O  E  M  A  T  A. 


[JAN.   20,  21,   1773-] 

ViT-s;  qui  varias  vices 
Rerum  perpetuus  temperat  Arbiter, 

Lseto  cedere  lumini 
Nortis  triftitiam  qui  gelidse  jubet, 

Acri  fanguine  turgidos, 
Obducnofque  oculos  nubibiis  humidis 

Sanari  voluit  meos, 
Et  me,  cuntfla  bears  cui  nocuit  dies, 

Luci  reddidit  et  mihi. 
<^ia  te  laude,  Deus  qua  prece  profequar  ? 

Sacri  difcipuhis  libri 
Te  femper  ftudiis  utiiibus  colam: 

Grates,  fumrae  Pater,  tuis 
Rcdle  qui  fruitur  muneribus,  dedit. 

[Die.  25,  1779.J 

Nunc  dies  Chrifto  memoranda  nato 
Fulfil,  inpedlus  mihi  fonte  purum 
Gaudium  facro  fluat,  et  benigni 
Gratia  Cceli! 

Chrifte  da  tutam  trepido  qnietam, 
Chrifte,  fpem  prjefta  ftabilem  timenti; 
Da  fidem  certain,  precibufque  fidis 
Annue,  Chrifte. 

[in  LKCTO,  die  PASSIONIS.    APR.   I3,  I781.] 

SuMME   Deus,    qui    femper    amas    quodcunque 
creafti ; 

Judice  quo,  fcelerum  eft  pjenituifle  falus : 
Da  veteres  noxas  animo  fie  flere  novato. 

Per  Chriftum  utveniam  fit  reperire  mihi. 

[in  lecto,    dec.  25,  17S2.] 
SPE  non  inarii  confugis, 
Peccator,  ad  latus  meirm  ; 


Quod  pofcis,  haud  ur;quam  tibi 
Negabitur  Iblatiuni. 

[nOCTE,  inter    16  ET   I7  JUNII,    1783   *.] 

SuMME   Pater,    quodcunque  tuum  f  de  corpore 

X  Numen 
■    Hoc  II  ftatuat,  §  precibus  Chriftus  adefle  velit : 
Ingenio  parcas,  nee  fit  mihi  culpa  '^  rcigaTe, 
(^a  folum  potero  parte,  **  placere  tibi. 

[cal.  jam.  tn  lecto,  ante  lucem.    17S4.] 

SuMME  dator  vits,  naturae  feterne  magifter, 
Caufarum  feries  quo  moderante  fluit, 

Refpice  quern  fubigit  feniiim,  morbique  feniles^ 
Quem  terret  vitx  meta  propinqua  funs, 

Refpice  inutiliter  lapfi  qvieni  poeuitet  cevi; 
Redle  ut  pceniteat,  refpice,  magne  parens. 

Pater  benigne,  fumma  femper  lenitaf, 
Crimine  gravatam  phirimo  mentem  leva  : 
Concede  veram  poenitentiam,  precor. 
Concede  agendam  iegibui  vitam  tuis. 
Sacri  vagantes  himinis  greflus  face 
Rege,  et  tuere,  qu:e  nocent  peilens  procul  j 

*  'The  night  above  referred  to  by  John  fen  ivds 
that  i?i  nvbich  a  paralytic  firoke  had  deprived 
Lim  of  his  'voice,  and,  hi  the  cif/xiety  be  felt  lejt  it 
Jbould  likeu'ifs  have  impaired  his  vnderftanding, 
he  compofcd  the  above  lines,  andfaid  cc?iceriiing 
them,  that  he  knevu  at  the  time  that  they  were 
not  good,  but  then  he  deemed  his  Aifcerning  this,  t» 
be  fjifficic;it  for  the  quieting  the  anxiety  before 
mentioned,  as  it  Jho-wed  him  that  his  poiucr  of 
judging  was  not  diminijbed. 

t  Al  tiiie.         %  Al.  leges.  \\  Ahflaruant. 

\  Al.  votis.       ^  Al.  frccari.    *  *  Al.  litare. 
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Veniam  petenti,  fumme  da  veniam,  pater  ; 
Veniasque  fan(fla  pacis  adde  gaudia  : 
Sceleris  ut  expers  omni,  et  vacuus  metu, 
Te,  mente  puia,  mente  tranquilla  colam  : 
Mihi  dona  morte  hsec  impetret  Chriftus  I'ua 


[JAN.  iS,  17S4.] 

SuMME  Pater,  puro  colluftra  luminc  peftus, 

Anxietas  noceat  ne  tenebrofa  inihi. 
In  me  fparfa  manu  virtutum  femina  larga 

Sic  ale,  proveniat  meffis  ut  ampla  boni. 
Nodles  atqiie  dies  animo  fpes  Iceta  recurlet, 

Certamihi  fancfto  flagret  amore  fides. 
Certa  vetet  dubitare  fides,  fpes  lasta  tiniere, 

Velle  vetet  cuiquam  noB  bene  fanttus  amor. 
Da,  ne  fint  permifla,  pater,  mihi  prsemia  fruftra, 

Et  colere,  et  leges  Temper  amare  tuas. 
Hxc  mihi,  quo  gentes,  quo  fecula,  Chrifte,  pialti, 

Sanguine,  precanti  promereare  tuo  ; 

[fee.  27,  1784.] 

Mens  mea  quid  quereris?    veniet   tibi  mollior 
hora, 

In  fummo  ut  videas  numine  leeta  patrem  ; 
Divinam  in  fontes  iram  placavit  Jelus  ; 

Nunc  eft  pro  poena  pcenitulHe  reis. 

CHRISTIANUS  PERFECTUS. 

Out  cnpit  in  fandlos  Chrifto  cogente  referri, 
Abftergat  mimdi  labem,  nee  gaudia  carnis 
Captans,  nee  faftu  tumidui,  femperque  futuro 
Inftet,  et  evellens  terroris  fpicula  corde, 
Sui'piciat  tandem  clementem  in  numine  patrem. 

Huic  quoque,  nee  gcnti  nee  fecftce  noxius  uUi, 
Sit  facer  orbis  amor,  miferis  qui  femper  adeffe 
Geftiat,  et,  nullo  pietatis  limite  claul'us, 
Cuncflorum  ignofcat  vitiis,  pietate  fruatur. 
Ardeat  huic  toto  facer  ignis  peilore,  poirit 
Ut  vitam,  pofcat  fi  res,  impendere  vero. 

Cura  placere  Deo  fit  prima,  fit  ultima,  fandlas 
Irruptum  vitas  capiat  fervare  tenorem  ; 
Et  fibi,  delirans  quanquam  et  peccator  in  horas 
Difpliceat,  fervet  tutum  fub  peAore  reftum  : 
Nee  natet,  et  nunc  has  partes,  nunc  eligat  illas. 
Nee  dubitet  quern  dicat  herum,  fed,  totiis  in  uno, 
Se  fidum  addicat  Chrifto,  mortalia  temnens. 

Sed    timeat    femper,    caveatque    ante   omnia 
turba? 
Ne  ftolidae  fimilis,  leges,  fibi  fegreget  aiidax 
Quas  fervare  velit,  leges  quas  lentusomittat, 
Plenum  opus  effugiens,  aptans  juga  mollia  collo 
Sponte  fua  demens;  nihilum  decedere  fummae 
Vult  Deus,  at,  qui  cundta  dedit  tibi,  cundla  re- 
pofcit. 

Denique  perpctuo  contendit  in  ardua  nifu, 
Auxilioque  Dei  fretus,  jam  mente  ferena 
Pergit,  et  imperils  fentit  fe  dulcibus  artum. 
Paulatim  mores,  animum,  vitamcjue  refingit, 
Eftigiemque  Dei,  quantum  fervare  licebit, 
Induit,  et,  terris  major,  coeleftia  fpirat. 

iETERNE  rerum  conditor, 
Salutis  a^ternre  dator  ; 
Felicitatis  fedibus 
(Vui  nee  fceleftos  exigis. 


THE   WORKS    or   JOHNSON. 

Chiofcumque  fcelerum  poenitet 
Da,  Chrifte,  pcenitentiam, 
Veniarnque,  Chrifte,  da  mihi  ; 
iEgrum  trahenti  fpiritum 
Siiccurre  prssfens  corpori, 
Miilto  gravatum  crimine 
Mentem  benignus  aileva. 


Luce  colluftret  mihi  peflus  alaia, 
Pellat  et  triftes  animi  tenebras. 
Nee  finat  femper  tremere  ac  dolore. 

Gratia  Chnfti  s 

Me  pater  tandem  reducem  benigno 
Summus  amplexu  foveat,  beato 
Me  gregi  fandlus  focium  beatum 

Spiritus  addat. 

JEJUNIUM  ET  CIBUS. 

Serviat  ut  menti  corpus  jejunia  ferva, 
Ut  mens  utatur  corpore,  fume  cibos. 

Urbane,  nullis  feffe  laboribus. 
Urbane,  nullis  vicT:e  columniis, 
Cui  fronte  fertum  in  erudita 
Perpetuo  viret,  et  virebit; 

Quid  moliatur  gens  imitantium, 
C)uid  et  minetur,  foUicitus  parum, 
Vacare  folis  perge  Mufis, 

Juxta  animo  ftudiifque  fselis. 

Linguae  procacis  plumbea  fpicula, 
Fidens,  fuperbo  frange  filentio  ; 
Virtrix  per  obftantes  catervas 
Sedulitas  animofa  tendet. 

Intende  nervos  fnrtis,  inanibus 
Rifurus  olim  tiifibus  emuli ; 
Intende  jam  nervos,  habebis 
Participes  opera  camcenas, 

Non  ulla  Mufis  pagina  gratior, 
Quam  qua:  feveris  ludicra  jungere 
Novit,  fatigatamque  nugis 
Utilibus  recreare  mentem. 

Texente  nymphis  ferta  Lycoride, 
Rola;  ruborem  fie  viola  adjuvat 
Inimifta,  fie  Iris  refulget 
.iEthereis  variata  fuels. 

IN   RIVUM  A  MOLA   STOANA  LICH- 
FELDI..E  DIFFLUENTEM. 

Errat  adhuc  vitreus  per  prata  virentia  rivus, 

Quo  toties  lavi  membra  tenella  puer ; 
Hie  dclufa  rudi  fruftrabar  brachia  motu, 

Dum  docuit  blanda  voce  iiatare  pater, 
Fecerunt  rami  latebras,  tenebrifque  diurnis 

Pendula  fecretas  abdidit  arbor  aquas. 
Nunc  veteres  duris  pericre  fecuribus  umbra;, 

Longinquifque  oculis  nuda  lavacra  patent. 
Lympha  tamen  curfui  agit  indefelfa  perennis, 

Te(5laque  qua  fluxit,  nunc  et  aperta  fluit. 
Ouid  ferat  externi  velox,  quid  deterat  aetas, 

Tu  quoque  fecurus  res  age,  Nife,  tu.is. 


P  O  E  M  A  T  A. 
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r  N  n  0  I      r  E  A  T  T  O  X. 


[Pojl  Lexicon  AngJicaniirn  avrnim  et  emeuAatnm?^ 

LEXICON  ad  finem  lonj^o  luclamine  tandem 
Scaliger  ut  dujdr,  tenuis  pertjefus  opellae, 
Vile  indignatus  fliidiam,  nui^afqiie  molefta?, 
Ingemit  evofns,  fcribendaqiie  lexii-a  iiiandat 
Damnati?.  poenam  pm  pfrnis  omnibus  unam. 

Ille  quidem  rcifle,  fuhlimis,  do(5Tnset  acer, 
Oijem  decuit  majora  fequi,  majoribus  aptum, 
Oiii  veterum  modo  fadla   diicum,  niodo  carmina 

vatum, 
Gefferat  et  qaicquid  virtus,  fapientia  quicqnld, 
Dixerat,  imperiique  vices,  cocliqne  meatus, 
Ingentemque  animo  feclorum  volveret  orhem. 

Fallimur   exempiis ;    temere    fibi    tniba    fcho- 
lanim 
Jma  tuas  credit  permitti  Scaliger  ira'. 
Quifque  fuum  norit  modulum  j    tibi,  prime   vi- 

rorum 
Ut  ftudiisfperem,  aut  anfim  par  efTe  quereli?, 
Non  mihi  forte  datum  ;  lenti  feu  fanguiiiis  obfint 
Frigora,  feu  nimium  longo  jicuifle  veterno, 
Sive  mihi  mentem  dederit  natura  minorem. 

Te  fterili  funcflum  cura,  vocumque  falebris 
Tuto  elu(flatum  fpatiis  fapientia  dia 
Excipit  athereis,  ars  omnis  plaudit  amico, 
Linguarumque  omni  terra  difcordia  concors 
Multiplici  reducemcircum  fonatore  magiftriim. 

Me,   perfi  immunis  cum  jam  mihi  reddor,  in- 
ertis 
DefidlE  fors  dura  maiiet,  graviorque  labore 
Triftis  et  atra  quies,  et  tardce  tasdia  vitae. 
Nafcuntur  curis  curse,  vexatque  doiorum 
Importuna  cohors,  vacuse  mala  fomnia  mentLs. 
Nunc  clamofa  juvant  noifrurnTe  gandia  menffe. 
Nunc  loca  fola  placent ;  fruftra  te,  Somne,  recum- 

bens 
Alme  voco,  impatiens  noftis  raetuenfque  diei 
Omnia  percurro  trepidus,  circum  omnia  luilro, 
Si  qua  ufquam  pateat  melioris  femita  vitte, 
Nee  quid  agam  invenio,  meditatus  grandia,  cogor 
Notior  ipfe  mihi  fieri,  incultumque  I'ateri 
Pedlus,  et  ingenium  vano  fe  robore  jacflans. 
Ingenium  nifi  materiem  doeflrina  mmiftrat, 
Ceffat  inops  renim,  ut  tor^et,  fi  marmons  abfit 
Copia,  Phidiaci  faecunda  potentia  coeli. 
Quicquid     agam,    quocunque     ferar,     conatibus 

obftat 
Res  argurta  domi,  et  macras  penuria  mentis. 

Non  rationis  opes  animus,  nunc  parta  recenfens 
Confpicit  aggeftas,  et  fe  miratur  in  illis, 
Nee  fibi  de  gaza  prsfens  quod  poftulat  ufus 
Summus  adeffe  jubet  celfa  dominator  ab  arce; 
Non,operum  ferie  feriem  dnm  computat  Kvi, 
Prateritis  fruitur,  l^tos  aut  I'umit  honores 
Ipfe  fui  judex,  adi^se  bene  munera  vitje  ; 
Sed  fua  regna  videns,  loca  nodte  filentia  late 
Horret,  ubi  vana  fpecies,  umbraeque  fugaces, 
Et  rerum  volitant  rarx  per  inane  figura?. 

Quid  faciam  ?  tenebnfne  pigram  damnare  fe  • 
nedlam 
Reflat?  an  accingar  ftudiis  gravioribus  andax  ? 
Aut,  hoc  fi  nimium  eft,  tandem  nova  lexica  pof- 
cam  ? 


AD  THO:.^AM  tAUHENCE, 


MEDICUM  D0CTIS5IMUM. 


Cum  fdiian  pcregre  ngentem  dejiderio  nimis  trijii 
projcqueretur. 

Fat  En  IS  ergo,  quod  popnlus  folet 
Crepare  vxcors,  nil  fapientiam 
Prod-clfe  vitas,  literafque  ; 
In  dubiis  dare  terga  rebus 

Tu,  quels  laborat  fors  homlnum,  mala. 
Nee  vincis  acer,  nee  pateris  pius, 
Te  mille  fuccorum  potentem 
Deitituit  medicina  mentis. 

Per  crca  no(fli=  t^dla  turbidae, 
Pigrse  per  lioras  lucis  inutiles. 
Torpefque,  languefcifque,  curis 
Solicitus  nimis  heu  1  paternis. 

Tandem  dolori  plus  fatis  eft  datum, 
Exurge  fortis,  nunc  animis  opus, 
Te".  dotfta,  Laurenti ;  vetuftas, 
Te  medici  revocant  labores. 

Permitte  fummo  quicquid  habes  patri, 
Permitte  fidens,  et  muliebribu?, 
Amice,  majorem  quetelis 

Redde  tuis,  tibi  redde,  mentem. 

IN'  THEATRO,  march  S,  1771. 

Tertii  verfo  quater  or'oe  luflri, 
Oiiid  theatrales  tibi,  Crifpe,  pompx  ? 
Quam  decet  canos  male  literates 

Sera  voluptas '. 

Tene  mulceri  f.dibiis  canon's  ? 
Tene  cantorum  modidis  ftupere  ? 
Tene  per  piclas  oculo  elegante 

Currereformas? 

Inter  aequales,  fine  fel'e  liber, 
Codices,  veri  ftudiofus.  inter 
Redtius  vives.    Sua  quifque  carpat 
Gaudia  gratus. 

LanGbiis  gar.det  pner  otiofis, 
Lnxus  obleflat  juvenem  theatri, 
At  feni  fliiio  fapienter  uti 

Tempore  reflat. 

INSULA  KENNETKI,  INTER  HEBRID.'VS. 

Pakva  quidem  regio,  fed  religionc  priorum 

Cltira  Caledonias  panditur  inter  aquas. 
Voce  ubi  Cennetbus  populos  domuiffe  feroces 

Dicitur,  et  vanosdedocuifle  deos. 
Hue  ego  delatus  placido  per  csrula  curfu. 

Scire  locus  velui  quid  daret  ifte  novi. 
Iliic  Leniades  humili  regnabat  in  aula, 

Leniades,  magnis  nobilitatus  avis. 
Una  duas  cepit  cafa  cura  genitore  puellas, 

Quas  Amor  undarum  crederet  eSe  deas. 
Xec  tamen  inculti  gelidis  latuere  fub  antris, 

Accola  Danubii  qualia  fsevus  habet. 
MoUia  non  defunt  vacuse  folatia  vitx 

Sive  Ijbros,  pofcant  otia,  five  lyram. 
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Falferat  ilia  dies,  legiS  qua  dodta  fuperns 

Spes  hominum  et  curas  gens  procul  elTe  jubet. 
Ut  precibus  juftas  avcrtat  numinis  iras 

Et  fuaimi  accendat  pectus  amore  boiii. 
Potiti  inter  (trepitus  non  facri  muneia  cultus 

Cefl'arunt,  pietas  hie  quoque  cura  fuit. 
Nil  opus  ell  seris  facra  de  turre  fonantis 

Admonitii,  ipia  luas  nunciat  hora  vices. 
Quid,  quod  facrifici  verfavit  foemina  librosl 

Sint  pro  legitimis  pura  labella  I'acrij. 
Quo  vagor  uiterius?  quod   ubique  requiritur  hic 
eft, 

Klc  feciira  quies,  hic  et  honeftus  amor. 

SKIA. 

PoNTi  profundis  claufa  receflibus, 
Strepens  procellis,  rupibus  obfUa, 
Quam  grata  dtfeiTo  virentem, 
Skia,  linum  nebulofa  pandis  1 

His,  cura,  credo,  fedibus  exulat  ; 
Hii>  blanda  certe  pax  habitat  locis; 
Non  ira,  non  mceior  quietis 
Infidias  rneditatur  horis. 

At  non  cavati  rupe  latefcere, 
Menti  nee  jsgrx  montibus  aviis 
Prodeft  vagari,  nee  frementes 
In  fppcula  r.umerare  fluclus. 

Humana  virtus  non  fibi  fufficit ; 
Dator  nee  sequum  cuique  animum  fibi 
Parare  po3e,  utcunque  jacket 
Grandiloquus  niniis  alta  Zeno. 

Zxaelluantis  pefloris  impetum 
Kex  fumme,  folus  tu  regis,  arbiter; 
Mentifque,  te  tollente,  fluclus  ; 
Te,  refident,  moderante  fluiflus. 

ODE,  DE  SKIA.  INSULA. 

Permeo  terras  ubi  nuda  rupes 
Saxsas  mifcet  nebulis  ruinas, 
Torva  ubi  rident  fteriles  colon! 

Rura  labores. 

Perva^or  gentes  hominum  ferorum. 
Vita  ubi  iiulio  decorata  cultu 
Squallet  iiiformis,  tiguiique  fumis 

t'aeda  latefcit. 

Inter  erroris  falebrofa  longi. 
Inter  ignotae  ftrepltus  loquelx, 
Quot  modis,  mecum,  quid  agat,  requiro, 
Thralia  dukis? 

Seu  virl  curas,  pia  nupta  mulcet. 
Sen  fovet  mater  fobolem  benigna, 
fiive  cum  libns  novitate  pafcit 

Sedula  mentcm. 

Sit  mcmor  nodri,  Hdcique  folvat 
Fida  mercedcru,  meritoque  biandutn 
Thralist  difcant  rclbnare  nomen 

Littora  Skis. 


THfi   WORKS    Of   JOHNSON. 


SPES. 


yipr.  i6,  1785, 
Hora  fie  peragit  citata  cnrfum  ; 
Sic  dieni  fequitur  dies  fugacem  1 
Spes  novas  nova  lux  parit,  fecunda 
Spondens  omnia  creduiis  homuUis; 
Spes  ludit  Itolidas,  metuque  cae:o 
Lux  angit,  milerosludenshomuUos. 

VERSUS,  COLLARI  CAPR^E  DOMINI 
BANKS. 

INSCIUBENDI. 

Perpetui,  ambitia  bis  tcria  prema  la>fl;is 
llaic  habet,  altrici  capra  lecunda  Jovis. 

Ad  Fmminntn  quandam  Generofam  qncelAbertatiz 
Caufce'm  Sermoiie patrochinta  fuerat,  , 

I.iBER  ut  effe  velim,  fuafifti,  pulchra  Marias 
Uc  mineam  liber,  pulchra  Maria,  v,.le. 

JACTURA  TEMPORIS. 

HoKA  perit  furtim  laetis,  mens  temporis  atgra 
Pigritiam  incufat,  nee  minus  hora  perit. 

QuAS  navis  recipit,  quantum  fit  pondus  aquarum, 
Dimidium  tanti  ponderis  intret  onus. 

Quot  vox  mifTa  pedes  abit  horce  parte  ffcunda  ? 
Undecies  centum  denos  quater  adde  duofque. 

E(5      B  I  P  X  I  O  N   ♦. 

'Bpaiav  Ti.  [Hns  BipX'^'t  'h^i  irofai, 

28  voTi  yjix'^ofiivoii  Slp^tsv  uWot  'iX'"i-  . 

E'l;  TO  t>J;"E'AIS2H2  f  fip)  Twv  'ti\ii'ipiuii"Aivif/ia. 

'Ex'  Aiof  iriy"Oyap,  Siih  for  'iy^a.-^iv''Our,pc{, 
'AXXa.  Toh'  ets  ir/iTiii  Kvcr^is  ijr'.fi-4'iy''Ovaf' 
Ziv;  fiiovvc;  (pyofoivn  'roXii;  'ixmpri  mpavinff  ^ 
"Ofi/^afi  Xctf^'Zfa  Ato;  KvZfis  «/?»  <fi(U. 

liM  ELIZ^  ENIGMA. 

Quis  forniK  modus  imperio  I"  Venus  arrogat  audtK 
(Jmnia,  nee  (Hise  I'unt  lua  fceptra  Jovi. 

Ab  Jove  Mcenides  defcendere  fomnia  narrat ; 
Haec  veiiiunt  Cypris  fomnia  milTa  Deae. 

Jupiter  unus  erat,  qui  itravit  fulmine  gentes  ; 
Nunc  armant  Veneris  lumina  tela  jovis.  ,. 

*  The  Re'v.  Dr.  Thomas  Birch,  author  of  the 
Hijlory  of  the  Royal  Society,  and  other  works  of. 
note- 

f  The  Lady  on  -whom  thefe  verfes,  and  the  Latin 
ones  which  imincdiatt'y  follovj,  ivere  written,  if 
the  celebrated  Mrs.  Eii^abeth  Carter,  wio  tran/k 
lated  the  works  nf  Epiletui/rom  the  Greek. 
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MESSIA. 


«  Ex  alieno  ingenio  poeta,  ex  fuo  tantum   verfi- 
"  ficator."  Scalig.  Poet. 

Tot.LiTE  concentum,  Solymae.'E  tollite  nymphjE  ! 
Nil  niortale  loquor  ;  coeiuin  nuhi  c.iiininis  alta 
Materies;   pofcunt  ^raviiis  tcelelHa  ]jle<flfum. 
Muilod  fontes,  fylvcllria  tecfla'  v  ilete, 
Aonidefque  Dese,  et  menciacis  fonvKa  Pindi : 
T;.,  mihi,  qui  flamma  movliii  petflora  fancli 
■Siderea  Tfais.  di^nos  accende  furores  1 

Iniiiiatura  calens  rapitur  pev  fecuia  vates 
Sicorlus — Qualis  rerum  inihi  nafcitiir  ordo  I 
Vir^o  I   virgo  pant  !  fells  radicibus  arbor 
Jeir^eis  furgit,  muke'.tefque  jethera  flores 
Cceleftes  lambunt  aniinas,  ramilque  ( oluinba, 
Nuncia  facta  Dei,  plaiulentibus  itifidct  alis. 
Neclareos  rores,  aliinentaque  mitia  coelum 
Pra;beat,  et  tacite  fxcundos  irr,get  inibres 
Hue,  foedat  quos  lepra,  urit  quos  febris,  adefte, 
Dia  falufares  fpirant   niedicamiiia  rami; 
Hie  requies  fellis  ;  non  lacra  fsevic  in  umbra 
Vis  Barese  gelida,  aut  rapidi  viol-iitia  foliS. 
Irrita  vanefcei't  prifca  vefiisia  .'raudis 

ultitijeque  manui  pretio  intemerata  biiancem 
Attoilet  reducis  ;  beliis  prKtendet  olivas 
Cumpofitis  pax  alma  fiias,  terraique  revifens 
Sedatas  niveo  virtus  lucebic  amictu: 
"Volvantur  eeleres  anni '.  lux  purpuret  ortum 
Expeclata  diu  I  natuise  clauflra  refriugens, 
Nalcere,  raagne  puer  1   tibi  primas,  ecce,  corollas 
iDeproperat  tellus,  fuiulit  tibi  munera,  quicquid 
Carpit  Arabs,  bonis  quicquid  frondeicil  Eois. 
Aitius,  en  !  Lebanon  gaudentia  culmina  toUit, 
En  1  lummo  exultant  r.utanfcs  vertice  fjlvse. 
Mittit  aromaticas  vallis  Saronica  nubes, 
Et  juga  Carmeli  recreant  fragrantiaccelum. 
Deti--rci  IsEta  '.  moilel'cunt  afpera  voce 
AuiiturDeus!   ecccDeus!   reboantia  circum 
Sa.\a  fonant,  Deus;  ecceDeus!  defleclicur  sether, 
Demiflumque  Deum  tellus  capit ;  ardua  cedrus, 
Gloria  fylvarum,  do;iiir.uin  uiclinata  ialutet, 
Surgite  convailes,  tumidi  fublidite  montes  '. 
Steruite  faxa  viam,  rapidi  dil'cedite  fludlus: 
En  ;   quem  turba  diu  eccinerunt  enthea,  vates 
En  I  iaivator  adefl  ;  vaitus  aguofcite  caeci 
DiVKios,  lurdo?  lacra  vox  pcrmulceat  aures. 
lUe  cutim  I'piffam  vifus  hfbetare  vetabit, 
Reclufifque  ocuiis  infundet  amabile  lumen  ; 
Obitnclalque  diu  linguas  in  carmma  lolvet 
Hie  vias  vocispandct,  flexulque  liquentis 
Harmonia;  pargata  novos  mir:ibitur  auris. 
Accrefcunt  teneris  taclu  nova  robora  nervis: 
Conluetus  fukro  innixus  reptare  bacilli 
Nunc  laitu  capreas,  nunc  c.irfu  provocat  euros. 
Non  planclu--,  noa  raceda  i'^'nant  fuipiria  ,  ped^us 
Singultans  mulcet,  lachrymantes  tergit  ocelLs. 
^inclacoercebunt  lu^'bainemadanantina  mortem, 
iEternoque  Orci  dominator  vuliiere  languens 
Invalid!  raptos  fceptri  plorabit  hcnores. 
Ut  qua  duke  ftrepent  fcstebrje,  qua  lata  virefcunt 
Fafeua,  qua  blandum  t'pirat  puriit  nvis  aer, 
Pallor  agit  pecudes,  teneros.modo  fiUcipit  agnos 
Et  gremio  fotis  I'eledlas  purrigi;  herbas, 
Amiir,>s  niodo  quserit  oves,  revocatqje  vagantes; 
I'idus  adeft  cuitvS,  leu  iiox  furat  honida  uunbis, 

.  Yoi,  XI. 


Slve  dies  medius  morientia  tori'eat  arva. 
Holhra  fic  paftor  divinus  fccla  be  abit, 
Et  <  uras  felix  patrias  teltabitur  orbis. 
i^'oii  ultra  iiitlftis  concurrent  agmina  fignis, 
Hoitiles  ocuiis  flammas  jaculantia  torvis; 
Not!  liaiL  accendent  belluai,  non  campus  ahenis 
Triite  Corufcabit  radiis     dabit  halla  recufa 
Vonif-rem,  et  in  falctm  rigiuus  curvabitur  enfis. 
\iria,  pacis  opus,  furgent,  llnemque  caduci 
N^atus  ad  oiratnm  perduc.-t  ca.-pta  paientis. 
'v)ui  duxit  fuicos,  il!i  'eict  avca  ineltem, 
'i  iera;  texent  vites  timhrarula  proii. 
\  toiu.i  dumeta  vident  iticulta  coioni 
Suave  rubere  rods,  litieiitefq  le  inter  arenas 
Jarrula  mirantuf  lalientis  murmura  rivi. 
.'er  l.ixa,  ignivomi  iiuper  fiielxa  draconis, 
Canta  viret.  ju-.  i.  que  ;reir.it  varia!)i'iis  uiiibra. 
Horruit   inplexo  qu?  vallis  Ceiite,  figurne 
Suri>it  aman.  abiei  teretis,  bi^xique  I'cquaces 
\rtiticis  trondeiit  d.xtrae     nalmli'que  rubeta 
\ipera,  odo-atas  cedunt  m^la  gramina  myrto. 
Per  valies  focata  lupo  lalciviet  agna, 
,^umpue  leone  petet  tutus  prjelepe  juvencus. 
Florea  manluets  petulantea  vincula  tigri 
P';r  ludum  pueri  injicient,  et  I'ed'a  colubri 
i'.lemjra  via'oris  recreabuiit  frigore  lingua. 
Serpentes  teneris  nirjam  lethak  micantes 
rr.iftabit  palmis  infans,  motufque  trnukre 
Kidebit  linguae  innocuos,  rquamafque  virentes 
Aureaque  admirans  rutilantis  fulgura  criilse. 
Indue  reginam,  turritse  frontis  hooores 
ToUe  Salenia  facros,  quam  circum  gloria  pennas 
Explicat,  incincflani  radiatcE  luce  tiarae  1 
i-ii  1   formofa  tilii  fpatiofa  per  atria,  proles 
Ordinibus  furgit  denfis,  vitamque  requirit 
Impatiens,  lenteque  fluentes  increpat  annQS. 
Ecce  peregrinis  iervent  tua  limina  turbis; 
Barbarus  en  I   clarum  divino  luniine  templuni 
Ingreditur,  cultuque  tuo  manfuefcere  gaudet. 
Cuinameos  cumulus,  Nahathsci  munera  veris, 
Ecce  ciemant  genibus  tritK  regalibus  arae  1 
Soiis  Ophyrasis  crudum  tibi  montibus  auruin 
Marurant  radii  ;  tibi  baliama  fudat  Idume. 
/iCtherib  en  portas  I'acro  tulgore  micantes 
C^oelicolffi  paudunt,  torrentis  aurea  lucis 
I'iuuiina  prorumpunt;  non  poithac  fole  tubefci;: 
ir.dia  nafcciili,  placidjeve  argeutea  nodtis 
Luna  vices  rtvehet ;  radios  pater  ipl'e  diei 
Proferet  archrt)pos;  cctieltis  gaudia  lucis 
Iplo  tonte  bibes,  quje  ciiciiuiiara  beatam 
Rejiiam  inundabit,  nullis  celiura  tencbris. 
Litt ora  deticiens  areiitia  deieret  JEquor  ; 
Sideri  tumabunt,  diro  labc!acn:a  tremors 
Saxa  culemt,  I'olidique  liquekent  robora  mentis: 
I'u  fccura  tamen  confuia  (^lementa  videbis, 
Lisraque  Mtlua  femper  domiuabere  rege, 
Poilicitis  finnata  Dei,  Itabllita  ruinis. 

*  O  QUI  benigpus  crimina  ignofcis,  pater 
Faciiiiqie  feiuptrr  conlltenti  adci  leu. 


*  T.n  and  the  three  fotloivirig  articles  ore 
metriciU  i/erfions  of  colleEis  in  the  Liturgy:  the' 
\J}.  (.ftbaf,  legiii'iirig,  "  0  God  luhcfe  nature  ami 
prjperty  i''  the  %.t  and  2,^,  of  tl:c  colleCis  for  the 
i-,ih  and  2  1/?  Sundays  after  Trinity;  and- the 
i^th,  of  the  ijl  coUcii  lu  the  coin7nuMonfetviie. 
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Aurern  fnventem  prfclbus  O  pi?sbe  meis ; 
Scelerum  catena  me  labcrantem  grave 
JEterna  tandem  liberet  dementia, 
Ut  fumma  laus  fit,  fumma  Chrifto  gloria. 

Per  vitae  tenebras  rerumque  incerta  vagantem 

Niimine  praefenti  me  tueare  pater.I 
Me  ducat  lux  fani^Ta,  Deus,  lux  fanda  fequatur  ; 

Ufque  ref;at  grelTus,  ,^ratia  fida  meos. 
Sic  perag'am  tua  juffa  libens,  acciniftas  ad  omne 

Mandatum,  vivam  lie  moriarque  tibi. 

Me,  pater  omnipotens,  de  puro  refpice  coelo. 
Quern  moeftum  et  tirridunn  crimina  gravant ; 

Da  veiiiam  pacemque  mihi,  da,  mente  lerena, 
Ut  tibi  quae  plaeeant,  omnia  promptus  agam, 

Solvi,  quo  Chriftiw  cunClis  delicTia  redemit, 
Et  pro  me  pretium,  tu  patiare,  pater. 

[dec.  5,  i7S4*.l 
SuMME  Deus,  cui  cneca  patent  penetralia  cordis; 

Quern  nulla  anxietas,  nulla  cupido  fugit ; 
Quern  nil  vafrities  peccantum  fubdola  ceiat ; 

Omnia  qui  ipectans,  omnia  ubique  regis  ; 
RIentibus  afflatu  terrenas  ejice  fordes 

Bivino,  fandlus  regnet  ut  intus  amor  : 
Eloquiumque  potens  Unguis  torpentibus  afler, 

Ut  tibi  laus  omni  Temper  ab  ore  fonet: 
Sanguine  quo  gentes^  quo  fecula  cunila  piavit, 

Hssc  nobis  Chriflus  promeruilTe  velit ! 

FSALiWUS  CXVII. 

Anni  qua  volucvis  ducitur  orbita, 
Patrem  cceliccdum  perpetuo  colunt 
Quo  vis  fanguinc  cretas 
Gentes  undique  carmine. 
Patrem,  cujus  amor  blandior  in  dies 
Mortales  mileros  fervat,  alit,  fovet, 
Omnes  undique  gentes, 
Sanfto  dicitc  carmine. 

f  Seu  te  favat  litis,  Ixvltas  five  Improba  fecit, 

Mufca,  mese  coraittm,  participemque  dapis, 
Pone  metum,  roltriim  tidens  immitte  culuUo, 

Nam  licet,  et  toto  prolvie  Ireta  mero. 
Tu,  quamcunque  tibi  vclos  itidulferit  annus, 

Carpe  diem,  fugit,  her.,  non  revoranda  dies  ! 
Quae  nos  blanda  comes,  quce,  nos  perducat  eodem, 

Volvitur  hora  roiki,  volvitur  hura  tibi ! 
Una  quidem,  fic  fata  voicnt,  tibi  vivitur  xllas, 

Elieu,  quid  decies  plus  mihi  fcxta  dedit  ! 
Olim,  prjeterita;  numeranti  tempora  viias, 

Sexaginta  annis  non  minor  unus  ent. 

ij:  H.\BEO,  dediquod  akeri; 
>labuique,  quod  dedp  mihi ; 
Sed  quod  reiiqui,  perdidi. 

*  The  day  on  which  he  received  the facramcnt 
for  the  lafl  time  ;  and  eight  days  before  his  de- 
feafe. 

f  The  above  \s  a  verjion  of  the  forg,  "  Bufy, 
curious,  thirjly  fy." 

•    :f  Thefe  lines  arc  a  I'erfion  of  three  fentences 
that  arefaid  in  the  manuftr'^t  to  be  "  On  the  mo- 


*  E  WALTON!   PISCATORE   PERFECTO 
EXCERPTUM. 

Nunc,  per  graniina  fufi, 

Densa  fronde  falirti, 

Dum  defenditur  imber, 

Molles  ducimus  horas. 

Hie,  dum  debita  morti 

PiuiKsm  vita  moratur. 

Nunc  refcire  priorz. 

Nunc  inftare  fiituris, 

Nunc  fummi  prece  fandla  ^ 

Patris  numen  adire  eft. 

Qiiicquid  qusritur  ultra, 

Cceco  ducit  amore, 

Vel  fpe  ludit  inani, 

Luiflus  mos  pariturum. 

f  QuisQuis  iter  tendis,  vitreas  qua  lucirtus  undas 
S]ieluncs  late  Thamefis  prxtendit  opacx  ; 
Marrnorea  trepidant  qu«  lentK  in  fornice  gutta?, 
Cr)ftallirque  latex  fraelus  fcintillat  acutis; 
Gemmaque,  luxuris  nondum  famulata  nitenti 
Spiei.det,  et  incoquitur  tedium  fine  fraude  me- 

tallum; 
Ingrcdere  O  I  rerum  pura  cols  mente  parentem  ; 
Auriferafque  auri  metuens  fcrutare  cavernas. 
Ingredere  1  Egeriffi  facrum  en  tibi  panditur  an- 
trum ! 
Hie,  in  fe  totum,  longe  per  opaca  futuri 
'rem;iori',  Henricum  rapuit  vis  vivida  mentis  : 
Hie  pia  Vindamius  traxit  fifpiria,  in  ipsa 
Morte   memor   patriae;  hie,    Marmonii  peiflorg 

prima 
Coeleflis  fido  caluerunt  femina  flammae. 
Temnere  opes,  pretium  t'celeri';,  patrianique  tueri 
Fortis,  ades ;  tihi  fponte  patet  venerabile  limen. 

nu7nent  offohii  of  Doncaficr ;''  a?ul  which  are  as 
folloiv  : 

"  What  I  gave  that  I  have  ; 
"  What  I  Ipent  that  I  had  ; 
"  What  I  left  that  I  loft." 

*  Thefe  li?ies  are  a  Tranflation  of  part  of  a 
So;:x  ''"■  ^'■''^  Complete  Ajigler  of  Ifaac  V/alton, 
written  by  John  Chalkhill,  Efq.  a  friend  of ' 
Spevfsr,  and  author  of  a  beautiful  paftoral  hifiory 
called  "  Thealina  and  Clearchtts,"'  publified  long 
after  his  death,  by  JVc.lton,  which  is  highly  defcr'j- 
ing  of  republication. 

"  Or  we  fometimes  pafs  an  hour 

*'  Under  a  green  willow, 
"  That  defends  us  from  a  (hower, 
"  Making  earth  our  pillow  ; 

"  Where  we  may 

"  Think  and  pray, 

"  Before  death 

"  Stops  our  breath  : 

"  Other  joys 

''  Are  but  toys, 
"  And  to  be  lamented." 

f  The  above  lines  are  a  verfioji  of  Popc^s  I'erfes 
e?t  his  oivti  grotto,  ivhich  begin,  "  Thou  ivhofbalt 
fop  where  Thames  tranjlucent  wave." 
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GRiECORlIM    EPIGR.AMMATUM   VERSI- 
ON ES  METRIC.E. 

-Png.  2.  Brodai  edit.  Baf.  Ann.  1549. 

NoN  Argos  pugilem,  non  me  Meffana  creavit ; 

Patria  Sparta  mihi  efti,  pafria  clara  viium. 
Arte  valent  ifti,  mihi  robo  reviverc  foln  eft, 

Convenit  ut  natis,  inclyta  Sparta,  tuis. 

Br.  z. 
QuANDocKJiDEM  paffim  nulla  ratione  feriintur, 
Cuncta  cinis,  cundta  et  ludicra,  cuncla  nihil. 

Br.  5. 

Pectore  qui  duro,  criidosde  vite  racemos 

Venturievfecuit,  vafcula  prima  meri, 
Labraqiie  conftriclus,  femefo.';,  jamque  terendos 

Sub  pcdibiis,  populo  prietereunte,  jacit. 
Sujiplicmm  huic,  quoniam  crefc-ntia  gaudia  Ircat, 

Det  Bacchus,  dederat  quale,  Lycurge,  tibi. 
Has  poterant  uva;  Issto  convivia  cantu, 

Mulcere,  aut  pectus  trifte  levare  malis. 

Br.  8. 
Fert  humeris   claudum    validis   per   compira 
crecus, 
Hic  oculos  focio  commodat,  ille  pedes. 

Br.  It. 
QjJT,  mutare  vias  aufus  terrtBquc  marifque, 

Trajecit  montes  nauta,  fretumque  pedes, 
Xerxi,  tercentum  Sparta-  Mar.s  abltitit  acris 

Militibus  ;  terris  fit  pelagoque  pudor  1 

Br.  II. 

Sit  tibi,  Calli.-pe,  ParnaflV.m,  cura,  tenenti. 
Alter  ut  adfit  Homerus,  adeltetenim  alter  Achilles. 

Br.  18. 
Ad  Mufas  Venus  hasc  ;   Veneri  parete  puellx. 

In  vos  ne  railTus  fpicuki  tendat  amov. 
Ilajc  Mufa;  ad  Veneium  ;  fic  Marti,  diva,  mineris, 

Hue  nunquam  voiitat  dcbilis  ifte  puer. 

Br.  19. 

Prospera  fors  nee  te  ftrepitofo  turbine  tollat, 
Nee  menti  injiciat  fordida  r\ira  jugum  ; 

!>Jarn  vita  inrertis  incerta  impcllitur  auris, 

[    Omnefque  in  partes  tra'-la,  retradla  Jiuit; 

Mrma  manet  virtus;  vivtuti  innitere,  tuius 
Per  fluclus  vits  lie  tibi  curl'us  erit. 

Br.  34. 
HoRA  bonis  quad  nunc  inftet  fuprema  fruaris, 

Plnra  ut  vi<flurus  fecula,  parce  bonis : 
)ivitiis,  utrinque  cavens,  qui  tempore  parcit, 

Tempore  divitiis  utitur,  ille  fapit. 

Br.  ZA. 
NuNQjrAM  jugera  meflibus  onufla,  aut 
Hios  Gygescumulos  habebat  auri  j 
>^iodvit£e  fatiseft,  peto,  Macrine, 
li,  nequid  nimis,  elt  nimis  probatum. 

Er.  24. 
JNON  opto  aut  precibus  pofco  ditefcere,  paucis 
't  coatenta  mihi  vita  dolqre  carens. 


Br.  24. 
RscTA  ad  panpsriem  ter.dit,  cui  corpora  cordi 
ell 
Multa  alere,  et  multas  ajdillcare  domos, 

Br.  34. 
Tu  ncque  dulce  putes  alienee  accumbere  menfe, 

Nee  probroia  avid.T  grata  fit  offa  gula: ; 
Nee  fido  flet,u.  fiiHiis  (olvare  cachinnis, 
Arridens  domino,  collachrymarque  tuo. 
Lajtior  hand  tecum,   tecum  neque  triftior  un- 

quam, 
Sed  Milias  ridens,  atque  dolens  Milia?. 

Br.  26. 

Nil  non   mortale   eft    mortalibus;  omne  quod 
eft  hi 
Pra^tereijnt,  aut  hos  praeterit  omnebonum. 

Br.  26. 

Dc-MOCRITE,  invifas  homines  majore  cachinno, 
Pius  tibi  ridendum  lecula  noftradabunt. 

Heraclite,  fluat  Jacrymarum  crebrior  imber  ; 
Vita  hominum  nunc  plus  quod  mifereris  habet. 

Interea  dubito  ;  tecum  me  caufa  nee  ulla 
Ridere,  aut  tecum  me  lacrimare  jubet. 

Br.  26. 

Elige  inter  vif£E  ut  pofTis ;  rixifque  dolifque 

Perftrepit  orane  forum  ;  cura  molefta  domi  eft. 
Rura  labor  lalTat ;  mare  mille  pericula  terrent ; 

Vcrte  ibium,  fient  caufa  timoris  opes; 
Paupertas  mifera  eft  ;  multas  cum  conjuge  lites 

Tefla  ineunt ;  Calebs  omnia  folus  ages. 
Proles  aiufla  gravat,   rapta  orbat,   ceca  juventa: 
eft 

Virtus,  canities  cauta  vigore  caret. 
Ergo  optent  homines,  aut  nunquam  in  lurainis  oras 

Venifie,  aut  visa  luce  repente  mori. 

Elige  iter  vitre  ut  mavis  prudentia  laufque 

Pemieat  omi.e  forum  ;  vita  quieta  dumi  eft» 
Rus  ornat  natura  :   levat  maris  afpera  Lucrum, 

Verte  folum.  donet  plena  crumena  dccus  ; 
Pauperies  latitat,  cum  conjuge  gaudia  multa 

Terta  ineunt.  cfelebs  impediere  minus  ; 
rrliiicet  amor  prolis,  fopor  eft  fine  prole  profundus^ 

Prsecellit  juvenis  vi,  pietate  fenex. 
Nemo  optet  nunquam  venille  in  lurainis  oras, 

Aut  periifie  ;  fcatet  vita  benigna  bonis. 

Br.  27. 

Vita  cmnis  fcena  eft  luduf(]ae,  autludere  difce 
Sena  leponens,  aut  mala  dura  pati. 

Br.  27. 
Ovx.  fine  morte  fuga  eft  vit^e,   quam  turba  ma- 
lorum 
Non  vitanda  gravem,  non  toleranda  facit  ? 
Dulcia  d?.t  natura  quidem,  mare,  fidera,  terras, 

Lunaquf  quas  et  fol  itque  reditque  vias. 
Terror  ineft  aliis,  mccrorque,  et  fiquid  habebis 
Forte  boni,  ultrices  experiere  Tices. 

Br.  27. 

Terr  am  adii  nudus,  dc  terra  nudus  abibo 
Qujd  labor  efHciet  i  non  nifi  nudus  ero. 
3  K.  ij 
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Br.  iT. 
is' ATus  eram  lacrymatis,  lacrymans  e  luce  recedo ; 

Sunt  quibus  a  lacrymis  vix  vacat  ulla  dies. 
Tale  hominum  genus  eft,  infirmum,  trifte,  mi- 
fellum. 
Quod  mors  in  cineres  folvit,  et  abdit  humo. 

Br.  20. 

Quis(^uis  adit  lecflos  elata  u::ore  fecundos, 
NautVagus  iratas  iile  retental  aquas. 

Br.  30. 
F-ELix  ante  alios  nulliss  debitor  SEiis : 

Hunc  fequitur  cselebs ;  tertius,  orbe,  wnis. 
Nee  male  res  ceffit,  fubito  fi  funere  fponfam 

Ditatus  magna  dote,  recondis  hum 0. 
Hisfapiens  leflis,  Epicurum  quasrere  fruftra 

Q^iales  fint  monades,  qua  fit  inane,  finas. 

Br.  31. 

Optarit  q'uicunque  fenej  fibi  lon^Ius  Kvum, 
Dignus  qui  multa  in  luftra  fenefcat,  erit. 

Cum  procul  eii:,cptat,cum  venit.quirquefeneftam, 
Incufat,  femper  fpe  meliora  vldet. 

Br.  46. 
Omnis  vita  nimis  brevis  eft  felicibus,  una 
Nox  miferis  longi  temporis  inftar  habet. 

Er.  S5- 
Gratia  ter  grata  eft  velox,  fin  forte  moreiur, 
Gratia  v\k.  reftat  nomine  digna  fuo. 

Er.  56. 

Seu  prece  pofcatur,  feu  non,  da  Jupiter  omne, 
Magna,  bonum,  omne  malum,  et  pofcetitibus  ab- 
nuc  nobis. 

Br.  Co. 
Me,  cane  vitato,  canis  excipit  alter  ;   eodem 

In  me  animo  tellus  gignit  et  unda  feras, 
Nee  rairum  ;  reftat  lepori  coufcendere  caelum, 

Sidereus  tamen  hie  territat,  ecce,  canis  ! 

Br.  70. 
Telluri,  arboribns  ver  frondens,  fidera  coelo 
Graeciss  et  urbs,  urbi  eft  ifta  prppaga,  decus.  , 

Br  75. 
Impia  fadla  patrans,  homines  fortsfle  latebis, 
Non  poteris,  ipeditans  prava,  latere  Decs. 

Br.  75. 
Antiope  fatvrum,  Danae  aurum,  Europaju- 
vencuiB, 
Et  cycnum  fecit,  Leda  petita  Jovem. 

Br.  93. 
.^vi  fat  novi  quam  Cm  brevis  j  aftra  tuenti, 

Per  certas  ftabili  lege  voluta  vices, 
Tangitur  haud  pedibus  tellu's :  conviva  Deorum 

Expleor  ambrofiis  exhilarorque  cibis. 

Br.  96. 

Quo"  nimium  eft  fit  ineptum,  hinc,  ut  di.\ere 
priores, 
Et  melli  nimio  fellis  amaror  ineft. 

Br.  103. 
VvftTt  guhernatrix  fedifti,  audacia,  prima 
Divitiis  atuens  afpera  cjrdia  virum  ;  • 


OF   JOHNSON. 

Sola  rates  ftruis  infidas.  et  dulcis  amorem 
Lucri  ulcifcendiim  niox  nece  tola  doces. 

Aurea  fecla  hominum,  quorum  fpedftandus  occllis 
E  longinquo  itidem  pontus  et  orcus  erat. 

Br.  Ii6, 
DiTEscis,  credo,  quid  reftat?  quicquid  habebis 

In  tumulum  tecum,  morte  jubente,  trahes  ? 
Divitias  cumulas,  pereuntes  negligis  horas, 

Incrementa  sevi  non  cumulare  potes. 

Br.  ii6. 

Mater  aduiantum,  prolefque  pecunia  curje, 
Teque  frui  timor  eit,  teqae  carere  dolur. 

Br.  126. 

Me  miferum  fors  omnis  habet  ;  fiorentibus  annis 
Pauper  eram,  numrriis  diffluit  area  fenis ; 

Queis  nti  poteram  quondam  Fortuna  negavit, 
Queis  uti  nequeo,  nunc  mihi  prcebet  opes. 

Er.  127. 
Mnemosyne,  ut  Sappbomellitavocecanentem, 
Audiit,  irata  eft  ne  nova  Mufa  fo.ret. 

Er.  rja. 

Com  tacet  indocf^us,  fapientior  efie  yidetur, 
Et  morbus  tegitur,  dum  piemit  ora  pudor. 

Nunc  huic,  nunc  aiiis  cedens,  cui  farra  Menippusj 
Credit,  Acliasmenida?  iiuner  ageilus  eram. 

Q2.nd  nuUi  proprium  verfat  Fortuna,  putabat 
i'tlt  I'uum  ftolidus, nunc  putat  ilk  fuum. 

Br.  Ij6. 

NoN  Fortuna  fibi  te  gratum  tollit  in-  altu.m  ; 
At  docet,  exemplo,  vis  fibi  quanta,  tuo. 

Br.  i6z. 

Kic,  aurnm  ut  reperit,  laqueura   abjicit,  altci 

ut  aurum 

Non  reperit,  nedlit  quern  reperit,  laqueum. 

Br.  167. 
Vive  tuo  ex  animo,  vario  rumore  loquetur 
De  te  plebs  audax,  bene,  et  ille  male. 

Br.  i6t.| 

V1T.S;  rofa  brevis  eft,  pronerans  fi  carperenoiy 
Quasrenti  obveniet  mox  fine  tiore  rubus. 

Br.  I7a| 

PuLiciEUS  moifus.  reftinflft  larapade,  ftultus 
Exclamat ;  nunc  me  cernere  definitis. 

Br.  aoi.1 

Menodotum  pinxit  Diodorus,  et  exit  imago,! 
PiEter  Menodotum,  nullius  abiimilis. 

Haud  lavit  Phldo,  haud  tetigit,  mihi  febre  CtH^ 
lenti 
In  mentem  ut  venit  nominis,  interii. 

Br.  aioJ 

Nycticorax  cantat  Itthale,  fed  ipfa  canentiMj 
Demophilo  aufcuitans  Nyiflicorax  moritur. 

Br.  ftU 

Hermem  Deorum  nuncium,  pennislevem, 
Quo  rege  gaudent  Arcades,  furem  bourn,  hv 

Hujus  paleftrjE  qui  vigil  cuftos  ftetit. 


P  O  E  M  A  T  A. 


Clam  node  tollit  Aulus,  et  ridens  ait; 
Praeftat  magiftro  fxpe  difcipulus  fuo. 

Br.  113. 
Qui  jacet  hie,  fervus  visit,  nunc,  lumine  caflus, 
Dario  ir.agno  non  minus  ille  poteft. 

Br.  427. 
FuNus  Alexandri  mentitur  fama  ;  fidelq^ue 
Si  Ptioebo,  viclornelcit  obire  diem. 

Br.  341- 
Nauta,  quis  hoc  jaceat  ne  perconterei'epulchro, 
Eveniat  taiitum  mitior  unda  tibi  1 

Br.  256. 
Cur   opulentus  eggs  1    tua   cuntfla    in   foenore 
ponis. 
Sic  aliis  dives,  tu  tibi  pauper  agis. 

Br.  a6z. 
Qui  pafcit  barbam  fi  crefcit  mente.  Platoui, 
Hirce,  parem  nitido  te  tua  barba  facit. 

Br.  a  66, 
Ci.ARUs  Joanne?,  reginae  affinis,  ab  alto 

Sanguine  Anaftalii ;  cundla  (epulta  jacent : 
Et  pius,  et  recti  cultor  :   non  ilia  jacere 

Dicam  ;  flat  virtus  non  fubigenda  neci. 

Br.  367. 
CuNCTiPARENs  tellus  falve,  leviseflo  pulillo 
L}figeni,  fueratnon  gravis  ille  tibi. 

Br.  2Z5. 
N.VUFRAGUS  hie  jaceo;  contra,  jacet  ecce  cu- 
lonus  '. 
Idem  orcus  terrae,  lie,  pelagoque  fubeft. 

Br.  301. 

Qninfalvere  jubes  ipe,peflime?  Corripe  gieflus; 
Eftraihi  quod  noil  te  rideo,  plena  lalus. 

Et  terns  eft  Timon  lub  terris*  janitor  orci, 
Cerbere,  te  morlu  ne,  petat  ille,  cave. 

Br.  307. 
ViTAM  a  terdecimo  fextus  mihi  finiet  ai-nus, 

/iftra  mathenjaticos  li  modo  vera  decent. 
Sufficit  hoc  votis;  flos  hie  puichenmus  sevi  eft, 

Et  lenium  triples  Nelloris  urna  capit. 

Br.  32a. 
ZosiMA,  qiia  folo  fuit  olim  corpore  ferva, 
Corpore  nunc  eiiam  libera  fadla  fuit. 

Br.  326 

ExiGUUMenl  Priami  monumentum  ;  hand  ille 
meretur 
^ale,  led  holtiles,  quale  dedere  manus. 

Br.  3*6. 
Hector  dat  gladium  Ajaci,  dat  Balteum  et 

Hedlori,  et  exitio  munus  utrique  fuit. 

Br.  344- 

Ut   vis,    ponte  minax ;    modo  tres  dilcelieris 
ulnas, 
lugemina  flui^us,  ingeminaque  fonum. 


Br.  344. 

Naufragus  hie  jaceo  ;  fidens  tamen  uteie  velis, 
Tutum  aliis  sequor,  me  pereunte,  fuit. 

Br.  398, 

Her  aclitus  ego  ;  indo(flae  ne  loedite  linguze 
Subtile  ingenium  qujero,  capaxque  mei, 

Unus  homo  niihi  pro  fexcentis,  turba  popelli 
Pro  nullo,  clamo  nunc  tumulatus  idem. 

Br.  39^, 

Ambraciota,  vale  lux  alma,  Cleombrotus  ir.lit 

Et  faltu  e  muro  ditis  opaca  petit  • 
Trifte  nihil  paflus.  animi  at  de  forte  Platonis 

Scripia  legens,  fola  vivere  mente  cupit. 

.Br.  399, 
Skrvus,  Epi(fletus,  mutilato  corpore,  vi.v.i, 
Pauperieque  Irus,  curaque  fumma  Ueiim. 

Br  445. 

Unde  hie  Praxiteles?  nudam  vidiltis,  r^aoni, 
Et  Pari,  et  Anchifa,  non  alius,  Venerera 

Br  451. 

SuFFLATo  accendis  quifquis  carbone  iu.  1 1:  .un, 
Corde  meo  aceendas ;   ardeo  totus  ego. 

Br    486. 
Jupiter  hoc  templum,  ut,  fiquandu  re'uiquet 
Olympum, 
Atthide  non  alius  defit  Olympus,  habet. 

B:    4?7- 
Civis  et  externus  grati ;  domus  hofpita  nefeit 
Quarere,  quis,  cujus,  quis  pater,  unde  veuis. 


POMPEII. 

Br.  487, 
CuMfugere  baud  poffit,  fra<£lis  Vicfloria  peunis, 
Te  manct  imperii,  Roma,  perenne  decub. 

Br.  .488. 
Latkones  alibi  locupletum  quaerite  tecla, 
Aliidet  huic  euftos  ftrenua  paupene*. 

FoRTUN.iE  malim  adverfae  tolerare  procellas, 
Qiiam  doniini  ingentis  terre  fupercilium. 

En,  Sexto,  Sesti  meditatur  imago,  filente. 
Orator  ftatua  eft,  ftatuxque  orator  imago. 

PuLCHRA  eft  virginitas  intadla,  at  vita  periretj 

Omnes  fi  vellent  virginitate  frui ; 
Nequitiam  fugiens,  fervata  contrahe  lege  _ 

Conjugium,  ut  pro  te  des  hominem  patrix. 

Fert  humeris,  venerabile  onus,  Cythereis  heros 
Per  Trujae  flammas,  deniaque  tela,  ,jatrem. 

Clamat  et'Argivis,  vf tuli,  ne  tanj;ite,  vita 
Exiguumeft  Marti,  fed  mihi  grande  lucrum. 

Forma  animss  hominum  capit,   at,  fi  gratia 
defit, 
Non  tecef.  efca  natat  pulchra,  fed  hamusais 
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CoGiTAT  aut  loquitur  nil  vir,  nil  cogitat  uxol; 
Feiici  thalamo  non  puto,  rixa  ftrepit. 

BucciNA  disjecitThebarum  moenia,  ftruxit 
Qux  Ijra,  quam  (ibi  non  concinit  harmonia  I 

Mente  fenes  dim  juvenis,  Faufcine,  preinc-bas, 
Nunc  juvenum  terres  robore  corda  fenex. 

Lffivum  at  utrumque  decus,  juvenjt:  quod  prsbuit 
o!im 
Turba  fenum,  juvenes  nunc  tribuere  feni. 

Excepts  hofpitio  mufae,  tribuere  libellos 
Heiodoto  hofpitii  piaeaiia,  quaeque  fuum. 

Stella  mea,  obfervans  ftellas,  Dii  me  sethera 
faxint 
Multis  ut  te  oculis  fim  potis  afpicere. 

Clara  Cberonese  foboles,  Plutarche,  dicavit 
Hanc  ftatuam  idtrenio,  Roma  bsnigna,  tuo. 

Das-bene  collatos,  quo?  Roirsaet  Graiia  jadtat, 
At  Divos  paribus  pailibus  ire  duces ; 

Sed  fimilem,  Plutarche,  tua:  del'cribere  vitam 
Non  poteras,  regio  non  tulit  uUa  parein. 

Dat  tibi  Pythagoram  piclor;  quod  ni  ipfe  tacere 
Pythagoras  mallet,  vocem  halniiflet  opus. 

Prolem  Hippi  et  fua  qua  meliorem  fecuia  nullum 
Videre,  Archidicen  Laec  tumulavii  humus; 

(^am.-  regum  fobolem, -nuptam,  matrem,  atque 
fororem 
Fecerunt  nulli  fors  titulique  giavem. 

Cecro?idis  gravis  hie  ponor,  Martique  dicatus, 
Qua  tua  lignantur  gefta,  Fiiilippe,  lapi-% 

Spreta  jacet  Marathon,  jacet  et  Salaminia  laurus, 
Omnia  dam  Macedum  gloria  et  arma  prenjunt. 

Sint  Deraoftlienica  ut  jurata  cadavera  voce, 
Stabo  illis  qui  lunt,  quioue  fuere  gravis. 

Florieus  in  pratis,  legi  quos  ipfe,  coronam 
Coiuextam  variis,  do,  Rhodoclea,  tibi  : 

Hie  anemone  hnmet,  confert  parciiiiis  ouores 
Cum  violis ;  fpiraiit  lilia  milta  rolis. 

His  redimita  comas,  mores  depone  fupcrbos, 
Hjec  peritura  iiitent  j  tu  peritiira  nites  1 

MuRKM  Afclepiadesfub  teflo  ut  vidit  avarus, 
Quid  tibi,  nuis,  mecum,  dixit,  amice,  tibi. 

Mus  blandum  ridens,  refpondit,  pelle  timorem  ; 
Hie,  bone  vir,  fedem,  non  alimcnta,  pelo.     - 

Sjepe  tuum  in  tumulum  lacrymarumdeciditimber 
Qijem  fundit  blando  jundus  amoie  dolor  ; 

Charus  enim  cunclis,  tanquam,  dam  vita  nianebat, 
Cuique  tires  tiatus,  cuiqiie  fodalis,  eras. 

Heu  quam  dura  preces  1'previt,  quam  I'urda  que- 
relas 
Parca,  juventutem  non  railerata  tuam  1 

Arti  ignis  lucem  tribui,  tamen  artis  et  ignis 
Nunc  ope,  fupplici  vivit  imago  mei. 

Gratia  nulla  hominuna  nientes  tenet,   ifta   Pro- 
methei 
Muuera  niuneribus,  fi  retulere  fabri. 


OF   JO  HANSON. 

Ill  A  triumphatrix  Graiiim  confueta  procorum 
Ante  li^ias  agmen  Lais  habere  tores, 

Hoc  Veneri  fpeculum  ;  nolo  me  csmere  qualis 
Sum  nunc,  nee  poflum  cemere  qualiberam. 

Crethida  fabellas  dulces  garrire  peritam 
Prc^lequitur  lacrym!s  .^Ha  moella  Sami; 

Blandam  lanitici  Ibciam  fine  fine  loquacem, 
Quam  tenet  hie,  cuacfVas  quae,  manet,  alta  quies. 

Djcite,  Caulidici,  gelido  nunc  marmore  magni 
Mugitum  tumulus  comprimitAraphiloci. 

Si  forfan  tumulum  quo  conditur  Euraarus  aufers 
Nil  lucri  facies;  oira  habet  et  cinerem. 

EPICTETI. 

Me,  rex  deorum,  tuque,  due,  neceffitas, 
Qua,  lege  veitra,  vita  me  feret  mea. 
Siquar  libenter,  fiu  I'eluClari  velim, 
Fiam  fceleftus,  nee  tamen  minus  fequar. 

E  THEOCRITO. 

PoETA.  lector,  hie  quiefcit  Hipponax, 
Si  lis  Iceleltus,  prajteri,  procul,  marmor: 
At  te  boniun  li  noris,  et  bonis  natum, 
Tutum  hie  ledile,  et  fi  placet,  fopor  tutus,   • 

EUR.  MED.    ipi—zo^ 

Non  imraerito  culpanda  venit 
Proaviim  vscors  inlipjeutia, 
CUii  convivia  Liutaique  dapes 
Hilarare  fuis  juflere  modis 
Caiitum,  vitre  dulce  lovamen. 
At  nemo  feras  iras  hominum, 
Domibus  ciaris  exitiales, 
Voce  aut  fidibus  pellere  docuit 
Qvieis  tamen  autam  ferre  medelam 
'Jiile  cuiiclis  hoc  opus  elFet ; 
N-.imque,  uhi  menfas  oneraat  epulx, 
Ouorfum  dalci'i  luxuiia  loni  ? 
Sat  hEtitia,  fine  fiibfid lis, 
PeOlora  moUi  mulcet  dubix 
Copia  ccena:. 

*   To~j('  A^y,;  jtooroXciyosj-yi  'TtioXifiotffi  f^s/^wt 

SEPTEM  ^^TATES. 

Prima  parlt  terras  astas,  ficcatque  fecunda, 
Evocat  Abramum  dein  tertia  ;  quarta  relinquit 
yEijyptum  ;  tcmplo  Solomonis  quinta  fuperfit ; 
Cyrum  fe.xta  timet;  la:tatur  leptima  Chrifto. 

*  Tbe  above  is  a  verfion  of  a  Latin  epigram  on 
tbefamousJohnDuksof  Marlborough,  by  the  Abbe 
Salvmi,  nvkich  is  as  follows : 

Haud  alio  vultu,  fremuit  Mars  acer  in  armis ; 
Haud  alio,  Cypriara  percitlit  ore  Deum. 

The  Duke  ivas,  itfeems,  remarkably  handfome 
in  his  per/on,  to  which  the  fecond  line  has  reje^ 
rcncS' 


?  0  E  M  A  T  A. 


ssy 


•  His  TeiYipelmatini  r.nmcTis  Jf fciipferis  orbeni. 
(a)  Cum  fex  centuriis  Judico  niillia  feptem. 
i\Iyrias  (A)  /E^ypto  ceifit  bi?  leptima  pingvii. 
Myrias  adl'cifcit  fibi  nonagefima  icptem 
.tmperium  qua  Turca  (r)  ferox  exeicct  iniquuin. 

Undecics  biiias  decaihis  et  millia  leptcni  ^ 
Sortiuu  (rf)  Pelopis  tellus  qua:  nomine  gaudet. 

Myriades  decies  feptem  numerare  jjabcbit 
Paftor  (.:/)  Arabs  :    decies  odo  libi   Perla  (^d)  re- 
quirit. 
Myriades  fibi  pultra  cltias,  duo  miilia  pofcit 
Partheiiope   [d).      (r)   Novies   vult   tellus  n^ille 

Sicana. 
(/)  Papa  fuo  regit  imperio  tcr  millia  quinque. 

*  To  ths  above  lines  (lubich  are  unfbii/fjed,  and 
can  therefore  be  only  offered  ns  a  fragment),  in 
'JohnfoiLs  vtantifcript,  are  prefixed  tlje  'words 
*'  Geographica.  Metricn."  As  vjc  are  referred, 
in  the  firjl  of  the  verfcs,  tp  'Tern pieman,  for  hav- 
ing fiirtiijhed  the  numerical  computations  that  are 
the  fiihjcSl  of  thetn,  his  ivork  has  been  according- 
ly conjulted,  the  title  of  luhich  is,  "  yf  nezv  Survey 
cf  the  Globe,'"''  and  ■zvhich  frofcjj'es  to  give  an  accu- 
iate  menfuration  of  all  the  empires,  kingdoms, 
and  other  divifions  thereof,  in  thefquare  miles 
that  they  refpeEt'ively  conta'tn.  0?i  comparifon  of  the 
Several  numbers  in  thefe  lerfes,  nvith  thofefet  down 
by  Tcmpleman,  it  appears  that  nearly  half  of  them 
tire  precifely  the  fame  ;  the  rejl  are  not  fo  exaBly 

done. For  the  connjenience  of  the  reader  it  has 

keen  thovght  right  to  fuhjo'm  each  number,  as  it 
Jtands  in  'Templema'i  s  ivork,  to  that  in  Johnfofis 
'■jeifes  which  refers  to  it. 

(a)  In  thisfir/t  article  that  is  t>erffied,  there 
is  an  accurate  conformity  in  foh7ifon''s  num- 
ber to  Templeman  s ;  ivhofets  down  the  fquare 
miles  of  Palefline  at  7,600. 

{I)  The  fquare  miles  of  Egypt  ore,  in  Temple- 
7iian,  140,70c.. 

{c)  The  whole  Turkifb  empire,  i?i  Templeman, 
is  computed  at  ^Go^oi^'j  fqnare  miles.  ' 

{d)  Ifi  the  four  following  articles,  the  numbers, 
in  Templeman  and  in  Juhnfons  njerfes,  are  alike. — 
We  find,  accordingly,  the  Morea,  in  Templeman, 
to  be  fit  donxin  at  i,2zofjuare  miles — .-irabia,  at 
7g:>,coo. — Perfia,  at  8oo,oco. — and  Naples,  at 
a2,coo. 

(f)  Sicily,  in  Templeman,  is  put  down  at  9,400, 

•  (/)  '^^^  Pope's  dorninions,  at  14,868. 


Cnm  fes  centuriis  niimerat  fc\"*TOiHia  Tufcus  (^.)' 
Ccnturi.l  Lij^ures  {/.O  ani^.'iu  duo  millia  quarta. 
CenturiK  odavam  decadein    addit   Lucca  (/)  fe» 
cundae. 

Ut  dicas,  fpatiis  quam  latis  imperet  orhi 
{li)  RuiTia,  niyriadas  ter  denas  adde  tiecentis: 
(/J  Saidiniara  cnm  fjxcentis  Ici;  millia  compleut. 

Cum  (esagenis,  dum  pUira  r.-.cUii'erit  £etas, 
Myiiadas  ter  millc  homini  dat  icrra  {m)  colendas. 

Vult  fibi  victnas  millefiiua  myrias  addi, 
Viccnis  quinas,  Afiam  (v)  mctala  celehrem. 

Se  quinquager.is  oiflingeritefinia  jungit 
Myrias,  ut  menti  patent  tota  Africa  (0)  dodie. 

iMyriadas  feptem  decies  Enropa  (/<)  ducentis 
Et  quaJragenis  qucque  pel  tria  millia  jun^it. 

Mjjriadas  du-nasdat,  quinque  et  millia,  iexque 
CentifMas,  et  tres  decadas  Europa  Britanni'>  (.j) 

Ter  tria  m)riadi  conjungit  millia  cjuarta;, 
Centurite  quarlac   decades    (]uinque    (/)    Anglia 
DCvftit. 

IMillia  myripdi  feptem  foEcunda  fecunda; 
Et  quadragenis  decades  ouinquB  addit  Icrne  (/), 

Oiiiiiirentis  (laadrai^enis  focialis  adauget 
Miina  Belga  (?)  novem. 

Ter  fex  ceiiiurias  Hollandia  (?)  jaclat  opima 
Uadeciiuum  Camber  (f)'  vult  feptem  millibus  addi» 


(  p)   Tufvany,  at  6,640. 

{/')  Genoa  in  Templeman,  as  in  Johnfon  I'lkC' 
nvije,  is  ft  down  at  2,400. 

(/)  l.ucca,  at  286. 

{k)  The  Eiifian  empire,  in  Ihe  i^ih  plate  cf 
Templeman,  isfet  do-uin  at  3,303,485  fquure  miles. 

(/)  Sardifiia,  in  Templeman,  as  likeiuife  in. 
Johnfo?i,  6,6c"j. 

(jn)  The  habitable  world,  in  Templeman,  is 
computed,  in  fqudre  miles,  at  30,606,806. 

{n)  Afia,  at  10,257,457. 

(o)  Africa,  flf  8,536,208. 

(/)  Europe,  at  2,749,349. 

{q)   The  Britifh  dominions,  at  105,634. 

{r)  England,  as  Hkewife  in  Johnfni  s  expref' 
fion  of  the  number,  at  49,4^0. 

(j)  Ireland,  at  27)457- 

(/)  In  the  three  remaining  injlances,  which 
male  the  whole  that  J'lhnfon  uippeui  s  to  ha-ve 
rendered  into  Latin  'Veife,  ive  find  the  7iumbers 
exaSlly  agreeing  with  thife  of  Templeman  ;  ivho 
maLes  the  fquare  miles  cf  the  United  Province.', 
954^- — of  the  Provinee  of  Holland,  iSoj — and  of 
IVales,  70 II. 


EPITAPHS. 


I.    AT  LICHFIELD. 


H.  S.  E. 


Michael  Johnson. 
ViR  impavidus,  conftans,  animofus,  periculo- 
rum,  immemor,  laborum  patientiffimus ;  fiducia 
Chriftiana  fortis  fervidufque,  pater-familias  appri- 
se ftrenuus ;  bibliopola  admodum  perltus ;  racnte 
«  libris  et  negotiis  exculta;  animo  ita  iitmo,  ut, 


rebus  adverfus  diu  conflidlatus,  nee  fibi  nee  fuis 
defueiit  :  lingua  fie  temperata.  ut  ei  nihil  quod, 
aurcs,  vel  pias,  vel  cartas  la^filfet,  aut  dolor,  vel 
voluptas  unquam  espreirerit. 

NatusCubk-iae,inagroDerbienfi,  anno  MDCLVI. 
obiit  MDCCXXXL 

Appofita  eft  Sara,  conjunx, 
Antiqua  FoRDORUM  gente  oriunda  ;  quam  domi 
fedui.im,  furispaucisnotam  ;  nuUi  moleltam,  meii^ 


?«§  TH£   WORItS    O 

tis  acdmifie  et  judicii  fubtilkate  prKcellentern  ; 
aliis  tnultum,  fibi  pariim  indulgentem  :  yEterni- 
tati  femper  attentani,  omne  lere  virtutis  nomen 
Commendavit. 

Nata  Nortoni^  Regis,  in  agro  varvicenfi,  an- 
no MDCLXIX;  obiit  MDCCLIX. 
Cum  Nathanaele  iJlorum  filio,  qui  natus 
MDCCXiI,  cum  vires,  et  animi,  f;t  corporis  mul~- 
va  poiiicerentur,  annn  MDCCXXXVII,  vitam 
brevem  pia  morte  finivit. 

11.    AT  BROMLEY,  IN  KENT. 

Hie  coriduntur  rtliquise 

Elizabeths 

Antiqua  Jarvifiorum  gente, 

PeatlingK,  apud  Leiceftrienies,  ortas  ; 

Formofae,  cultse,  ingeniofe,  pise  ; 

Uxoris,  primis  nuptiis,  Henrici  Porteh, 

Secundis,  Samuelis  John";©n; 

Qui  multum  amatam,  diuque  detletam 

Hoc  lapide  contesit. 

Obiit  Londini,  nienie  Mart. 

A.  D.  MUCCLIil. 

III.    IN  WATFORD  CHURCH. 

In  the  vault  below  aie  depofited  the  remains  of 

Jane  Bell,  wife  ot  John  Bell.  Eiq. 

who,  in  the  iifty-third  year  of  her  age, 

furrounded    with   many    worldly   bk-fiings, 

Jieard,  with  fortitude  and  comi.olure  fu'y  ureat, 

the  horrible  malady,  which  had  for  feme  time 

.    begun  to  afflict  her, 

pronounced    incurable ; 

•  and  for  move  than  three  years, 

endured  with  patience  and  concealed  ^vithdecenoy, 

the  daily  tortures  of  gradual  df  ath  ; 

continued  to  divide  the  hours  not  i'liotted  to 

devotion,  betu-cen  the  cares  or  htr  family,  and  the 

converfe  cf  her  friends; 

rewarded  the  attendance  of  duty, 

and  acknowledged  the  offices  of  affection  ; 

and  while  fhe  endeavoured  to  alleviate  by  cheer- 

fulneis,  her  hufband's  fufferings  and  ftirrows, 

increafed  them  by  her  gratitude  for  his  care, 

and  her  folicitude  for  his  quiet. 

To  the  memory  of  thefe  virtue*, 

more  highly  honoured  as  more  familiarly  known, 

tliis  motiument  is  eretted  by 

John  Bell  *. 

IV.    IN  STREATHAM  CHURCH. 

Juxta  fepulta  eft 

Hester  Maria  Saluseury. 

Thom>e  Cotton  de  Combei  mere, 

BaronettI,  Cclirienfis,  Filia  j 

Johannis  Salusbury  Armigeri, 

Fiintienli^.  uxor ; 

Forma  felix,  felix  ingenio, 

Omnibus  juciinda,  fuorum  amantifflma. 

Linguis  Artibufque  ita  exculta 

Ur  l(;quenti  nurqnam  deeflent 

Sermonis  nitor,  fententiarum  flofculi, 

Sapientiae  gravitas,  leporuni  gratia. 

Modum  fervandi  adeo  perita 
Ut  domeftica  inter  negotia  literis 


F  JOHNS  OK. 

Oblec^aretur, 

Et  literarum  inter  delicias  refS 

Familiarem  fedulo  curaret, 

Multis  illi  multosannos  precantibuS 

Dili  e.iicir.omatis  *  veneno  contabuit 

Viribufque  vit^  paulatim  refclutis 

E  terris  meliora  fperans  emipravit. 

Nata  1707,    Nupta  1739,    Obiit  1773. 

V.   IN  WESTMINSTER  ABBEY. 

Olivari  Goldsmith 

Poelje.  Phyfici.  Hiftorici. 

Qui  nullum  fere  fcribendi  genus 

Non  tetigit. 

Nullum  quod  tetigit  non  ornavit 

Sive  Rilus  eiTent  movendi 

Sive  Lacrymas. 

Affedluum  potens  at  lenis  Dominator 

Ingenio  fublimis — Vividus  Verfatilis 

Oratione  grandis  niridus  Venuitus 

Hoc  Monumentum  Memoriam  coluit 

Sodalium  Amor 

Amirorum  Fides 

Lectorum  Veneratio 

Natus  Hibernia  Forniie  Lunfordienfis 

In  Loco  cui  Nomen  Pallas 

Nov.  XXIX.  MDCCXXXI.  ^ 

Eblan33   Literis    iuititutus 
Obiit  Londini 
April  IV  MDCCLXxiv. 

VL 

HIC  REqjflESClT  THOMAS  PARNELL,    S.  T.  P. 

Qui  lacerdos  pariter  et  poeta, 
Utrafque  partes  ita  implevit, 
Ut  iieqne  facerdoti  fuavitas  poetas. 
Nee  poetae  facerdotis  fandlitas  deellet. 

vn. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  STEPHEN  GREY,  F.R.S. 

THE  ELECTRICIAN  f. 

Long  haft  thou  borne  the  burthen  of  the  day. 

Thy  tafk  is  ended,  venerable  Grey  ! 

No  more  fliall  art  thy  dext'rou?  hand  require, 

To  brea-k  the  lleep  of  elemental  tire  : 

To  roufe  the  power^  that  atluate  nature's  frame, 

rhe  raomeiitaneous  thock.  th'  elecltnc  flame; 

The  flsme,  which  firlt,  weak  pupil  of  thy  lore, 

I  faw,  condemn'd  alas  I   to  fee  no  more. 

Now,  hoary  iage,  purfue  thy  happy  flight 
With  fwifter  motion,  halie  to  purer  light, 
Where  Bacon  waits,  withNewton  and  with  Boyle, 
To  hail  thy  genius  and  appiai  d  thy  toil, 
Where  intuition  breathes  through  time  and  fpace^ 
And  mocks  experiment's fuccedive  race; 
Sees  tardy  fcience  toil  at  >  ature's  laws. 
And  woidtrs  how  th'  effect  obicures  the  caufe. 

Yet  not  to  deep  refearch  or  happy  guefs. 
Is  view'd  the  life  of  hope,  the  death  of  peace  ; 
Unbleft  the  man,  whom  philolbphic  lage 
Shal!    tempt  to  lole  the  Chriiti.ui  in  vhe  fage ; 
Not  art  bur  goo<inefs  pour'd  ''he  facred  ray 
rhat  cheer'd  the  pairing  hours  of  humble  Grey. 


Shf  rfj'frf  intlie  month  of  OBohcr  1771. 


*   Cancer. 

t  'Thejketch  of  this  foem  was  luritten  ly  Mifs 
Will.!,  ms,  b.f  job/ifon  ivrete  it  ail  over  agam, 
fxceft  two  Imet, 


THE 

POETICAL    WORKS 

O  F 

WILLIAM  WHITEHEAD,  ESQ:, 

Containing 


THE  DANGER  OF  WRITING  VERSE, 

ATYS   AND   aDRASTUS, 

OK  RIDICULE, 

ANN  BOLEYN   TO  HENRY  VIII. 

HYMN    TO    THE  NYMPH    OF  BRISTOL 

SPRUNG 
A  CHARGE  TO  POETS, 
VARIETY, 


THE  GOAT'S  BEARI>> 

ODES. 

ELEGIES, 

EPISTLES, 

TALES, 

SONGS. 

PROLOGUES, 

EPILOGUES 


{S'c.    l^C.    iS'c. 

To  which  is  prefixed, 

•ifHE   LIFE   OF   TEE  AUTHOR. 


Ye  gen'rous  pair,  who  held  the  poet  dear. 

Whole  blamelefs  life  my  friendly  pen  pourtrays, 

Accept,  with  that  combin'd,  his  lateft  lays, 
"Where  (till  yoang  fancy  fports  in  diction  clear ; 
And  may  propitious  fate  their  merit  bear. 

To  times  '-A- in  tafte  fliall  w^ave  the  wreaths  of  praife, 

By  mouei»d  f  iain'd  in  thefe  faijliftic  days, 
Such  wreaths  as  clafil,  heads  wcie  proud  to  wear. 

But  if  no  uuL're  ear  applauds  his  flrain, 
If  mine  alike  to  Lethe's  lake  defcends. 

Yet,  whfle  alooi,  in  mem'ry's  buoyant  main, 
The  gale  of  fame  your  genuine  worth  extends, 

Still  fliall  our  nai';'^i  'hi?  iair  diftino>ioii  gain, 
That  Villiers  and  tiia'  Jiurcourt  call'd  us  friends. 

Mafujii  Sonnet  to  the  Earl  of  Jerfsy  and  Earl  Harcaurt. 


EDINBURGH: 
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THE  LIFT  OF  W.  WHITEHEAD. 


Vv  iLLiAM  Whitehead  was  born  in  the  parilh  of  St.  Botol|)h,  Cambridge,  in  February  1714-1 5* 
He  was  the  fecond  fon  of  Richard  Whitehead,  a  baker,  who  lived  in  the  parifliof  St.  Botolph,  and 
who,  in  that  capacity,  fervcd  the  neighbouring  College  of  Fcmbroke-Hall.  He  was  of  a  very  carelefs 
difpoGtion,  attending  little  to  bufinefs,  and  employing  his  time  chiefly  in  ornamenting,  rather  than 
cultivating,  a  few  acres  of  land  near  the  neighbouring  village  of  Grantchefter,  which  fWl  goes  by  the 
name  of  Whitehead's  Folly.  At  his  death,  he  left  confiderable  debts,  which  his  fon  very  honour- 
ably difcharged,  by  the  profits  arffmg  from  his  theatrical  produ(5lions.  His  mother  was  a  very  a- 
miable,  pious,  prudent,  and  exemplary  woman.  Their  eldeft  fon,  John,  who  was  born  fifteen 
3  ears  before  the  poet,  was  educated  for  the  church,  and  by  the  interell  of  Mr.  Bromley,  afterwards 
Lord  Montfort,  obtained  the  living  of  Perfl'ore,  in  the  dioctfe  of  Worcefttr.  They  had  alfo  one 
daughter,  who  died  in  infancy. 

He  received  the  firft  rudiments  of  his  education  at  fome  common  fclicol  in  Cambridge  ;  but  at 
the  age  of  fourteen,  he  was  removed  to  Wincheitcr,  having  obtained  a  nomination  into  that  col- 
lege, by  means  of  Mr.  Bromley,  July  6.  17 28, 

At  fchool,  according  to  the  information  of  Dr.  Balguy,  he  was  always  of  a  delicate  turn;  and 
though  obliged  to  go  to  the  hills  with  the  other  boys,  he  fpent  his  time  there  in  reading  either 
plays  or  poetry,  and  was  alfo  particularly  fond  of  the  "  Atalantes,"  and  all  other  books  of  private 
hiftory  in  charadler.  He  very  early  exhibited  his  tafte  for  poetry  ;  for  while  other  boys  were  con- 
tented with  (l:owing  up  twelve  or  fouiteen  lines,  he  would  fill  half  a  Iheet,  but  always  with  Eng- 
lillrverfe.     At  fixteen  he  wrote  a  whole  comedy. 

In  the  winter  of  the  year  1732,  he  is  faid  to  have  adled  a  female  part  in  the  "  Andria,"  under 
Dr.  Burton's  Jireiftion.  It  is  certain,  that  he  aiftcd  Marcia,  in  the  tragedy  of  "  Cato,"  with  much 
ai)plaufe.  » 

In  1733,  the  Earl  of  Peterborough,  having  Pope  at  his  houfe,  near  Southampton,  carried  hitn 

to  Winchefter,  to  fliow  him  the  college,  &c.    '1  he  Earl  gave  ten  guineas,  to  be  difpofed  of  in  prizes 

among  the  boys,  and  Pope  fet  them   a  fubjeft  to  write  u[)ori,    viz.  Peterborough.     Prizes  of  a 

guinea  each  were  given  to  fix  of  the  boys,  among  whom  Whitehead  was  one.     The  remaining  funi 

..was  laid  out  for  other  boys,  in  fubfcriptions  to  Pine's  Horace,  then  about  to  be  publiilied. 

■    Ht  never  excelled  in  writing  epigrams,  nor  did  he  make  any  confiderable  figure  in  Latin  verfc, 

I     though  he  undevftocd  the  clafiics  very  well,  and  had  a  good  memory.     He  was,  however,  employed 

'     to  tranflate  into  Latin  the  firft  epiftle  of  the  "  Effay  on  Man  ;"  and  the  tranflalion  is  l^ill  extant  in 

I    'his  own  hand.     Dobfon'i  fuccefs  in  tranflating  Prior's  "  Solomon,"  had  put  this  projtdl  into  Pope's 

I  head ;  and  he  fet  various  perfons  to  work  upon  it. 
His  fchool  friendfliips  were  ufually  contradted,  either  with  noblemen  or  gentlemen  of  large  for- 
tune, fuch  as  Lord  Drumlanrig,  Sir  Charles  Douglas,  Sir  Robert  Burdett,  Mr.  Tryon,  Mr.  Mun- 
day  of  Leiceftenham,  and  Sir  Bryan  Broughton,  to  whom,  after  he  removed  to  Oxford,  he  fent  a 
Poetical  Epifi!e  from  Winchefter,  The  choice  of  thefc  perfons  was  imputdd  by  fome  of  his  fchool- 
fellows  to  vanity,  by  others,  to  prudence ;  but  it  might  be  owing  to  his  delicacy,  as  this  would 
make  him  early  dilgufted  with  the  coarfer  manners  of  ordinary  boys. 
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He  was  fchool-futor  to  Mr.  Wallop,  afterwards  Lord  Lymington,  father  to  the  prefent  Earl  of 
Portfinoutb.  Ke  etjcyed,  for  lome  little  time,  a  lucrative  place  in  the  college,  that  of  prepofitor  of 
the  hall. 

He  had  not  refided  at  Wincheller  above  two  years,  before  his  father  4ied.  However,  by 
his  own  frugality,  and  what  fmall  affiftance  his  mother  could  give  him,  he  was  enabled  to  continue 
at  fchool  till  he  could  appear  a  candidate  for  an  election  to  New  College. 

At  the  cledtion,  in  September  1735,  he  was  treated  with  fiugular  injuftice ;  for,  through  the 
force  of  fuDerior  interefl,  he  was  placed  fo  low  on  the  roll,  that  it  was  fcarcely  poffible  for  him  t« 
fucceed  to  New  College.     Young,  feveral  years  before,  experienced  the  fame  fate. 

Being  now  fuperann\iated,  he  left  Winchefter  of  courfe,  deriving  no  other  advantage  from  the 
college  than  n  good  education,  which  he  gratefully  acknowledges,  in  the  beautiful  elegy  addrefled 
To  the  Rev.  Dr.  Lovjth,  on  his  "  Life  of  William  of  Wykeham.'' 

From  the  fame  fount,  with  reverence  let  me  boaft, 

The  claffic  ftreams  with  early  thirft  I  caught, 
What  time,  they  fay,  the  raufes  reveli'd  mod, 
When  Bigg  jjrefided,  and  when  Burton  taught. 

Two  months  after  liis  difappointment  at  Winchefter,  he  removed  to  the  pl»ce  of  his  nativity, 
where  the  peculiar  circumftances  of  his  being  the  orphan  fon  of  a  baker  of  Cambridge,  gave  him 
an  unqueftionable  claim  to  one  of  the  fcWolarlhips,  founded  at  Clare-Hall,  by  Mr.  Thomas  Fyke, 
of  that  tiade  and  town.  His  mother  accordingly  admitted  him  a  Czer  of  this  college,  under  the 
tuition  of  Meflrs.  Curling,  Goddard,  and  Hopkinfon,  November  26.  1735;  and  the  fcholarfliip, 
though  it  amounted  only  to  four  fliillings  a-week,  was  in  his  circumftances  a  defirable  objedt. 

The  notice  which  Poj  e  had  taken  of  him  at  fchool,  prevented  the  inferiority  of  his  ftation  from 
being  any  hindrance  to  his  introdutflion  into  the  beft  company.  The  eafe  and  the  natural  polite- 
nels  of  his  manners,  added  to  an  agreeable  and  pleafing  countenance,  would  alio  facilitate  the  recep- 
tion of  a  young  man,  who  had  only  his  ingenuity  to  recommend  him.  It  was  likev/ife  very  fortunate  for 
him  to  find  many  perfons  who  have  fince  figured  highly  in  the  literary  and  great  world,  contemporary 
ftudents  in  the  univerfity.  Among  the  r.amber  of  his  immediate  contemporaries  were  the  Hon. 
Ch?.vles  Townfhend,  Dr.  Powell,  Dr.  Balguy,  Dr.  Ogden,  Dr.  Stebbing,  and  Dt.  Hurd,  the  pre- 
fcnt  Bifliop  of  Worcefter,  with  all  of  whom  he  cultivated  a  particular  intimacy. 

The  poetical  faculties  of  Whitehead  now  began  to  make  a  rapid  progrefs ;  and  he  has  himfelf 
explained  the  cauie,  in  his  Elegy  to  Dr.  Louutb  He  infinuates  that  he  thought  it  rather  fortunate 
than  otherwiie,  that  he  was  not  removed  from  Wmcheller  to  Oxford,  on  accovmt  of  the  fociety  of 
fuch  men  as  it  was  his  felicity  to  tind  contemporary  ftudents  at  Cambridge. 

And  fure  in  Granta's  philofophic  (hade, 

Truth's  genuine  image  beam'd  upon  my  fight, 
And  flow-ey'd  reafon  lent  her  fober  aid. 

To  form,  deduce,  compare,  and  judge  aright. 
Yes,  ye  fweet  fields !  befide  your  olier'd  (tream. 

Full  many  an  Attic  hour  my  youth  enio3'd, 
Full  many  a  fiiendfliip  form'd,  life's  happiett  dream, 

And  treafur'd  many  a  bill's  which   never  cloy'd. 

The  firft  pieces  he  publi(l;ed,  were  verfes  on  public  occafion?,  the  Marriagf  cf  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  in  1736,  and  the  birth  of  his  fon,  the  prefent  king,  173S,  inferted  in  the  CambfKt:e  Gra- 
tulations.  They  little  excel  the  pnze-verfes  he  wrote  at  I'chool,  which  have  but  little  merit,  if  we 
dedu<fl  from  them  that  of  mere  eafy  verfification,  which  he  feems  to  have  acquired  by  feduloufly 
imitating  Pope'smanner.  Neither  his  fancy  nor  judgment  appear  to  have  rifen  in  any  degree  equal  tr 
■what  in  common  progrefs  might  be  expedted  from  a  mind,  which,  a  very  iew  years  after,  exhibit- 
ed both  thefe  qualities  fo  ftrikingly.  Among  the  many  pieces  written  at  that  early  period,  the 
Vijion  of  Solomon  is  the  only  one  that  feems  to  indicate  the  future  poet. 

This,  perhaps,  would  not  have  been  the  cafe,  had  he  taken  the  verfification  of  Spenfer,  Fair- 
fax, Milton,  and  poets  fimilar  to  them,  for  his  model,  rather  than  the  clofe  and  condenfed  couplets 
of  Pope  ;  for  in  that  way  of  writing,  bis  fancy  would  have  developed  itfelf  earlier,  and  perhaps 
have  obtained  greater  ftrength  and  powers  of  exertion.  But  though  he  had  read  Spenfer  in  his 
childhood  with  avidity,  and  was  fully  capable,  as  appeari  by  the  Vifon  cf  Solomon,  of  catching  j 
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},is  manner;  yet  the  fafhion  of  the  time  led  him  to  exercife  himfelf  in  that  mode  of  compoation, 
which  was  then  efteemed  the  bell.  He  began  to  write  verfes  fifil  before  the  Ichool  of  Mill  on  role  in  eraa- 
latioR  of  the  fchool  of  Pope,  and  had  even  become  an  author  before  Collins,  Akeiifide,  day,  War- 
ton,  Mafon,  and  fome  others,  had  dilTufed  jaft  ideas  of  a  more  perfedl  fpecies  of  poetry,  by  fubfti- 
tuting  fidlion  and  fancy,  pidlurefque  defciiption  and  romantic  imagery,  for  wit  and  rhyme,  fenti- 
raent  and  fatire,  polifli^d  numbers,  fparkling  couplets,'  and  pointed  periods. 

In  1 741,  he  publiflied  his  beautiful  epillle  On  the  Danger  of  writing  Verfe,  with  which  he  only 
ri:ft  commenced  a  poet.  It  exhibited  fuch  a  fncciraen  of  elegant  verfific^ition,  fuch  clofe  and 
condeiifed  expreflion,  fo  much  ienfe,  enlivened  with  all  the  fancy  the  didadlic  fpecies  of  its  com- 
pofitior.  would  admit,  that  it  o'otained  general  adajiration,  and  was  highly  approved  by  I'ope 
himfelf,  of  whofe  preceptive  manner  it  is  furely  one  of  the  moft  happy  imitations  extant. 

In  Tune  1742,  he-was  ele(5led  Fellow  of  Clare-Hall,  about  a  year  before  he  commenced  Mafter 
•ef  Arts.  His  mother  dying  the  April  before,  had  not  the  fatisfadlion  of  feeing  her  fon  thus  fixed  in 
a  fituation  which  was  probably  the  height  of  her  ambition.  Yet  his  irreproachable  conduifl  as  a  col- 
leeiate,  his  great  proficiency  as  a  fcholar,  and  his  lifjng  reputation  as  a  poet,  muft  have  fufHcicntly 
removed  her  fears  concerning  his  future  advancement,  lo  her,  and  indeed  to  buth  his  parents,  he 
i'eems  always  to  have  born  the  trueft  filial  affeclion,  as  appears  from  the  firft  of  his  epiftolary  poems 
To  the  Honour  aide  Charles  Tuwiifiend,  and  the  Verfe  s  to  his  Mother,  on  her  Birth-dsiy,  which  place 
his  moral  qualities  in  a  pleating  light.  A  niotiier  wl>o  impreffed  upon  her  fon  that  early  fenfe  of  a 
God  and  a  providence,  which  he  retained  through  hie,  affords  an  example  worthy  of  imitation. 

In  1743,  \\f^\i\>X\'\\z&.  Atys  n;iA  Ad.rajius,  a  pleafing  and  pathetic  tale,  taken  from  Hetodotus, 
in  which,  with  equal  judgment,  -though  not  with  equal  force,  he  copied  the  narrative  ftyle  of  Dry- 
den,  in  his  "  Fables." 

The  fame  year,  he  pubiifiied  an  epiftle  in  the  manner  of  Ovid,  from  Ann  Bullen  to  Henry  the 
Eighth,  in  which,  though  he  made  a  judicious  ufe  of  the  queen's  original  letter,  and  ip  his  own  ad- 
ditions prelerved  a  true  chara (fieri (lie  unity  with  it,  yet  it  cannot  with  juliice  be  ranked  higlj 
among  the  numerous  prodaclionsof  this  kind. 

His  next  poem  was  his  E^rtv  0?;  .^?i/fw/f,  which  alio  appeared  in  1743.  This  is  a  ftudied  per- 
formance, the  parts  of  it  put  together  v,-ith  much  care,  and  that  chain  of  reafoning  preferved 
in  it,  v.'hich  the  fiibjeft  feemed  to  demand.  In  the  edition  1774,  fome  lines  at  the  conclufion  of 
the  poem,  which  he  thought  authorized  too  free  a  ufe  of  this  talent,  are  omitted.  In  its  firft  (late, 
he  had  neither  mentioned  the  name  of  Swift  nor  of  Pope  publicly,  becaufe  he  did  not  think  either 
of  them  had  employed  it  with  uifKcient  rei'erve.  Yet  he  had  there  held  Lucian,  Cervantes,  and 
Addifon  as  legitimate  models.  But  in  the  lafl:  edition,  the  palm  of  jait  ridicule  is  given  to  Addi- 
fon  alone. 

The  publication  of  this  poem  was  foon  after  followed  by  Kobility,  an  Epifile  to  the  Earl  of  AJ1?~ 
hurnham,  written  alfo  in  happy  imitation  of  Pope's  manner.  This  poem,  for  what  reafon  15  not 
known,  he  did  not  infert  in  either  of  the  editions  of  his  works. 

During  the  time  of  his  being  an  under  graduate,  he  lived  a  very  ftudious  life,  obfervinj  the 
flridleft  frugality  p-iflible,  that  he  might  be  the  lefs  burdenfome  to  an  afTedtionate  mother.  After 
taking  a  very  creditable  degree,  and  being  emancipated  from  thofe  mathematical  ftudies  for  which 
young  men  of  his  tribe  feldom  have  much  relifh,  he  wrote  rapidly,  though  not  carelefsly,  for  ths 
prefs,  but  this  rapidity,  as  it  did  not  continue  through  life,  probably  arofe  at  the  time,  rather 
from  a  laudable  defire  of  felf-maintenance,  than  any  undue  eagsrnefs  for  poetical  fame. 

Foffelled  of  a  fellowfhip,  it  was  now  his  intention  to  take  orders,  and  with  that  view,  he  prepar- 
ed himfelf  for  the  church ;  but  fnortly  afterwards,  a  circumftance  occurred,  which  led  him  to  defer 
putting  this  defign  into  praiflice,  and  in  the  end  occafioned  his  relinquifljing  the  idea  altogether. 

The  late  Earl  of  Jerfey  was  making  inquiries  after  a  proper  perfon  to  take  the  private  tuition  of 
his  fecond  fon,  now  become  his  only  hope,  from  the  death  of  his  elder  brother;  on  which  account  pro- 
bably he  durft  not  truft  him  to  the  dangers  of  a  public  education,  as  his  conllitution  appeared  to 
be  ve^y  dtlicate.  Fortunately  for  the  young  Vifcount,  Whitehead  was  recommended  to  his  father, 
by  Mr.  Commiffary  Graves,  as  3  perfon  fully  qualified  for  this  important  charge.     His  recoia.Ticnda- 
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tion  was  fiiccafsful ;  and  Whitehead,  when  the  offer  was  made,  did  not  hefitate  to  accept  it.  Ha 
therefore,  in  1745,  removed  to  the  Earl's  houfe  in  London,  where  he  was  placed  upon  the  moft  li- 
beral footing.  He  had  alfo  the  care  of  a  young  friend  of  the  family,  now  General  Stephens,  who  was 
brought  up  with  Lord  Villiers,  as  the  companion  of  his  ftudies. 

At  Michaelmas  1746,  he  refigned  his  fellowilvip,  in  compliance  with  Lord  Jerfey's  inclination, 
■who  widied  him,  while  he  continued  in  his  family,  not  to  take  orders,  which  the  ftatutes  of  Clare- 
hall  would  have  obliged  him  to  do. 

Having  now  many  intervals  of  leifiire  for  his  own  favourite  ftudies,  he  employed  himfelf  alraofc 
entirely  in  dramatic  compofition?.  He  Ihowed  an  early  talent,  not  only  for  writing  in  that  way, 
but  for  a(fiing.  On  his  coming  to  town,  he  wrote  a  ballad  farce,  intituled  The  Edinburgh  Ball, 
in  which  the  young  Pretender  is  the  principal  charatfler.     It  was  not  reprefented,  and  is  flill  in  MS. 

But  he  foon  attempted  higher  things,  and  began  a  regular  tragedy,  called  the  Roman  Father, 
on  the  fubjecH:  of  Corneille's  "  Horace,"  which  was  produced  on  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane,  Febru. 
ary  24.  1750,  and  obtained  the  juft  approbation  of  repeated  and  numerous  audiences.  He  infcrib- 
ed  it,  when  printed,  to  the  Honourable  Thomas  Villiers,  afterwards  Earl  of  Clarendon.  It  has 
beenfo  frequently  exhibited  with  applaufs,  and  has  fhoxvn  fo  many  a<flors  and  acflreffes  to  advan- 
tage, that  it  is  almoft  unneceffary  to  fay  any  thing  more  concerning  it,  than  that  it  fiirely  is  a  great 
improvement  on  one  of  the  great  Corneille's  befl  tragedies,  and  may  be  ranked  among  the  beft  of 
the  dramatic  pieces  of  this  age.  Yet  it  is  an  improvement  of  Corneille's  play  only.  The  radical 
defedl  of  the  ftory  is  not  abfolutely  removed ;  and  after  the  Curiatli  are  killed,  the  fable  ftill 
drags,  yet  not  in  any  degree  as  it  does  in  the  French  tragedy.  With  refpecl  to  the  unity  of 
adion  and  of  time,  the  piece  is  perfedl ;  but  with  refpedl  to  the  unity  of  place,  it  is  unneceffarily 
defedlive.  In  point  of  charader,  there  is  a  variety  and  dilcrimination  truly  laudable  ;  and  in  point 
of  ftyle,  confidered  only  with  refpeft  to  its  effeft  upon  the  ftage,  it  is  well  calculated  for  the  ac- 
tor's delivery.  It  is  not  perhaps  fufficiently  elevated  for  the  clofet ;  but  there  are,  in  general,  more 
poetical  beauties  in  his  dramatic  verfe,  than  in  that  of  Corneille 

In  1751,  he  publilhed  his  Ylymn  to  the  Nytnph  of  Brijlol  Spring,  written  in  the  manner  of  thofe 
clafllcal  addreffes  to  heathen  divinities,  of  which  the  hymns  of  Homer  and  Callimachus  are  the  ar- 
chitypes.  This  poem  is  eflentially  different  in  point  of  ftyle  and  manner  from  any  of  his  other  pro- 
dudions.  The  frequent  Summer  excurfions  which  he  made  to  Briftol,  with  the  Earl  of  Jerfey 
and  his  lady,  furnifhed  him  with  the  fuhjecl ;  and  the  tranflations  of  Prior,  as  well  as  the  poems 
of  Armftrong  and  Akenfide,  then  in  general  eflimalion,  direcfled  his  talfe  to  the  manner  in  which 
that  fubjedl  might  beft  be  treated. 

He  had  before  written  a  little  fanciful  burlefque  poem,  intituled  The  Sivcepers,  which  has  lefs 
of  parody,  and  more  of  invention  than  the  "  Splendid  Shilling"  of  Philips.  In  this  ludicrous,  and 
the  other  ferious  poem,  he  fliows  himfelf  poffeffed  of  an  ear  well-attuned  to  that  variety  of  paufe 
and  of  cadence,  which  are  as  effential  to  the  ftrucflure  of  blank  verfe  as  rhyme  itfelf  is  to  that  fpecies 
of  heroic  numbers,  to  which  it  gives  its  name. 

The  fame  year,  he  wrote  the  beautiful  ftanzas  en  Friendfiiip,  to  a  friend  who  had  blamed  him 
for  leading  a  dependent  life,  and  for  not  taking  orders,  or  entering  upon  fome  ftated  profellion. 
This  delicate  poem  contains  his  own  vindication,  and  is  written  with  all  the  carelefs  eafe,  hut  with 
more  of  elegance  than  we  ufually  find  in  fimilar  prolufions  of  Prior.  It  paints,  in  amiable  colours, 
the  charatfler  and  feelings  of  the  writer,  v/hich  gives  it  a  charm  fuperior  even  to  the  fingular  feli- 
city of  its  didlion.  Yet  this  latter  quality  muft  ever  fecure  it  the  .approbation  of  all  thofe  readers, 
who  can  admire  pleafmg  fentiments,  expreffed  with  the  puieft  (implicity. 

Many  other  little  epiftolary  compofitions  flowed  with  equal  eafe  from  his  pen  at  this  period, 
fuch  as  the  Epiflles  to  Mr.  Cambridge,  Mr.  Garrick,  and  Dr.  Hoadly,  and  fome  Tales,  in  the 
manner   of  Fontaine  and  Gay. 

When  Moore-  began  "  The  World,"  in  1753,  Whitehead,  among  others,  gave  his  affiftance, 
and  contributed  the  12th,  19th,  and  5Sth  numbers. 

In  1754,  he  colledled  his  works  into  a  volume,  izmo,  among  which  he  inferted  his  Fatal  CoU' 
Jia7icy,  or  Love  in  Tears,  aflictch  of  a  tragedy  in  the  high  heroic  tafte,  which  made  part  of  Foote's 
i'?.rce  ot  "  Tiie  DiviJirions  of  the  Morning,'' 
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At  the  time  of  arranging  that  volume,  he  was  engaged  in  preparing  for  the  Hage  his  tragedy  of 
Creufa,  which  was  exhibited  at  Drury-Lane  Theatre,  April  2o.  17.S4,  with  confiderable  applaufe, 
though  not  fo  much  as  it  merited.  He  infcribed  it,  when  printed,  to  Lord  Villiers,  now  Earl  of 
Jerfey.  It  fliowed  the  abilities  of  his  favourite  adrefs,  Mr.^.  Pritchard,  who  performed  the  part 
of  C/-f;//i2  to  great  advantage  ;  and  as  Garrick  and  Moflop  alfo  took  parts  in  it,  the  performance 
was  fo  perfecl,  that  it  was  hardly  poffible  for  it  not  to  fucceed  in  the  reprefentatlon ;  yet  it  has 
feldom  been  revived,  though  it  fliows  the  dramatic  powers  of  Whitehead  to  more  advantage  than 
the  Roman  Father,  which  takes  its  turn  in  the  courfe  of  theatrical  exhibitions.  The  play  is  found- 
ed on  the  Ion  of  Euripides,  but  the  plot  is  extremely  heightened,  and  admirably  conduced  ;  nor 
has  there  perhaps  ever  been  a  more  genuine  and  native  fimplicity  Introduced  into  dramatic  writing 
than  that  of  7/)^//j,  bred  up  in  the  fervice  of  the  gods,  and  kept  unacquainted  with  the  vices  of 
mankind.  Whoever  compares  the  two  dramas,  will  readily  allow,  that  to  alter  a  ftory  of  fo  very- 
fabulous  a  kind,  in  which  the  intervention  of  Pagan  divinities  apjjear  fo  neceffary,  into  a  probable  action, 
p.nd  alfo  where  a  connecfled  train  of  natural  circumftances  refu'.ting  one  from  another,  leads  to  an 
affedling  cataftrophe,  muft  have  been  a  v/ork  of  extreme  difficulty.  This  Whitehead  has  very  fuccefs- 
fully  achieved.  There  is  hardly  a  fingle  tragedy  of  Englifli  manufadlure  in  which  the  three  unities 
are  more  accurately  obferved.  The  language  of  Creufa  is  alfo  more  elevated  tlian  that  of  the  Roman 
Father  ;  the  cataftrophe  refults  naturally  from  the  aiflion  that  precedes  it,  but  it  does  not  fatisfy,  The 
crime  of  the  queen,  as  Ihe  fo  very  unwillingly  confents  to  the  poifoning  oi  Ilyfus,  feems  hardly  great 
enough  to  merit  capital  punifliment.  Euripides,  who  knew  her  much  more  criminal,  fuffers  her  to  exift 
to  the  end,  and  by  making  Io7i  attempt  to  avenge  on  his  unknown  mother  the  crime  flie  had  been 
guilty  of,  in  attempting  to  poifon  him,  her  unknown  fon,  produces  an  incident  truly  theatrical. 
Whitehead,  by  not  admitting  this  double  projedl  of  parracide  into  his  plan, has  perhaps  decreafed  the 
theatrical  efTefl,  of  which  the  Greek  poet  had  furnilhed  him  with  the  example,  and  which,  had  he 
improved  upon  it,  as  he  has  on  all  the  other  incidents  of  the  Ion,  might  have  made  the  laft  a(fl  much 
more  perfedt.  It  is  certain,  however,  that  for  this  purpofe,  the  preceding  plot  of  the  whole  piece 
mull  have  been  diflerently  conftituted. 

The  exhibition  of  this  play  was  hardly  over,  before  he  was  called  upon  to  attend  liis  pupil  and 
.Lord  Vifcount  Nuneham,  fon  to  Earl  Harcourt,  in  their  travels,  as  their  joint  governor.  The  two 
young  noblemen  were  nearly  of  the  fame  age.  They  had  been  intimate  from  their  infancy.  He 
■was  therefore  as  well  acquainted  with  the  pleafing  temper  and  diipoiition  of  the  other  lord  as  of 
him  whofe  education  he  had  more  immediately  fuperintended  ;  and  his  own  happy  art  of  making 
inftruclion  an  amufement,  had  fo  won  on  the  atTediions  of  them  both,  that  they  felicitated  them- 
felves  mutually  on  his  being  appointed  their  joint  governor. 

In  June  1 754,  they  left  England  under  his  care,  and  palhng  through  Flanders,  refided  the  reft  of 
the  Summer  at  Rheims,  in  order  to  habituate  themfelves  to  the  French  language,  and  then  remov- 
ing to  Leipfic,  pafled  fevcn  months  there,  for  the  purpofe  of  ftudying  the  Droit  Picbliqne,  under  the 
famous  Piofefibr  iVIaicow,  whom  they  found  in  a  ftate  of  dotage,  without  being  quite  incapacitated 
from  reading  his  lectures. 

In  the  following  Spring  they  proceeded  to  Drefden,  and  after  vifiting  that,  and  raoft  of  the  other 
German  courts,  repaired  to  Hanover  in  the  Summer  1755,  at  the  time  whenGeorgell.  paid  his  laft  vific 
to  his  electorate.  There  Whitehead  had  the  pleafure  of  meeting  his  friend  Mr.  IMafon,  who  had  then 
lately  taken  orders,  and  attended  the  Earl  of  Holdernefle,  the  Secretary  of  State,  as  his  domeftic  chap- 
lain. His  elegant  expoftulation  To  Mr.Mafo7i  took  its  rife  at  this  place,  from  certain  amicable  alterca- 
tions which  they  there  had,  on  the  fubjecl  of  a  public  and  retired  life,  to  the  latter  of  which  Mr. 
Mafon's  difpofition  appeared  to  lean  more  than  he  thought  conlided  with  the  views  of  advancement 
which  then  feemed  to  open  before  him. 

Having  continued  at  Hanover  the  greateft  part  of  the  Summer,  he  proceeded  with  his  pupils  to 
Vienna,  and  from  thence  to  Italy.  On  their  return  homeward,  they  crofled  the  Alps,  and  pafled 
through  Switzerland,  Germany,  and  Holland,  being  prevented  from  vifiting  France  by  the  decla- 
lation  of  war,  and  landed  at  Harwich  in  September  1756. 

In  the  courfe  of  fo  complete  a  tour,  a  great  part  of  which  led  through  claflic  ground,  he  commu- 
|ucated  to  his  friends  at  liome  many  curious  obicrvations  on  the  countries  through  which  he  travel-. 
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led.  A  few  of  his  letters  from  Rome  and  elfewhere,  are  in  the  pofleflion  of  Mr.  Mafon  and  Mr, 
Wright,  redlor  of  Birchin  in  Yorkthire,  with  whom  he  fpent  feveral  cf  his  college  vacatioiib,  ani 
to  whom  he  addreffed  many  of  his  fmalier  poems ;  and  the  executors  of  the  late  Dr.  Goddard,  mafter 
of  Clare-Hall,  and  the  Rev.  Mr.  Sanderfan  of  Haflemere,  have  many  more. 

That  his  ratife,  now  in  her  fulleft  vigour,  frequently  exerted  herfelf,  his  ftriking  Ode  to  tht 
Tiber,  and  his  fix  Elegies  addreffed  to  his  two  noble  pupils,  with  him,  and  his  more  particular  friends 
at  home,  ?.Tr.  Wright,  Mr.  Sanderfon,  &,c.  fufficiently  teftify.  The  fublime  fccnes  through  which  * 
Ije  paffed,  and  the  grand  hiftorical  events  which  they  recalled  to  his  memory,  generally  furnrlied 
the  fubjedl;  and  as  they  were  executed  on  the  fpot,  ihey  are  more  replete  with  piclurefque  imagery, 
than  any  other  of  his  compoGtions.  They  were  publulied  in  February  I7.s7,  under  the  title  of 
Elegies,  with  an  Ode  to  the  Tiber,  4to,  and  received  with  approbation  proportioned  to  their  merit. 

During  his  abfence,  he  had  received  the  badges  of  Secretary  and  Regifter  of  the  order  of  the  Bath, 
procured  for  him  by  the  intereft  of  Lady  Jerley,  through  the  mediation  of  her  relation  >  the  Du- 
chefs  of  Newcaftle;  and  in  1757,  his  finances  were  farther  improved  by  the  appointment  of  Poet 
Laureat,  on  the  death  of  Gibber,  upon  tiie  nomination  of  the  Duke  of  Devonfliire,  as  Lord  Cham- 
jserlain.  He  has  himfelf  faid  on  this  appointmeat,  in  his  Charge  tt  the  Pccts,  that 
Unaik'd  it  came,  and  from  a  friend  unknown. 
Mr.  Mafon,  in  his  "  Memoirs  of  Gray,"  has  acquainted  the  public,  that  the  place  was  before  offered 
to  Gray,  by  his  mediation,  with  permiffion  to  hold  it  as  a  mere  finecure.  This  was  not  the  cafe 
"when  it  was  given  to  Whitehead,  and  "  I  have  often,"  fays  Mr.  Mafon,  "  confidered  why,  as  the 
late  king  would  readily  have  difpenfed  with  hearing  mufic,  for  which  he  had  no  ear,  and  poetry, 
for  which  he  had  no  tafte." 

When  Whitehead  had  accepted  the  laurel  without  fach  permiffion,  Mr.  Mafon  advifed  him  tor 
employ  a  deputy  to  write  his  annual  odes,  and  referve  his  own  pen  for  certain  great  occafions  that 
might  occur,  fuch  as  a  peace  or  a  marriage,  and  then  to  addrefs  his  royal  mailer  with  fome  ftudied 
pde  or  epiftle,  as  Boileau  and  Racine  had  done  in  France,  for  their  penfions. 

This  advice  was  not  attended  to  by  his  triend.  He  fet  himfelf  to  his  periodical  tafk,  with  the 
zeal  of  a  perfon  who  wiOied  to  retrieve  the  honours  of  that  laurel,  which  came  to  him  from  the  head 
•f  Cibber,  in  a  very  fhnvelled,  or  rather  blafted  ftate. 

HhiiX^  Ode  for  his  Majeliy's  Birth-Day,  November  10.  175S,  was  calculated  from  the  heroic 
genealogy  that  it  contained,  to  be  peculiarly  agreeable  to  the  monarch  for  whofe  birth-day  it  was 
written;  and  its  poetical  merit  had  the  very  juft  approbation  of  Gray,  and  other  good  judges. 

The  laurel  was  faid  by  the  ancients  to  have  the  power  of  fcreening  thofe  under  its  (hade  from 
thunder;  yet  it  cannot  defend  modern  laureats  from  the  artillery  of  their  contemporaries.  After 
Whitehead  had  accepted  of  this  office,  he  received  much  illiberal  treatment  during  the  reft  of  his 
life,  from  the  little  fry  of  his  own  profeff.on,  who  were  fond  of  having  a  lick  at  the  laureat.  What 
he  thought  of  thefe  "  poets,  who  were  mean  enough  to  envy  even  a  poet  laureat,"  may  be  learned 
from  his  Pathetic  Apology  for  all  Laureats,  pajl,  prefent,  and  to  come,  which  he  wrote  fom^ 
rears  before  his  death,  for  the  amufement  of  a  few  friends.  By  the  motto  Venia.it  a.i  Ccefaris  aures, 
he  feems  to  have  wiflied  it  might  reach  the  royal  ear. 

On  his  return  to  England,  Lord  Jerfey  preffed  him  ftrongly  to  continue  in  his  family ;  an  invita- 
tion which  Whitehead  readily  accepted.  Lord  Harcourt  gave  him  alfo  a  general  invitation  to  his 
table  in  town,  and  to  his  feat  in  the  country  ;  and  his  pupils,  who  had  now  entirely  funk  the  idea 
cf  their  governor  in  the  more  agreeable  one  of  tl.-iir  friend,  fhowed  him  coailantly  fuch  fincere 
marks  of  affecflion,  as  greatly  increafed  the  felicity  of  his  fituatioii. 

He  refided  in  this  family  fourteen  years,  during  wh*ch  hi  found  opportunities  of  leifure  to  do 
more  in  the  literary  way  than  merely  write  ofiicial  odts. 

In  1761,"  he  made  his  fir  ft  attempt  in  comedy,  and  brought  upon  the  ftage  at  Drury-Lane  Tie 
School  for  Lo'vers,  a  comedy,  which  had  its  competent  run,  as  to  nights  of  reprelentation,  and  re- 
ceived a  juft  tribute  of  applaufe  from  the  judicious  feiv.  It  isforraful  on  a  plan  of  Fontenelle's,  ne- 
ver intended  for  the  ftage,  and  printed  in  the  eighth  volume  of  his  works,  under  the  title  al  I : 
T(/famait,-dailiaici\.b'i^To/HsMc//nry,l>yaLoi'crofSi;/pl:city.     The  idea   wl^icb  Fonto 
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lad  conceiVea  of  enlarging  the  provinces  of  the  drama,  is  explained  and  controverted  witli  much 
accuracy  of  crmcran,  by  Dr.  Hur<l,  in  the  fecond  dilfcrtation.  annexed  to  his  "  Commentaries  on  Ho. 
race."  What  lpec.es  of  drama  the  School  for  Lovers  ought  to  be  placed  in,  is  fomewhat  difficult 
toaeterm.ne,  fince,  though  it  is  ftyled  a  comedy,  the  rifible  faculties  have  much  lefs  oppor- 
^un.ty  of  exertion  than  the  tender  feelings  of  the  heart ;  and  the  cataftrophe,  though  happy  in  the 
mam,  and  Imtabic  to  poetical  jnftice,  is  „bt  completely  fo,  fince  two  amiable  characters,  Behnonr 
ondAramintci,  are  left,  the  one  entirely  improv,d*d  for,  and  the  other  in  a  fituation  far  from  agreeable 
What  he,  however,  feems  to  have  principally  nimed  at,  delicacy,  ientiment,  and  the  confequence  of 
mftrufl.on  m  the  conduct  of  a  generous  and  well-placed  paffion,  he  has  undoubtedly  moft  eminently 
fucceeded  m.  His  CcUa,  and  Sir  John  DorUant,  efpecially  the  latter,  are  chara<!lers  moft  perfedly 
am.able,  and  worthy  of  imitation.  The  eafe  and  pur.ty  of  the  dialogue,  the  incidents  which  arife  fo 
naturally,  one  from  the  other,  the  delicate  markings  of  the  different  charadters.  and  the  artful  ar- 
rangement  of  the  fcenes,  contribute  to  give  this  play  a  high  ftation  in  the  lift  of  our  genteel  comedies  - 
at  the  fame  time  that  ,ts  want  of  fmart  repartee  and  broad  humour,  will  ever  prevent  it  from  bein<!^ 
much  rehflied  by  a  mixed  audience.  This  want  he  poftefled  a  peculiar  talent  of  fupplying,  had  he 
thought  the  fimphc.ty  of  his  play  would  not  have  been  injured  by  it.  He  was  afraid  to  min-^Ie 
tv:th  comedy,  what  he  thought  belonged  to  the  lower  fpecies  of  the  drama,  farce ;  and  chofe  ra- 
ther  to  tread  m  the  fteps  of  Terence  than  of  Moliere.  They  who  put  this  play  on  a  footing 
with  the  Drames^i  France,  and  x\.^  fentimental  comedies  in  England  which  have  fucceeded  it 
will  do  Whitehead  much  injuftice.  * 

The  fame  year,  1762,  he  publin.ed  his  Charge  to  the  Poets,  4to,  in  which,  as  laureat,  he  lu- 
d.croufly  affumes  the  dignified  mode  of  a  bifi.op,  giving  his  vifitorial  inftruftions  to  lii-s  clergy.  The 
idea  was  new,  pregnant  with  grave  humour,  and  executed  fo  fuccefsfully,  that  even  the  egot.fms 
necefi-ary  to  the  fubjeA.  are  among  the  moft  pleafing  parts  of  the  poem.  Replete  with  good  fenfe 
and  good  tafte,  it  is  ftill  more  to  be  admired  for  the  amiable  pidure  which  it  gives  of  his  own 
mind,  ar,dhis  readinefs  to  be  pleafed  by  poets  of  very  different  abilities,  provided  thofe  abilities 
1  were  employed  on  fubjedls  that  fuited  them ;  and  for  expofing  that  faftidious  mode  of  crit.cifm 
which  admits  no  poems  to  have  any  merit,  except  that  which  accords  with  fome  particular  precon- 
ceived idea  of  excellence  which  it  has  fet  up  as  its  exclufive  criterion. 

[  Notwithftanding  this  liberal  turn  of  the  Charge,  its  publication  brought  upon  him  the  vindic 
Itiverefeutment  of  Churchill,  who  had  juft  about  the  time  attracted  the  public  notice,  by  his  fa- 
Itire,  intituled  The  Rofciad.  He  attacked  the  laureat  nlmoft  in  every  one  of  thofe  hafty  produc 
tions  with  which  he  entertained  the  town,  with  an  unjuftifiable  feverity. 

^^.To  have  retaliated,  was  as  abhorrent  to  his  natural  temper,  as  contradictory  to  that  precept  of 
"  keeping  the  peace,"  which  in  his  Charse,  he  had  called  «  his  firft  and  laft  advice."  Among 
liisunfiniftied  fragments,  however,  there  are  fome  Ff//^^,  in  ivhich  he  mentions  his  poetical  ene- 
3iy.  They  "certainly  had  not  his  laft  corredlions ;  but  they  come  from  a  good  heart,  willing  to 
ommend  whatever  was  commendable  in  Churchill's  talents  for  ftrong  exprefiion  and  forcible 
magery  ;  at  the  fame  time,  they  jnftly  reprobate  his  mifufe  of  thofe  talents. 

Such   at  the  time  was  the    popularity   of    Churchill,    that   his   abufe  of  Whitehead    tended  to 

ower  his  poetical  merit  fo  much  with  the  town,  that  Garrick  would  net  venture  to  bring  on  a  new 

ragedy  of  his,  .which  a  little  time  after  he  offered  to  his  ftage.     The  public,  therefore,  for  feveral 

ears,  faw  nothing  more  that  came  from  his  pen,  but  thofe  half-yearly  odes  which  his  office  requir- 

,  d  him  to  write. 

^  On  the  death  of  the  late  Ear!  of  Jeifey,in  Auguft  1769,  he  obtained  an  unwilling  permiffion  from 
•s  pupd.  the  prefent  Earl  of  Jerfey,  to  remove  to  private  lodgings;  but  he  ftill  confidered  him- 
df  as  a  daily-invited  gueft  to  his  table  in  town ;  and,  during  the  reft  of  his  life,  he  divided  his  Sum- 
lers  between  Middleton  and  Nuneham. 

In  1770,  he  made  a  prefent  of  his  farce,  called  The  Trip  to  Scotlarid,  to  Garrick.  on  condition 
■  his  producing  it  without  his  name.  This  was  done  ;  and  it  appeared  on  the  Drury-Lane  ftage 
ith  the  greateft  advantage  of  good  adling,  and  met  with  deferved  applaufe.  It  fhows  that  Wbite- 
YoLo  XL  '  „  T 
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head  had  powers  to  write  equally  well  in  tbe  ma.ner  of  Moliere,  .s  of  T.ence      T^e  charac.e. 
are  not  :.o,e  overcharged  in  order  to  e.che  ridicule,  than  they  are  found  to  ^^  -    -  bd^ 

cha-rmmcr  Petite  Pieegs  oi  M^ri-vwx.  ,       -,      c  -nr^,,,  „,,a  Poems,  in  two 

Inx774^hec;ileaedand  publia.ed  all  hi«  -^^^:-^'"  ^^ '^t^^X^'^^l,., 

.::^ru,  .^o, :.. ... .  w^n  recei..  t.. .  ^-j^^^-:tr^;;rL,,. 

In  X777.  i^e  pabl.fl.ed  T.e  Goafs  BearJ,  a  ^f^^f'^J^l^'  ^;;|    ,,^,,,  ;,  ,,a  alio  a  very 
tlon,  and  a  .o^  deUcate  fatire  on  the  tj.es    '^^'^^[l^^^^^^^^^^ 
confiderable  fale.  It  is  founded  on  the  :4th  fable ofthe 4th book  ^^P^^^^^^^ 

Ph.drus  Cor  rather  Joataine,  for  the  fable  is  more  -  ^'^-^^'^  ^triXtinfu^at  the   p^et 
nlous  documents.     Ifter  an  oblique  reReclion  on  the  BucoUcs  of  V.rg  1    ^  -;^;  ' 

has  afllgned  to.  Mantua,  the  fcenery  of  Naples,  he  repvefents  a  coter.  o  ^^^  g-«  ^  f  {^^.^ 

ter,  to  render  tl.em  equal  to  the  a.ales.  by  honouring  the.  ch.«s  ;f    j^^,'^;,  J^s.  and  obliges. 
n,ood  grants  their  peti:ion.  wh.h  occafions  a  remonftrance  ^^^^  f^f^^^^^^^^^^  °'^^^  ^  tisi 

.he  god  to  ......  ...>..'.  '''-'r''''':'7:^:^\^X^o.  the  .okdep«rt- 

precepts  are  lefs  applicable  to  the  males  than  to  the  females.     Fus 
ment  of  the  Icxes,  are  a  juft,  though  fevere  comment  on  real  ufe. 


-the  prefent  page 
The  refale  of  an  iron  age,  &c. 


»  The  Affes  Ears,  addreffed  to  the  Author  of  The  Goat  s  Bearu,     4to,  .777.  1 

„hich«.s.h.l»llpe.torm.nce,  «"'f' ■■■' '""t^rp' h.v,  riven  hi,  idea  ■«  .he  public  r.ihe,, 

the  comic  p,i„.er  would  be  i.s  be*  -■""'»■"»'•  ,^^„     ^  „f,  b„„  f„,j,a  ,» ,,.l„i,«io„ 

HI.  hcUh  „ow  ^'^■'^^^^;.,S,^^:S^.  he  J,  a.™oiVh.,e  of  .he  ,o™,  i„  win 
of,l,eh..r,.a„docc=6»nald&c.l.yo    ..p  ,^^^  ^_^^^  ^^^^  ^  _,^.,.^^  ^,  ,„„g  „. 

i:':3rc:iXxrh:-V;-:^^^^ 

,„  ,he  Sp„„5  of  .,85. .  cold   .ccoropan.ed  "  -  "^  S_^;f f;i,„,  „  „  ,,„„„  „„  ,„,«., 
£„cd  him  a.  home  fo,  fom,  weel^s,  <ho„g  1   '=  ""  ^/  '  °  ^',  ,„  ^.,„r.,f,  ,,  „  „„»  b.  fo,. 

his  „oi.ed  amufemen..  ^'^^"^:;::ZJ^^,Z  L  fame  confideoc.  in  .hei.  G« 
„h.  pafs  .brongh  .h.s  world,  .n  .he  iamc  llame^  _^  ^^^^^  ^^^^l___^^  ^ 

and  „,.h  .he  Ca,n»  coofidence  m  ^'^^^  ^^^^  ^,^,,  „„„!„,  ,ir„  .o  him.  fonnd  h^, 
A  few  hours  before  h.de..h.Lo.d  Ha  c....a^^n^  ^_,^^  which  was  in  fi. 

r-evifm,  for  .he  prets,  a  P»P"  "'"'^•'    »";,„'     ,^,,„^  ,i„,wt  difrnCined  .o  .a«e  .he  di»« 
fet  to  muCc,  but  no.  performed.     Tha.  day  a.  n      ,  5  ^_^_l  .__  _^^^  __^ 

'::::et;:rrdi:ra:sc:^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^^ 

re,ctr;e.r  of  his  age ;  ..d  was  bnri.d  in  South  Audle,  S.ree.  Chapel. 
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Some  jc?.rs  bffoie  his  death,  he  appoint,ed  by  will,  his  i'riend  General  StcpheriS,  hi?  executor.  He 
jeft  behind  him  in  MS.  the  Tragedy  which  Garrick  did  not  venture  to  bring  on  the  ftage,  the  firft 
n£t  of  an  Uedipi/s  ;  a*  imperfeft  plan  of  a  tragedy  founded  on  the  hiftorical  part  oi  Edivard  the  Se- 
CQud's  refignation  of  tlie  crowa  to  his  foil,  alfo  of  another  compofed  of  Spanifli  and  Moorifli  cha- 
radlers,  and  a  confiderable  quantity  of  mifcellaneous  pieces,  yet  but  few  which  he  has  tranfcribed 
in  fo  fair  a  manner  a?  to  indicate  that  ht  himlelf  tliuught  them  finifhed ;  and  of  thefe  the  greater 
part  are  occafional  and  local  prohifions  of  his  pen,  which  would  chiefly,  if  not  exclufively,  be  matter 
of  amufement  to  his  particular  fri-nds,  more  immediately  connecfled  with  the  two  noble  families  in 
which  he  fo  long  refided.  His  poems,  uncolledlied  by  himfelf,  together  with  three  fliort  unpubliflied 
pieces,  On  the  late  improvements  at  Nimehavi  ;  On  the  T>eath  of  the  Hon.  Catherine  Venables  Vernon  ; 
TbeBatt'eofAj-goedLlmyfuin,  nine  oi his  Neiu  Tear  and  Birth-day  Odes,  from  June  177S  to  Jan. 
17S5,  and  his  Obfer'vtitions  onthe  ShieIdofAchii/es,fiv{\  printed  in  Dodlley's  ''Mufeum,"and  afterwards 
with  Pitt's  and  Warton's  tranflation  of  "  Virgil,"  were  formed  into  a  third  volume  of  his  IVorks,  by- 
Mr.  Mafon,  and  publifhed  in  X7S8,  with  a  dedicatory  "  Sonnet"  to  the  Earl  of  Jerfey  and  Earl 
Harcourt,  and  "  Memoirs  of  his  Life  and  Writings,"  which  have  been  chiefly  followed  in  the  pre- 
ceding account. 

His  Poe?ns,  including  all  his  annual  odes»  from  1758  to  »7S5,  except  the  New-year  and  Birth- 
day odes,  for  1764,  and  the  New-year  odes,  for  i7<56,  1769,  and  1775,  which  do  not  appear  in 
Dodfley's  "  Annual  Regifler,"  were  inferted  in  the  edition  of"  The  Englilh  Poets,"  1790,  and  are 
reprinted  in  the  prefent  colletlion,  with  the  addition  of  the  Vijion  of  Solomon ;  Verfes  to  his  Mother  ; 
A  Pathetic  Apology  for  a'l  Laureats ;  verfes  To  I\Ir.  St  ebbing,  and  fragments  O.1  Churchill,  col- 
ledled  from  Mr.  Mafon's  "  Memoirs,"  &c. 

His  charadler,  which  has  few  prominent  features,  may  eafily  be  collecfied  from  this  account  of 
his  life.  He  appears  to  have  been  a  very  amiable  man,  and  lived  in  intimacy  with  the  great,  vir- 
tuous, carefled  and  refpedled.  All  his  friends  bear  ample  teftimony  to  his  unaffedled  piety,  un- 
blcmifhed  integrity,  engaging  politenefs,  inviolable  truth,  flieadinefs  in  friendfliip,  and  the  unaf- 
furaing  eafe  and  fprightlinefs  of  his  converfation.  He  was  a  man  of  good  breeding,  virtue,  and  hu- 
manity. 

"  He  died,"  fays  Mr.  Mafon,  who  knew  him  well,  "  retaining  all  his  faculties  more  perfedly 
than  is  ufually  the  lot  of  thofe  who  live  to  fuch  an  age.  Of  thele  his  memory  was  the  moft  remark- 
able, which  being  always  ft rong,  contmued  to  that  late  period  with  no  diminution  of  vigour.  And 
as  his  reading  and  obfervation  had  been  far  morcextenfive  and  various  than  he  had  occafion  to  ex- 
hibit in  that  mode  of  writing  which  he  chiefly  employed  to  convey  his  fentiments;  this  accurate 
retention  of  what  he  had  by  ftudy  acquired,  made  him  a  living  library,  always  open  to  communi- 
cate its  treafmes  to  his  acquaintance,  without  obtruding  itfelf  by  any  oftentatious  difplay,  or  affumed 
fuperiority." 

As  a  poet,  though  he  is  far  above  mediocrity,*  yet  neither  his  genius  nor  his  writings  are  of  t!»c 
moft  brilliant  or  interefting  kind.  He  is  characterized  by  elegance,  correcftnefs,  and  eafe,  more 
than  by  energy,  enthuiiafm  or  fublimity.  The  moft  prominent  feature  in  his  poetry,  fcems  an  in. 
nocent  and  pleafant  hurrfour.  He  is  never  dull  or  abfurd  in  his  furious  pieces  ;  his  tafte  and  his  judg- 
ment were  too  good  to  pardon  Infipidity,  or  impropriety,  even  in  himfelf;  but  there  is  certainly 
more  facility,  as  well  as  originality,  in  his  humorous,  than  his  ferious  pieces.  His  Elegies,  on  account 
of  the  affeifling  and  penfive  caft  of  the  fentiments,  the  claiBcal  bsauty  of  the  imagery,  the  fimphcity 
of  the  exprefiion,  and  the  harmony  of  the  verfification,  may  be  confidered  as  the  moft:  univerfally 
interefting  of  his  compofltlons.  Among  his  humourous  iiieces.  Variety  is  3.  fitii-xzte,  in  that  mode 
of  gay  and  eafy  compofition  which  diftinguiflies  the  genius  of  Fontaine  and  Prior.  Of  his  Songs,  2> 
Belles  and  ye  Flirts,  &c.   has  obtained  the  greatefl  popularity. 

The  principal  poems  which  he  himfelf  publiflied,  have  been  already  di^^'ncfliy  confidered  in  the 
wder  of  their  publication.     It  only  remains  to  give  fome  account  of  his  pofthumous  pieces. 

"  In  the  collection  of  poems,"  fays  Mr.  Mafon,  "  which  Mr.  Whitehead  printed  in  1774,  he 
hought  proper  to  feleft  certain  of  his  New-year,  and  Birth-day  odes  for  .republication.  Beginning 
herefore,  from  that  date,  I  have  reviewed,  with  the  afliftance  of  fome  friends,  whole  tafte  in  lyric 
.'ompolitlon  I  could  depend  on,  all  that  he  wrote  afterwards,  and  thofe  which  we  beft  approved  arc 

^  ^  y 


goQ  '  THE   LIFE    OF   W.    WHITEHEAD. 

Jiere  jnferted.  In  this  review  it  is  to  be  noted  to  the  poet's  honour,  that  we  foutjd  more  variety  o£ 
fentinaent  and  expreflioH,  than  could  well  be  expelled  from  fuch  an  uniformity  of  fubjedl.  If  we 
lamented  the  neceffity  he  was  under  of  fo  frequently  adverting  to  the  war  with  America,  we  ge- 
rerally  admired  his  delicate  planner  of  treating  it.  Should,  therefore,  the  Odes  here  reprinted  lead 
any  perfon  to  read  all  that  he  compofed,  in  compliance  with  the  forms  of  his  office  (and  all  are  to  be 
found  in  the  Annual  Regifter,  printed  by  Doddey),  I  perfuade  myfelf  he  mud  agree  with  me  in  think- 
ing, that  no  court  poet  ever  had  fewer  courtly Jlains ,  and  that  his  page  is,  at  the  leaft,  as  white  as 
Addiftn'  s." 

The  Odes,  felecfled  by  Mr.  Mafon,  are  the  Birth-day  odes  for  1776,  I777,  1778,  1781,  and  1784, 
and  the  New-year  odes  for  1779,  1783,  i;84,  and  1785.  The  odes  omitted  by  Mr.  Mafon,  and 
Whitehead  himfelf,  have  been  very  properly  coUedled  with  the  reft,  and  deferve  the  fame  com- 
inendation.  Though  they  have  undergone  all  the  ufual  obloquy  of  fuch  compolitions,  there  is  cer- 
tainly in  them  more  delicacy  of  panegyric,  if  not  more  genius,  than  in  any  compofitions  of  the  kind 
that  can  be  found  from  Chaucer  to  Gibber.  If  they  are  not  equal  to  the  odes  of  Pindar,  they  are 
not  ridiculous,  like  thofe  of  Shadwell  and  Gibber.  Their  annual  produ<fl:ions  rendered  the  laurel 
contemptible;  but  Whitehead,  as  Ophelia  fays,  "  wears  his  rue  with  a  difference,  and  you  may  call 
it  Herb  0'  grace  on  Sundays.'''' 

The  copy  of  verfes  On  the  late  Impro'vements  at  Nuneham,  is  a  fportive  andjuft  eulogium  on  the 
place,  and  on  the  late  Mr.  Brown.  Though  the  perfonification  of  nature  has  been  common  to  fe- 
veral  poets,  when  they  meant  to  compliment  the  artift  that  rivalled  her,  yet  the  idea  of  making 
her  behave  herfelf  like  a  modern  fine  lady,  muft  be  allowed  to  be  a  thought  very  bold,  and  truly 
original;  and  he  has  executed  it  with  much  genuine  humour.  As  an  epitaph,  the  lines  0«  fie 
Death  of  the  Hon.  Catherine  Venables  Vernon,  are  beautiful,  particularly  at  the  clofe,  in  the  jufti- 
fication  of  Providence.  The  Battle  of  Argoed  Lliuyfahi,  is  a  tranilation  of  a  poem  of  the  Cambro- 
Britifli  bard,  Talieffin,  and  is  a  defcription  of  the  battle  of  Argoed,  Llwyfain,  fought  about  the  year 
548,  by  Godden,  a  king  of  North  Britain,  and  Brien  Reged,  king  of  Cambria,  againfi:  Flamdwyn,  a 
Saxon  general,  fuppofed  to  be  Ido,  king  of  Northumberland.  It  is  inferted  in  Jones's  "  Hiftorical 
Account  of  the  Welfli  Bards,''  publiflied  in  17S4,  and  is  thus  introduced  :  "  I  am  indebted  to  the 
obliging  difpofition,  and  undiminilhed  powers  of  Mr.  Whitehead,  for  the  following  faithful  and 
animated  verfion  of  this  valuable  antique."  The  verfion  is  wild,  fpirited,  and  charadleriftic  ;  but 
jt  is  inferior  to  thofe  imitations  which  Gray  made  of  the  Scaldic  odes.  The  wild  mythology 
of  the  "Edda,  to  which  they  perpetually  allude,  gives  them  a  charm  peculiar  to  themfelves, 
j^nd  fets  them  above  what  he  himfelf  has  produced  from  Cimbro-Britifli  original^. 
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POEM    S. 


THE  Dx'lNGER  OF  WRITING  VERSE. 

AN  EPISTLE.    I74I. 

"  Oiine  poterant  unquam  fatis  expurgare  Clriit?», 
*'  Ni  meliusdornure  putem,  quam  icribere  veifus?" 

HOR. 

Yoir  afk  me,  Sir,  why  thus  by  phantoms  aw'J, 
No  kind  occalion  tempts  the  mule  abroad  ? 
Why,  whet)  retirement  footlis  this  idle  art, 
To  fame  regard lefs  deeps  the  youthful  heart  ? 

'Twould  wrong"  your  judgment,  fliould  I  fairly 
fay 
D'-ftruft  or  weaknefs  caus'd  the  cold  delay  : 
liint  the  fmall  dift''rence,  till  we  touch  the  lyre, 
'Twist  real  genius  and  too  ftrcng  defire  ; 
The  human  flips  or  feeming  flips  pretend, 
Which  ^oule  the  critic,  but  elcape  the  friend  ; 
Kay  which,    though  dreadful  when  the  foe  pur- 

fues. 
You  pals,  and  fmile,  and  ftill  provoke  the  mufe. 

Yet,  fpite  of  all  you  think,  or  kmdiy  feign. 
My  hand  will  tremble  while  it  grafps  the  pen. 
For  not  in  this,  like  other  arts,  we  try 
Our  light  excurlions  in  a  fummer  iky. 
No  cafujl  flights  the  dangerous  trade  admits; 
But  wits  once  authors,  are  for  ever  wits. 
The  fool  in  prole,  like  earth's  unwieldy  fon. 
May  oft  rife  vig'rous,  though  he's  oft  o'erthrown  : 
One  dangerous  crifis  marks  our  rife  or  fajl; 
By  all  we're  courted,  or  we're  Ihunn'd  by  all. 

Will  it  avail,  that,  unniatur'd  by  years, 
My  eafy  numbers  pleas'd  your  partial  ears. 
If  now  condemn'd.  ev'n  where  he's  valu'd  moft, 
The  man  muft  fufter  if  the  poet's  loft  ; 
Tor  wanting  wit,  be  totaliy  undone. 
And  barr'd  all  arts  for  having  fail'd  in  one. 
When  fears  like  thefe  his  ferious  thoughts  engage, 
No  bugbear  phantom  curbs  the  poet's  rage. 
Tis  powerful  reafon  holds  the  Itreighten'd  rein,~J 
While  flutt'ring  fancy  to  the  diftant  plain  > 

Sends  a  long  look,  and  fpreads  her  vi^ings  in  vain,  j 

But  grant  for  once,  th'  ofScious  mule  has  flied 
Her  gentltll  influence  on  his  infant  head, 
Let  fears  lie  vanquifh'd,  and  refounding  fame 
Give  to  the  beliowing  bUU  ihs  yoet's  name. 


And  fee  !  diftinguifli'd,  from  the  c^o^ydhe  moves. 
Each  finger  marks  him,  and  each  eye  approves  1 
Secure,  as  halcyons  Bi^ooding  o'er  the  deep, 
The  waves  roll  gently,  and  the  thunders  fleep, 
Oblequious  nature  binds  the  tempeft's  wings. 
And  pleas'd  attention  liftens  while  he  fings! 

O  blilsful  ftate,  O  more  than  human  joy  ! 
What  fliafts  can  reach  him,  or  what  cares  annoy? 
What  cares,  my  friend  ?  why   all  that  man  can 

know, 
Opprefs'd  with  real  or  with  fancy'd  woe. 
Rude  to  the  world,  like  earth's  tirft  lord  expell'd. 
To  climes  unknown,  form  Eden's  fafer  field  ; 
No  more  eternal  fprings  around  him  breathe, 
Black  air  fcowls  o'er  him,  deadly  damps  beneath; 
Now  rriuft  he  learn,  mifgaided  youth,  to  bear 
Each  varying  feafon  of  the  poet's  year  : 
Flatt'ry's  full  beam,  detradtion's  wint'ry  ftore. 
The  frowns  of  fortiine,  or  the  pride  of  pow'r. 
His  adls,  his  words,  his  thoughts  no  more  hisownj 
Each  folly  blazon'd,  and  each  frailty  known. 
Is  h'"  reiei  v'd  f — his  fenfe  is  fo  refin'd. 
It  ne'er  defcends  to  trifle  with  mankind. 
Open  and  free  ? — they  find  the  fecret  caufe 
Is  vanity;  he  courts  the  world's  applaufe. 
Nay,  though  he  fpeak  not,  fomething  ftill  is  feenj 
Each  change  efface  betrays  a  fault  within. 
If  grave,  'tis  fpleen  ;   he  fmiles  bin  to  deride  ; 
And  downright  awkwardnefs  in  him  is  pride. 
Tnns  muft  he  fteer  through  fame's  uncertain  leas. 
Now  funk  by  cenfiirc,  unci  now  puft''d  by  praife  j 
Contempt  with  envy  ftrangely  mix'd  endure, 
Fear'd  vv^here  carefs'd,  andjeaLus,  though  fecure. 

One  fatal  rock  on  which  good  authors  fplit 
Is  thinking  all  mankind  muft  like  their  wit ; 
And  the  grand  bufuiefs  of  the  world  Hand  ftill 
To  lillen  to  the  di6lates  of  their  quill. 
Hurt  if  they  fail,  and  yet  how  few  fucceed  ' 
What's  born  in  leifure  men  of  leifure  read ; 
And  halfofthofe  have  fome  peculiar  whim 
Their  tell  of  fenfe,  and  read  but  to  condenm. 

Befides,  on  parties  now  our  fame  depends. 
And  frowns  or  fmiles,  as  thefe  are  foes  or  friend^., 
Wit,  judgment,  nature  join  ;  you  f{rive  in  vain  i 
'Tis  keen  invective  ftamps  the  current  (train. 
Fix'd  to  one  fide  like  Horner's  gods  we  fight, 
Thele  always  wrong,  and  thofe  for  ever  right. 
3L  iij 
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And  would  you  cl;oofe  to  fee  your  friend  refign'd 
Each  confcious  tie  which  guides  the  virtuonsmiiid, 
Embroil'd  infacftions,  hurl  with  dreaded  (l-:ill 
The  random  vengeance  of  his  defp'rate  quill  ? 
'Gainft  pride  in  man  with  equal  pride  declaim, 
And  hide  ill-nature  under  virtue's  name  ? 
Or,  deeply  vers'd  in  flattery's  wily  ways. 
Flow  in  full  reams  of  undiftinguilli'd  praife  ? 
To  vice's  grave,  or  folly's  bull  bequeath 
The  blulhing  trophy,  and  indignant  wreath  ? 
*  Like  Egypt's  prielts,  bid  endlefs  temples  rife. 
And  people  with  earth's  pefts  th'  offended  (kies? 

The  mufe  of  old  her  native  freedom  knew. 
And  wild  in  air  the  fportive  wand'rer  flew  ; 
On  worth  alone  her  bays  eternal  ftrow'd, 
And  found  the  hero,  ere  Ihe  hymn'd  the  god. 
Nor  lefs  the  chief  his  kind  fupport  retuni'd, . 
No  drooping  mufe  her  flighted  labours  mourn'd  ; 
But    flretch'd   at  cafe   flie   prun'd  her    growing 

wings. 
By  fages  honour'd,  and  rever'd  by  kings. 
Ev'n  knowing  Greece  confefs'd  her  early  claim, 
And  warlike  Latium  caught  the  generous  ilarae. 
Not  lb  our  age  regards  the  tuneful  tongue, 
'Tis  fenfelefs  rapture  all,  and  empty  fong  ; 
No  Poliio  flieds  his  genial  influence  round, 
No  Varus  lifiens  while  the  groves  refound. 
Ev'n  thofe,  the  knowing  and  the  virtuous  few, 
Who  noblelt  ends  by  nobleft  means  purine. 
Forget  the  poet's  ufe  ;  the  powerful  fpell 
Of  magic  verfe,  which  f  Sidney  paints  ib  well. 
Forget  that  Homer  wak'd  the  Grecian  flame, 
That  Pindar  rous'd  inglorious  Thebes  lo  fame. 
That  every  age  has  great  examples  given  [heaven. 
Of  virtue  taught  in  veife,  and  verfe  infpir'd   by 

But  I  forbear — thefe  dreams  no  longer  tail, 
The  times  of  fable  and  of  flights  are  pall. 
To  glory  now  no  laurell'd  fuppliants  bend. 
No  coins  are  ftruck,  no  facred  domes  afcend. 
Tet  ye,  who  ftill  the  mufe's  charms  admire, 
And  befb  deferve  the  verfe  your  deeds  infpire, 
Ev'n  in  thefe  gainful  unambitious  days, 
Feel  for  yourfelvcs  at  leafl:,  ye  fond  of  praife. 
And  learn  one  leflTon  taught  in  myft;ic  rhyme, 
"  'Tis  verfe  alone  arrefts  the  wings  of  time." 
$  Fall  to  the  thread  of  life,  annex'dby  fsme, 
A  fculptur'd  medal  bears  each  human  name. 
O'er  Lethe's  fl^reams  the  fatal  threads  depend. 
The  glitt'ring  medal  trembles  as  they  bend  ; 
Clofe  but  the  flieers,  when  chance  or  nature  cails, 
The  birds  of  rumour  catch  it  as  it  faih  ; 
Awhile  from  bill  to  bill  the  trifle's  toft, 
The  waves  receive  it,  and  'tis  ever  loft  1    [ftrcam 

But    fliould   the    meaneft   fwan  that  cuts  the 
ConCgn'd  to  Phcebus,  catch  the  favour'd  name. 
Safe  in  her  mouth  flie  bears  the  facred  prize 
To  where  bright  fame's  eternal  altars  rile. 
'Tis  there  the  mufe's  friends  true  laurels  wear 
There  great  Augullus  reigas,  and  triumpiis  there, 

Patrons  of  arfi  muft  live  till  arts  decay, 
Sacred  to  veife  in  every  poet's  lay. 

-"  Qui  nefcit  qualia  demens 


"  ^gyptusportentacolat?  crocodilon  adorat— 
Juv.  Sat.  XV. 
t  defence  &f  Pocfy.      By  Sir  Philip  Sidney. 
\  Escort  ik  Aii^imnU  Sciaitiarwn, 


Thus  grateful  France  does  RIchlieu's  worth  pro- 
claim. 
Thus  grateful  Britain  doats  on  Sommer's  name. 
And,  fpite  of  party  rage  and  human  flaws, 
And  Britifli  liberty,  and  Britifli  laws. 
Times  yet  to  come  fliall  fing  of  Anna's  reign, 
And  bards,  who  blame  the   meafures,  love   the 
men.  [bays  ? 

But   why  round  patrons   climb  th'    ambitious 
Is  interefl  then  the  fordid  fpur  to  praife  ? 
•  Shall  the  fame  caufe  which  prompts  the  chat- 

t'ringjay 
To  aim  at  words,  infpire  the  poet's  lay  ? 
And  is  there  nothing  in  the  boarted  claim 
Of  living  labours  and  a  deathlefs  name  ? 
The  pidrur'd  front,  with  facred  fillets  bound  ? 
The  fculptur'd  buflwith  laurels  wreath'd  around  ? 
The  annual  rofes  fcatter'd  o'er  his  urn. 
And  tears  to  flow  from  poets  yet  unborn  ? 

llhiftrious  all !  but  fure  to  merit  thefe, 
Demands  at  leaft  the  poet's  learned  eafe. 
Say,  can  the  bard  attempt  what's  truly  great, 
Who  pants  in  fecret  for  his  future  fate  \ 
Plim  ferious  toils,  and  humbler  arts  engage. 
To  make  youth  eafy,  ?nd  provide  for  age  ; 
While  loft  in  filence  hangs  his  ufelefs  lyre. 
And,  though  from  heav'n  it  came,  fait  dies  thr 

facred  fire. 
Or  grant  true  genius  with  fnperior  force 
Burlls  every  bond,  reflftlefs  in  its  courfe  ; 
Yet  lives  the  man,  how  wild  foe'er  his  aim, 
V?ould  madly  barter  fortune's  fniiles  for  fa.oie  I 
Or  dirtant  hopes  of  future  eafe  forego. 
For  ail  the  wreaths  that  all  the  nine  beftow^ 
Well  pleas'd  to  fliine  through  each  recordi.ng  page- 
The  haplefs  Dryden  of  a  fliamelefs  age  ? 

Ill-fated  bard  !  where'er  thy  name  appears. 
The  weepinfT  verfe  a  fad  memento  bears. 
Ah  1  what  avaii'd  th'  enormous  blaze  between 
Thy  dawn  of  glory,  and  thy  clofing  fcene  ! 
When  fluking  nature  afl<s  our  kind  repairs, 
Unitrung  the  nerves,  and  filver'd  o'er  tlie  hairs  ; 
When  Itay'd  refledlion  comes  uncall'd  at  lalt. 
And  gray  e.Kpericnce  counts  each  folly  paft, 
Untu'n'd  and  harlb  the  fweeteft  drains  appear, 
And  ioudeit  Pasans  but  fatigue  the  ear- 

Tis  true  the  man  of  verfe,  t'nlmgh  born  to  ills, 
Too  oft  deferves  the  very  fate  he  feels. 
When,  vainly  frequent  at  the  great  man's  board, 
He  [hares  in  every  vice  with  every  lord  : 
Makfsto  their  tafle  his  fober  ftni'e  fubmit. 
And  'gainft  his  reafon  madly  arms  his  wit; 
Heav'n  but  in  juftice  turns  their  ferious  heart 
To  fcorn  the  wretch,  whole  life  belies  his  art. 

He,  only  he,  fliould  haunt  the  mufe's  grove. 
Whom  youth  might  rev'rence  and  gray  hairs  ap- 
prove ;  [roU'd, 
Whofe  hcav'n-taught  numbers,  now,  in  thunder 
Might  roufe  th?  virtuous  and  appal  the  bold. 
Now,  to  truth's  (iiclates  lend  the  grace  of  eafe, 
And  teach  inftruclion  happier  arts  to  pleale. 
For  him  would  Plato  change  their  gen'ral  fate, 
And  own  one  poet  might  improve  his  rtate. 

Curs'd  be  their  verfe,  and  blafled  all  their  bays, 
Whofe  feitlual  lure  th'  unconfcious  ear  betrays ; 
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Wounds  the  young  breaft,  ere  virtue  fprsads  her 

Ihield, 
And  takes,  not  wins,  the  fcarce  difputed  field. 
Though  Ipecious  rhet'ric  each  loofe  thought  re- 
fine, 
Though  friufic  charm  in  every  labour'd  line, 
The  dangerous  verfe,  to  full  perfcdlion  grown, 
Bavius  might  blufli,  and  Quarles  difdain  to  own. 

Should  ibme  Machaon,  whofe  fagacious  foul 
Trac'd  blufliing  nature  to  her  inpofl  goal, 
SkiU'd  in  each  drug  the  varying  world  provides, 
All  earth  embofoms,  and  all  ocean  hides. 
Nor  cooling  herb,  nor  healing  balm  fupply, 
F.afe  the  fwollen  breail  or  clofe  the  languid  eye ; 
Eut,  exquifitely  ill,  awake  difeafe, 

,    And  arm  witli  poifons  every  baleful  breeze  : 
What  racks,  what  tortures  mull  his  crimes  demand, 
The  more  than  Borgia  of  a  bleeding  land  ! 
And  is  lefs  guilty  he  whofe  fliamelcfs  page  "1 

Not  to  the  prefent  bounds  its  ftibtk  rage,  ( 

But  fpreads  contagion  wide,  and  ftains  a  future  T 
age  ?  J 

Forgive  me,  Sir,  that  thus  the  moral  flrain, 
With  indignation  warm'd,  rejedis  the  rein; 
Nor  think  1  rove  regardlefs  of  my  theme, 
'Tis  hence  new  dangers  clog  the  paths  to  fame. 
Not  to  themfelves  alone  fuch  bards  confine 
Fame's  juft  reproach  for  virtue's  injur'd  Ihrine  ; 
Profan'd  by  tliem,  the  mule's  laurels  fade, 
Her  voice  neglecled,  and  her  fiame  decay'd. 
And  the  fon's  fon  mull  feel  the  father's  crime, 
A  curfe  eiitail'd  on  all  the  race  that  rhyme. 

New  cares  appear,  new  terrors  fwell  the  train, 
And  mail;  we  paint  thesn  ere  we  clofe  the  fccne  ! 
Say,  mull  the  mule  th'  unwilling  talk  purfue. 
And,  to  complete  her  dangers,  mention  you  ? 
Yes  you,  my  friend,  ev'n  you  whole  kind  regard 
Witii  partial fondnefs  views  this  humble  bard: 
Ev'n  you  he  dreads. — Ah  1  kindly  ceafe  to  raife 

,  Unwilling  cenfure,  by  exafting  praife. 
Jufl  to  itfelf  the  jealous  worid  will  claim 
A  right  to  judge;  to  give,  or  cancel  fame. 
And,  if  th'  officious  zeal  unbounded  flows, 
The  friend  too  partial  is  the  worfl  of  foes. 
-    *  Behold   th'  Athenian   fage,    whofe  piercing 

mind 
Had  trac'd  the  wily  lab'rinths  of  mankind. 
When  now  condemn'd,  he  leaves  his  infant  care 
To  all  thofe  evils  man  is  born  to  bear. 
Not  to  his  friends  alone  the  charge  he  yields, 
But  nobler  hopes  on  juller  motives  builds; 
Bids  ev'n  his  foes  their  future  (leps  attend, 

-  And  dare  to  cenfure,  if  they  dar'd  offend. 
Would  thus  the  poet  trufl  his  offspring  forth. 
Or  bloom'd  our  Britain  with  Athenian  worth: 
Would  the  brave  foe  the  imperfect:  work  engage 
With  honed;  freedom,  not  with  partial  rage. 
What  jufl  producSlions  might  the  world  furprife  ! 
What  other  Popes,  what  other  ^Taros  rife  I 

Bat  fince  by  foes  or  friends  alike  deceiv'd. 
Too  little  thofe,  and  thefe  too  much  believ'd  ; 
Since  the  fame  fate  purfues  by  difP'rent  ways, 
Undone  by  cenfure,  or  undone  by  praif;; 
Since  bards  themfelves  fubmit  to  vice's  rule, 
And  party-feuds  grow  high,  and  patrons  cool : 
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Since,  flill  unBam'd,  tjnnumber'cl  ills  behind 
Rife  black  in  air,  and  only  wait  the  wind  : 
I.ec  me, p  let  me,  ere  the  tcmpell  roar, 
Catch  the  firft  gale,  and  make  the  ncareft  Ihore; 
In  facred  filence  join  th'  inglorious  train, 
VV^here  humble  peace  and  fweet  contentment  reign ; 
If  not  thy  precepts,  thy  example  own, 
And  fleal  through  life  not  ufelefs,   though  un- 
Juiown. 

ATYS  AND  ADRASTUS. 

A  TALE.     1743. 

"  Infellx  !  Nati  funiis  crudele  videbis. 

"  Hi  noflri  reditus,  expedlatique  triumphi! 

"  Ha;c  mea  magna  fides  ! —  Virg. 

***  This  flory  is  related  in  the  firft  book  of  Ke- 
rodotus's  Hillory,  For  the  additions  made  to 
it,  and  the  manner  of  telling  it,  the  Author  of 
the  following  poem  is  to  anfwer. 

In  ancient  times,  o'er  Lydia's  fertile  land 
The  warrinr  Crocfus  held  fiipreme  command. 
Vaft  was  his  \ve.°.lth,  for  conquefi  fwell'd  hii  ftore  ; 
Nor  wliat  enrieh'd  the  piiuce,  had  left  the  people 
poor. 

Two  fons  he  had,  alike  in  outward  mien. 
The  tender  pledges  of  a  dying  quven. 
But  fpeechlefs  one  ne'er  taught  his  fire  to  melt 
With  lii'ping  eloquence  by  parents  felt ; 
And  mimic  art  in  vain  expedients  fought 
To   form   the  tongue,    and   free    th'   imprifon'd 

thought. 
Yet  blooming  Atys  well  that  lofs  fupply'd, 
Atysthe  people's  hope,  and  monarch's  pride. 
His  beauteous  foul,  through  every  feature  giow'd; 
And  from  his  lips  fuch  foft  pcrfuafion  flow'd. 
As  nature  had  withheld  the  brother's  fhare, 
Only  to  pour  a  double  portion  tlierc. 

But  vain  thofe  graces,  fince  conceai'd  from  view 
They  droop  in  Ihades  and  wither  where  they  grew. 
For  one  dread  night,  when  o'er  the  weary  king 
The  drowfy  god  had  ftretch'd  his  leaden  wing. 
He  feem'd,  he  knew  not  where,  in  wars  engag'd, 
And,  while  around  the  doubtful  battle  rag"d. 
Saw  from  fome  hoftile  hand  unerring  part 
A  fatal  fpear,  which  pierc'd  his  Atys'  heart. 
He  ftarts,  he  wakes — 'tis  night  and  filence  ail ! 
Yet  fcarce  confirm'd,  he  fi;ill  beholds  him  fall; 
Still  bleeds  in  fancy's  eye  the  gaping  wound, 
On  fancy's  ear  the  dying  groans  rcfound. 
Again  he  fieeps ;  the  fame  fad  fcenes  reiurn— 
Refdcfs  he  rolls,  and  waits  the  iing'ring  morn. 

^•-'hat  can  he  do,  or  how  prevent  a  doom. 
Which  Heav'n  foretels,    and  fate  has   faid  fhalJ 

come  ? 
"  And  yet  perhaps  the  gods  thcfe  dreams  infpire, 
"  Tofave  the  guiltlefs  fon,  and  warn  the  fire. 
"  Too  fend  of  arms  1  wander'd  far  aftray, 
"  While  youth  and  blind  ambi.ion  led  the  way. 
"  And  ravag'd  countries  may  at  iength  demand 
"  This  bleeding  farrifice  at  Croefus'  hand. 
"  Then  h-nar  me,  gods,  prop  tiou     while  I  fwear, 
'■  Peace,  onlyi-ice,  fhail  be  my  .uturc  care. 
"  U  wou  d  yo      pow.  Is.  but  Jave  my  dai^l'ing  boy, 
"  No  more  this  breafi.  Ihaii  glow,  this  arm  U<- 
llroy ! 
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"  Nor  ere  fhall  Atys  the  dire  fport  purfite,  ( 

*'  Still  in  iny  court,  and  feldom  from  n.y  view, 
"  In  eaia  inglorious  fliall  he  pafs  his  day^, 
"  Untaught  to  feel  th'  infatiate  lulh  of  praifs." 

He  fpake,  and  cautious  far  away  rv;mov'd 
From  Atys,  what  next  Atys  mofl  be  lov'd, 
The  pomp  of  war;  no  faulchions  guard  the  gate. 
And  chiefs  unarm'd  around  his  palace  wait. 
Kay  farther  (till  extends  a  parent's  fear, 
Ev'n  arms  themfelves  he  dreads,  and  moft  the 

fpcar; 
Nor  leaves  of  ancient  war  the  weak  remains, 
But  flrips  the  trophies  from  the  mould'ring  fanes, 
Left,  fix'd  too  loofely,  from  the  faithlefs  Itone 
The  cafual  fteel  fhould  drop,  and  pierce  his  fon. 
Thus  fome  fweet  Vtiarbler  of  the  feather'd  throng 
Deep  in  the  thorny  brake  fecures  her  young  ; 
Yet,  vainly  anxious,  feels  a  fancied  woe, 
And  darts  at  every  breeze  that  itirs  the  hough  ; 
With  filent  horror  hears  the  wliifp'ring  groves, 
And  diPcant  murmurs  of  the  fpriug  {he  loves. 

Unhappy  fire  !  but  vainly  we  oppofe 
"Weak  human  caution,  when  the  go'ds  arc  foes ; 
The  ftory's  fec^uel  muft  too  furely  prove  ; 
That   dreams,    prophetic   dreams,    defcend   from 
Jove. 
Nor  yet  fhall  Atys  thwart  thy  fond  deflgns ; 
lie  movesimplicit  as  his  fire  inclines. 
On  every  look  his  eager  duty  hung, 
And  read  his  •vviflies,  ere  they  reach'd  his  tongue. 
With  fmileshe  (trips  his  helmet's  plumy  pride, 
With  fmiles  he  lays  his  ufeleis  fpear  aCde ; 
Nor  lets  one  figh  cenfefsa  latent  care, 
jRcfcrving  all  his  griefs  for  his  Adraitus'  ear. 

Adraftus  early  did  his  foul  approve. 
Brave,  virtuous,  learn'd,  and  form'd  for  Atys'  love, 
A  Phrygian  youth,  whom  fate  condemn'd  to  roam, 
An  esil'd  v^'and'rcr  from  a  cruel  home. 
for,  yet  a  boy,  his  inadverrent  lance 
An  infant  brother  flew,  the  crime  of  chance. 
In  vain  he  wept;  the  rigid  fire  demands 
His  inftant  abfencefrom  his  native  lands, 
Or  threatens  inftant  death  ;  from  death  he  fiew, 
And  loaded  v;ith  a  fatlier's  curfe  withdrew. 
Yet  not  in  vain  the  gods  fuch  ills  difpenfc. 
If  foft-ey'd  pity  takes  her  rife  from  hence, 
It  hence  wo  learn  to  feel  anocher's  pain, 
And  from  our  own  misfortunes  grow  humane. 
Tills  young  Adrailus  found  ;  and  hence  coufef^'cl 
That  wild  benevolence,  which  warm'd  his  breafl. 
Hence  too  his  fortune  ftretch'd  a  bolder  wing, 
And  plac'd  her  w^nd'rer  near  the  Lydian  king. 
There  long  the  favour'd  youth  exalted  fiione, 
Dear  to  the  fire,  but  dearer  to  the  fon  : 
For  pow'rful  fympathy  their  hearts  had  join'd 
In  ftronger  ties  than  gratitude  can  bind. 

With  him  did  Atys  every  fport  purfue. 
Which  health  demands,  and  earlier  ages  knew. 
At  morn,  at  eve,  at  fultry  noon,  with  him 
He  rov'd  the  funny  lawn,  he  fwam  the  llream  ; 
Beiide  the  brook,  wiiioh  diniphug  glides  away. 
Caught  the  cool  breeze,  or  lur'd  the  finny  prey  ; 
Urg'd  the  light  car  along  th'  indented  mead, 
Or  hung  impetuous  o'er  til'  exulting  Heed, 
Beneath  whofe  hoof  unhurt  the  flow'rets  rife, 
And  the  hght  grafs  fcarce  trembles  as  he  flics. 
But  chief  lie  lov'd  to  range  the  woods  among, 
A»d  hear  the  uiulic  of  Adrailus'  tongue 


With  graceful  cafe  unlock  the  lettered  ilore, 
And  that  he  learn'd  from  him  endear'd  the  know- 
ledge more. 
Of  Thales'  wifdom  oft  the  converfe  ran. 
How  Varying  nature's  beauteous  frame  began. 
And  erll  to  different  forms  the  waters  fiow'd, 
As  o'er  the  chaos  mov'd  the  breathing  god. 
Of  Solon  too  he  fpake,  and  laws  defign'd 
To  guard  fair  fretdcm,  not  enllave  mankind— 
And  hinted  oft  what  mutual  duties  fpring 
'Twist  willing  fuhjec5ls  and  their  father  king  : 
How  clofe  conneiiled  greatnefs  was  with  p;iin, 
W'h.at  eaithly  blifs,  and  who  the  happy  man. 

Nor  iefs  the  while  his  youthful  breaft  he  warms 
With  pidtur'd  fights,  the  theory  of  arms  ; 
Left  inbred  floth  Ihould  taint  his  future  reign. 
And  virtue  wake,  and  glory  tempt  in  vain. 
Tliee,  Homer,  thee  with  rapture  they  perufe, 
■  Expand  the  foul,  and  take  in  all  the  mufe  ; 
Ali;v  with  thy  gods,  with  war's  whole  ardour  burn. 
Or  melt  in  fileut  tears  o'er'Hedor's  urn. 
How  oft  trani'ported  would  young  Atys  cry, 
■'  Thus  might  I  fight,  'twere  glorious  thus  to  die  ! 
"  But  why  to  me  are  ufelefs  precepts  giv'ti, 
"  Tied  down  and  pinion'd  by  the  will  of  heav'n  ? 
"   No  early  wrearhs  my  coward  youth  muil  claim,- 
"  No  jufl.  ambition  warm  me  into  fame ; 
"  Hid  from  the  world  to  ruft  in  floth,  and  buy 
"   A  poor  precarious  life  with  infamj'. 
"   hiap.py,  thrice  l^appy,  on  each  hoflile  ftrand 
"  'i'lie  youths  who  pcrifh'd  by  my  father's  hand  ! 
"    i'heir  honour  flill  Ihrvives,  and  o'er  their  tomb 
"  Their  country's  tear,  defcend,and  laurels  bloom. 
''  To  life  alone  tlie  conquering  fvv'ord's  confin'd — 
"  Would  you  indeed  diftrefs,  employ  a  love  to» 
kind." 
As  oft  Adraftus,  ftudions  to  controul 
Vs'ith  reafon's  voice  the  tumult  of  the  fcul, 
VVoud  hint,  to  what  excels  foever  wrought, 
Paternal  fondnefs  was  a  venial  fauk. 
Perhaps,  as  lenient  tiine  ftole  gently  on,     [blown, 
i'he  rtorni  whic'i  threatcn'd  might  be  quiie  o'er- 
And  fun-bright  honour  only  be  delay'd 
I  Awhile,  to  burft  more  glorious  from  the  fliade. 
•'   Yet  think,"  he  cry'd,  "  wliatever  they  appear, 
"  lew  arc  the  caufes  can  excufe  a  war. 
"  Toraifeth'  opprefs'd,to  curb  th'  infultingproud, 
"  Or  Ihould  your  injur'd  country  call  aloud, 
"  P.uih,  rufti  to  "arms,  'tis  glorious  tlien  to  dare, 
"  Delay  is  cowardice,  and  doubt  defpai-r. 
"   BiiC  let  not  idler  viev.'s  your  breaft  enllame 
"  (yf  boundlefs  kingdoms,  and  a  dreaded  name. 
•'  "lis  youro  at  home  to  ftcm  oppreiTion's  waves, 
■'  To  guard  your  l\ibje(5ts,not  increafe  your  Haves; 
"   On  this  juft  balls  fame's  firm  column  raife, 
"   And  be  dcfert  ki  aims  your  fecond  praifc." 
.    'Twas  thus  in  converfe,  day  fucceeding  day. 
They  wore  unfelt  the  tedious  hours  av/ay, 
And  years  on  years  in  downy  circles  ran 
Till  the  boy  rofe  iufenfibly  to  man. 
What  now  ihall  Croefus  find,what  Syren  voice. 
To  make  retirement  the  refult  of  choice  ? 
No  father's  ftern  command  thefe  years  allow, 
A  chain  more  pleafinj;  muft  detain  him  now. 
Inrofy  fetters  Ihall  tiie  youth  be  tied. 
And  .\Iyfia's  captive  fair  the  chofen  bride. 

Hafte,  gentle  god,  whofe  chains  unite  the  globe, 
luiown  by  the  biasing  torch,  and  faffron  robe. 
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To  Lydia  hafte,  for  Atys  blames  your  flay, 
Nor  fair  Idalia's  blufhcs  brook  delay  ; 
O'er  glor)'s  blaze  your  loit  enchaiitments  breathe 
And  hide  the  laurel  with  the  myrtle  wreath. 

And  now  the  king  with  fccret  tranijjort  lound 
His  hopes  fucceed,  nor  fears  a  martial  wound, 
While  loll  in  love  the  happier  Atys  lies. 
The  willing  viiStim  ol'Idalia's  eyes. 
O  thoughtlefs  man  !  from  hence  thy  forrows  flow, 
The  feheme  projected  to  avert  the  blow 
But  makes  it  fure — for  fee,  from  Mvfia's  land 
Round  lifl'ning  Atys  crowds  a  fuppliant  band. 
Their  .ears,  their  cries,  his  eafy  bnall  affail, 
Fond  to  redrefs  them  ere  he  hears  their  tale, 
"  A  mighty  boar,  the  curfe  of  angry  heaven, 
"  Had  from  their  homes  the  wretched  fuff'rers 

"  driv'n. 
"  Wafle  were  their  viny  groves,  their  riling  grain, 
"  Their  herds,  their  flocks,  th'  attendant  fliep- 

"  herds  flain, 
"  And  fcarce  themfclves  furvive. 
"  O  would  but  Atys  lead  the  hunter  train, 
"  Again  their  viny  groves,  their  waving  grain 
"  Might  rife  fecure,  their  herds,  their  flocks  in- 

"  creafe, 
"  And  fair  Idalia's  country  reft  in  peace." 

The  youth  aflents,  th'  exulting  crowds  retire  ; 
When  thus  impatient  fpeaks  the  trembling  fire  : 
"  What  means  my  fon  ?  preferv'd,  alas,  in  vajn, 
*'  From  hoflile  fquadrons,  and  the  tented  plain  ; 
"  You  rufh  on  death — rccal  your  ralh  defign, 
"  Mine  be  the  blame,  and  be  the  danger  mine; 
"  Myfelf  v/ill  lead  the  band.'"  The  youth  return'd, 
While  his   fiufli'd  fheek  with  mild   refentment 

burn'd  : 
"  Will  Croefus  lead  the  band,  a  hunter  now, 
"  Skill'd  in  the  fight,  and  laurels  on  his  brow  ? 
"  Alas,  fuch  mockeries  of  war  bccume 
"  The  loit'rer  Atys  fearful  of  his  doom. 
"  To  him  at  lead  thefe  triumphs  be  refign'd, 
"  That  not  entirely  ufelefs  to  mankind 
"  His  days  niay  pafs;  thefe  triumphs  all  his  aim, 
"  Thefe  humble  triumphs  fcarce  allied  to  fame. 
"  Anjl  yet,  dread  Sir,  if  you  command  his  Hay, 
*•  (O  force  of  duty)  !  Atys  muft  obey. 
*'   Alas,  on  you  wliatever  blame  ihall  fall, 
"  A  father's  fondnefs  can  cxcufe  it  all, 
"  But  me,  of  me,  if  Hill  your  power  withftands, 
"  V/hat  muft  the  Lydian,what  the  Myfian  bands, 
"  What  muft  Idalia  think  ?"     Adraftus  here 
Soft  interpos'd.     "  Great  king,  difmils  your  fear, 
♦'  Nor  longer  Atys'  firft  requeft  oppoie  ; 
"  War  was  your  dream,  no  war  this  region  knows : 
"  For  humbler  prey  the  hunters  range  the  wood, 
"  Their  fpears  fly  innocent  of  human  blood. 
"  Had  in  the  fportivc  chafe  Ibme  phantom  boar 
"  Dug  deep  the  wound,  and  drank  the  vital  gore, 
"  That  dreadful  vifion  had  excus'd  your  care, 
"  Nor  Atys  oifiir'd  an  unheeded  pray'r. 
*•  Hove  the  prince,  and,  but  I  think  his  life 
"  Safe  as  my  own,  would  urge  him  from  the  ftrife. 
,  *•*.  Permit  him,    lire — this   arm  Ihall  guard  him 
:.  "  there ; 

"  And  fafely  may  you  truft  Adraftus'  care, 
*•  For,  fliould  he  fall,  this  arm  would  furcly  prove 
♦'  My  bofom  feels  a  more  than  father's  love.'' 
As,  when  impetuous  through  th'  autumnal  Iky 
I'.    Urg'dby  the  winds  the  clouds  difparting  fly, 
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O'er  the  broad  wave,  or  wide  extended  mead, 
Shifts  the  quick  beam,  alternate  light  and  ftiadc  ; 
So  glanc'd  tlie  monarch's  mind  from  thou"-ht  t» 

thought, 
■So  in  his  varying  face  the  paflions  wrought. 
Oft  on  his  fon  he  turn'd  a  doubtful  eye, 
Afraid  to  grant,  iiof  willing  to  deny. 
Oft  rais'd  it  tearful  to  the  bleft  abodes. 
And  lought  in  vain  the  unregarding  gods. 
Then  look'd  confent.     But  added,  with  a  groan, 
"  Frora  thee,  Adraftus,  I  expedl  my  fon.'' 

Why  Ihould  1  tell,  impatient  for  the  fight. 
How  Atys  chid  the  ling'ring  hours  of  night? 
Or  how  the  rofcate  morn  with  early  ray 
Streak'd  the  glad  cafl,    and  gradual  fpread  the 

day, 
When  forth  he  iflu'd  like  the  Lycian  god  ? 
Loofe  to  the  breeze  his  hov'ring  mantle  flow'd, 
Wav'd  the  light  plume  above,  behind  him  hung 
His  lattiing  quiver,  and  his  bow  unftrung. 
He  mounts  his  ftccd,  die  fteed  obey'd  the  rein, 
Arch'd  his  high  neck,  and  graceful  paw'd  the 

plain. 
Ev'n  Croefus'  felf  forgot  a  while  his  fear 
Of  future  ills,  and  gaz'd  with  tranfport  there. 

Or  why  relate,  when  now  the  train  withdrew, 
How  fair  Idalia  figh'd  a  foft  adieu  ; 
How  Croefus  fcllow'd  with  his  voice  and  eyeSj 
Fond  to  behold,  but  fonder  to  advife, 
And  oft  lejcated,  as  they  journey'd  on, 
"   From  thee,  Adraftus,  1  oxped;  my  fon.'' 

Sufiice  it  us,  they  leave  the  waves  which  flow 
O'er  beds  of  gold,  and  Tmolus'  fragrant  brow, 
'I'hcy  pafo  Magnefia's  plains,  Caicus'  ftream 
The    Myfian  bound,  which  chang'd   its  aacicnt 

name. 
And  reach  Olympus'  verge  : 
'I'here  defolation  fpread  her  ghaftly  reiga 
O'er  trampled  vines,  and  diffipated  grain. 
And  faw  with  joy  revolving  feafons  fmile 
i'o  fwcl!  her  pomp,  and  mock  the  lab'rer's  toil. 
Led  by  her  baleful  fteps,  the  youth  explore 
The  dark  retreats,  and  roufe  the  foaming  boar. 
Hard  is  the  ftrife  :  his  horny  fides  repel 
Uuting'd  the  plumy  ftiaft,  and  blunted  fteel. 
'I'hc  dogs  lie  mangled  o'er  the  bletding  plain, 
And  many  a  ftetd,  and  many  a  youth  was  flain. 
When  now  his  weli-aim'd  bow  Adraftus  drew, 
Twang'd  the  ftrctch'd  ftring,  the  feather'd  venge- 
ance flew. 
And  ras'd  the  monftcr's  necla :  he  roars,  he  flies, 
Fhe  crowd  purfues,  the  lulls  refound  their  cries. 
Full  in  the  centre  of  a  vale,  cmbrown'd 
With  arcliing  fliades,  they  clofe  the  favap-e  round. 
He  wheels,  he  glar^-s,  he  meditates  his  prey, 
Refolv'd  to  flrike,  refolv'd  to  force  his  way  ; 
But  Atys  timely  ftopp'd  his  fierce  career, 
And  through  his  eye-ball  lent  the  whizzing  fpear^ 
And  joyful  faw  him  reel ;  with  eager  fpeed 
He  bears  the  ftiiniug  blade,  he  quits  his  fteed; 
"  — Ah  flop,  raih  youth,  not  conquefl  you  pur- 

"  fue, 
"  Death  lies  in  ambulh  there,  the  vi(5lim  you; 
"  You  rufti  on  fate'' — in   vain— he  reacli'd    the 

beaft. 
He  rais'd  his  arm,  and  now  had  pierc'd  his  breall. 
When  in  that  moment  from  the  adverl'e  fide 
His  too  adventurous  prince  Adraftus  ipicd, 
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And  launched  with  nervous  hafce  his  eager  fpear, 
Alann'd,  and  trembling  for  a  life  fo  dear. 
Glanc'd  o'er  the  falling  beaft  the  fated  wood, 
And  fix'd  in  Aty's   brtaft  drank  deep  the  vital 

flood 
The  ftruggling  prince  impatient  cf  the  wound 
Writh'd  on  the   fpear,  the  crowds  enclofe  him 

round, 
Then  funk  in  death  unknowing;  whence  it  came, 
Yet,  ev'n  in  death,  he  call'd  Adraflus'  name, 
"  Where  flies  Adraftus  from  his  dying"  friend  ? 
«'  O  bear  me  near."     Poor  prince',  thy  life  muft 

end 
Not  in  thy  murderer's  arms,  he  hears  thee  not; 
jLike  lome  fad  wretch  fix'd  to  the  fatal  fpot 
Where  fell  the  bolt  of  Jove,  nor  ear,  nor  eye, 
Nor  arm  to  help,  nor  language  to  reply. 
Nor  thought  iti'elf  is  his.     Oblig'd  to  move 
As  they  diredl  his  fteed,  lie  leaves  the  grove, 
As  they  diredt  to  Sardis'  to^.'rs  again 
In  filence  follows  the  returning  train. 

I'heie  too  we  turn,  for  there  the  penfive  ilre 
Now  hopes,  now  fears,  and  pines  with  vain  defire. 
Jn  every  duft  before  the  wind  that  flies. 
In  every  diilant  cloud  which  flains  the  fkies 
He  fees  his  fon  return  :  till  oft  deceiv'd 
No  more  his  eye,  the  flatt'ring  fcene  behevM, 
Yet  ftill  he  wander'd,  and  with  looks  intent, 
The  fatal  road  his  darling  Atys  went. 
There  to  averted  Heav'n  he  tells  his  pain, 
And  flaughter'd  hecatombs  decrees  in  vain. 
There  to  Idalia  frequent  by  his  fide, 
Relates  his  fears,  or  fooths  the  weeping  bride 
Witi"!  tales  of  Atys'  worth,  and  points  the  place 
Where  late  he  parted  from  their  laft  embrace. 
And  now,  perchance,  in  tears  they  linger'd  there, 
"When  fiowly-moving  real  crowds  appear,    [eye — 
•'  What  means,"  he  cried,  and  fhot  a  trembling 
A  youth  deputed  by  the  reft  drew  nigh. 
And  in  fad  accents  told  the  dreadful  tale. 
Rage  feiz'd  the  king  :  expiring,  breathlefs,  pale, 
Jdalia  finks  ;  th'  attendant  fair  convey 
With  tears,  andfhrieks,  the  lifelefs  frame  away. 
*'  Where  is  the  wretch? — hear,  hofpitable  Jove! — 
«'  Is  this,  is  this  thy  more  than  father's  love  ? 
"  Give  m.e  my  fon— why  ftare  thy  haggard  eyes 
"  As  fix'd  in  grief?  here  only  forrow  lies" — 
And  i'mote  his  breail — "  Thy  life  in  blood  began 
«'  A  fated  wretch,  a  mi:rd'rer  ere  a  man. 
«'  O  foolifli  king  !  by  my  indulgence  flole 
"  This  ferpent  near  me,  that  has  llung  my  foul. 
«'  This  thy  return  for  all  a  king  could  iliovifer 
«'  Of  bounty  o'er  thee,  life,  and  v.ealth,  and  pow- 

•  "  er — 
"  But  what  are  thofc  ?  How  great  foe'er  they  be, 
"  I  gave. thee  more,  I  gave  myfclf  to  thee: 
"  I  gave  thee  Atys,  link'd  in  friendfhip's  chain — 
«.  O  fatal  gift,  if  thus  return'd  again  ! 
*'  Reach  me  a  fword — and  yet,  dear  bleeding  clay, 
♦'  Can  his,  can  thoufand  lives  thy  lofs  repay  ?" 
Then   burft  in  teats — "  Heav'n's  inftrument  T 

blame,  ^"J^came. 

«<  Though  byhin  hand,  from  Heav'n  the  vengeance 
"  This  ftroke,  O  Solon,  has  convinc'd  my  pride  ! 
"  O  had  1  never  liv'd,  or  earli-r  died  ! 

"  Alas,  poor  wretch,  why  doll  thou  bare  thy 

"  breafl, 
*'  And  coiirtmy  fword !  though  left  hmifelf  to  reft, 


"  This  curft  of  Heav'n,  this  CfOefus  can  forgive 
"  Th'  unhappy  caufe,  and  bids  the  niurd'rer  Eve." 

"  Ah  flop,"  he  cried,  "  and  write  the  milder  fate 
"  Here  with  thy  fword,  I  only  liv'd  for  that. 
"  Undone,  I  thought,  beyond  misfortune's  power, 
"  O  do  not  by  forgivenefs  curfe  me  more  l" 

While  yet  he  pleaded,  to  the  mourning  crowd, 
Forth  rufh'd  Idalia  by  her  maids  purfu'd  ; 
Eager  fhe-feem'd,  with  light  fufpicions  fill'd, 
And  on  her  face  heart-piercing  madnefs  fmil'd. 

"  Where  is  my  wand'ring  love,  ye  Lydians  fay, 
"  Does  he  indeed  alo.ng  Meander  ftray, 
"  And  rove  the  Afian  plain?  I'll  feekhim  there.—. 
"  Ye  Lydian  damfeis,  of  your  hearts  beware : 
"  Fair  is  my  love  as  to  the  funny  beam 
"  The  light-fpread  plumage  on  Cayfler's  flream, 
"  His  locks  are  Hermus'  gold,  his' cheeks  outfhine, 
"  The  ivory  tinftur'd  by  your  ari  divine. — 
"  I  fee  him  now,  in  Tmolus'  fhade  he  lies 
"  On  laffron  beds,  foft  fleep  has  feal'd  his  eyes. 
"  His   breath    adds    fweetnefs    to  the  gale  that 

"  blows; 
"  Tread  light,  ye  nymphs,  I'll  fteal  on  his  repofe. 
"  Alas,  he  bleeds !  O  murder  !  Atys  bleeds, 
"  And  o'er  his  face  a  dying  palenefs  fpreads  ! 
"  Help,  help,  Adraftus — can  you  leave  him  now, 
"  In  death  negled:  him  ?  Once  it  was  not  fo. 
"  What,  and  not  weep  ;  a  tear  at  leaft  is  due, 
"  Unkind  Adraftus,  he'd  have  wept  for  you. 
"  Come  then,  my  maids,  our  tears  fhall  wafh  die 

"  gore  ; 
"  We,  too,  will  die,  fince  Atys  is  no  m.ore. 
"  But  firft  we'll  ftrow  with  flowers  the  hallow'd 

"  ground 
"  Where  lies  my  love,  and  plant  the  cyprefs  round  ; 
"  Nor  let  Adraftus  know,  for  ftiould  he  come, 
"  New  ftreams  of  blood  would  iffue  from  the  tomb ; 
"  The  flowers  would  v.'ither  at  his  baleful  tread, 
"  And  at  his  touch  the  fick'ning  cyprefs  fade. 
"  Come,  come — nay,  do  not  tear  ine  from  his  fide, 
"  Cruel  Adraftus,  am  I  not  his  bride  ? 
"  I  muft — I  will — me  would  you  murder  too  ?" 
At  this,  unable  to  fuftain  his  woe, 
"  My  foul  can  bear  no  more,"  Adraftus  cries, 
(His  eyes  on  Heav'n),  "  Ye  powers,  who  rule  the 

"  Ikies! 
"  If  your  auguft,  unerring  wills  decreed, 
"  That  ftates,  and  kings,  and  families  muft  bleed, 
"   Why  was  I  fingled  to  perform  the  part, 
"  Unfteel'd  my  foul,  unpetrified  my  heart? 

"  What  had  I  done,  a  child,  an  embryo  man, 
"  Ere  paftlons  could  unfold,  or  thought  began? 
"  Yet  then  condemn'd,  an  infant  wretch  I  fled, 
"  Blood  on  my  hands,  and  curfes  on  my  head4 
"  O  had  I  perifti'd  fo  !  but  fortune  fmil'd, 
"  To  malce  her  frowns  more  dire. — This  vagrant 

child 
"  Became  the  friend  of  kings,  to  curfe  them  all, 
"  And  with  new  horrors  dignify  his  fall  " 
Then  eager  fnatch'd  his  fwoid.  "  For  murders paft 
"  What  have  1  not  cndur'd? — be  this  my  laft," 
And  pierc'd  his  breaft.  "  This  fated  arm  fhall  pour 
"  Your  ftreams  of  wrath,  and  hurl  your  bolts  nc 

"  more. 
"  For  pangs  fuftain 'd,  oblivion's  all  I  crave; 
"  O  let  my  foul  forget  them  in  the  grave  ! 

"  Alas,  foi'givc  the  wretch  your  judgmentsdoom  ' 
"  Dark  arc  your  ways,  I  wander  in  the  gloom. 
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*'  Nor  fiiould  perhaps  complain.-— Be  grief  my* 
"  {hare;  '  I 

"  Eut,  if  your  hcav'n  has  mercy,  pour  it  there,  L 
"  On  yon  heart-broken  king,  on  yon  cliflrad:ed  i 
"  fair."  J 

He  fpake,  and  drew  the  fleel;  the  weeping  train 
Support  him  to  the  bier,  he  grafps  the  flain, 
There  feels  the  laft  fad  joy  his  foul  defires,  * 
And  on  his  Atys'  much-Iov'd  bread  expires. 

*  0  happy  both,  if  I,  if  I  could  flied 
"  Thofe  tears  eternal,  which  embalm  the  dead;" 
While  round  Britannia's  coaft  old  ocean  raves, 
And  to  her  flandard  roll  th'  embattled  waves. 
Fair  emprefs  of  the  deep ;  fo  long;^  your  names 
Should  live  lamented hy  her  brighteft  dames; 
Who  oft,  at  evening,  fhould  with  tears  relate 
The  murder'd  friend,  and  poor  Idalia's  late ; 
And  oft,  inquiring-  fioni  their  lovers,  hear 
Kow  Croefus  moarn'd  a  twice  revolving  year, 
Then  rous'd  at  Cyrus'  name,  and  glcrt-y's  charms, 
Shook  off  enervate  gi  ief,  and  flicne  again  in  arms. 

ANN  BOLF.YN  TO  HENRY  THE  EIGHTH. 

AN   HEROIC   EPISTLE.      1743. 

"  Ne  quid  niexpertum  fruftra  moritura  relinquat." 

VlRG. 

The  principal  hints  of  the  following  epifile  are 
taken  from  the  celebrated  laft  letter  of  Ann  Bo- 
leyn  to  Henry  the  Eighth,  publiflied  in  the  Spec- 
tator, No.  397.  The  author  hopes  the  additions 
he  has  made  to  it  may  appear  natural  in  her  un- 
fortunate fituation. 

If  {jghs  could  foften,  or  diftrefs  could  move 
Obdurate  hearts,  and  bofoms  dead  to  love, 
Already  fure  thefe  tears  had  ceas'd  to  flow, 
^nd  Henry's  fmiles  reliev'd  his  Anna's  woe. 
Yet  (lill  I  write,  flill  breathe  a  fruitlefs  prayer. 
The  lafl:  fond  effort  of  extreme  defpair. 
As  fome  poor  fhipwreck'd  wretcli,  for  ever  loft. 
In  flrong  delufion  grafps  the  kfs'ning  coaft. 
Thinks  it  ftill  near,  howe'er  the  billows  drive, 
And  but  with  life  refigns  the  hopes  to  live. 

You  bid  me  live  ;  but  oh  how  dire  the  means  ! 
Virtue  ftarts  back,  and  confcious  pride  difdains. 
Confefs  my  crime  ?.^what  crime  fliall  I  confefs? 
In  what  ftrange  terms  the  hideous  falfehocd  drefs? 
A  vile  adultrefs  !    Heav'n  defend  my  fame  ! 
Condemn'd  for  acfting  what  I  fear'd  to  name. 
Biafcthe  foul  wretch,  whofe  impious  tongue  could 

dare 
With  founds  Hke  thofe  to  wound  the  royal  ear. 
To  wound  ? — alas  !  they  only  pleas'd  too  well. 
And  cruel  Henry  fmil'd  when  Anna  fell. 

Why  was  I  rais'd,  why  bade  to  fhine  on  high 
A  pageant  queen,  an  earthly  deity  ? 
This  flower  of  beauty,  fmall,  and  void  of  art. 
Too  weak  to  fix  a  mighty  fovereign's  heart, 
In  life's  low  vale  its  humbler  charms  had  fpread. 
While  ftorms    roU'd  harmlefs   o'er   its   ftielter'd 

head : 
Had  found,  perhaps,  a  kinder  gath'rer's  hand, 
Grown  to  his  breajl,  and,  by  his  care  fuftain'd. 
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Had  bloom'd  a  while,  tlien^  grjcdual  in  decay, 
Grac'd  with  a  tear  had  calmly  pafs'd  away. 

Yet,  when  thus  rais'd,  I  taught  my  chafte  defirc» 
To  know  their  lord,  and  burn  with  equal  fires. 
Why  then  thefe  bonds?  Is  this  that  regal  ftate. 
The  fair  expedls  whom  Henry  bids  be  great .' 
Are  thefe  lone  walls,  and  never-varied  fcenes, 
The  envied  manfion  of  Britannia's  queens? 
Where  diftant  founds  in  hollow  murmurs  die, 
Where  mois-grown  tow'rs  obftrudt  the  trav'llinj 

eye, 
Where  o'er  dim  funs  eternal  damps  prevail. 
And  health  ne'er  enters  wafted  by  the  gale. 
How  curs'd  the  wretch,  to  fuch  fad  fcenes  confin'd, 
If  guilt's  drend  fcorpions  lafh  his  tortur'd  mind. 
When  irijur'd  innocence  is  taught  to  fear, 
And  coward  virtue  weeps  and  trembles  here  ! 

Nay,  ev'n  when  fleep  Ihould  ev'ry  care  allay, 
And  Ibftly  fteal  th'  imprifon'd  foul  away. 
Quick  to  my  thoughts  excurfive  fancy  brings 
Long  vifionary  trains  of  martyr'd  kin^s. 
There  pious  *  Henry,  recent  from  the  blow, 
There  ill-ftarr'd  *  Edward  lifts  his  infant  brow. 
Unhappy  prince !  thy  weak  defencelefs  age 
iVIight  foften  rocks,  or  footh  the  tiger's  jage ; 
But  not  on  thefe  thy  harder  fates  depend, 
Alan,  man  purfues,  and  murder  is  his  end. 

Such  may  my  •}■  child,  fuch  dire  protectors  find. 
Through  av'rice  cruel,  through  ambition  blind. 
No  kind  condolance  in  her  utmoft  need, 
Her  friends  all  banifh'd,  and  her  parent  dead  I 
O  hear  me,  Henry,  hufband,  father,  hear. 
If  e'er  thofe  names  were  gracious  in  thy  ear, 
Since  I  muft  die  (and  fo  thy  eafe  requires. 
For  love  admits  not  of  divfded  fires), 

0  to  thy  babe  thy  tend'reft  cares  extend. 
As  parent  cherifti,  and  as  king  defend  ! 
Transferr'd  to  her,  with  tranfport  I  refign 
Thy  faithlefs  heart — if  e'er  that  heart  was  mine. 
No-  may  remorfe  thy  guilty  cheek  inflame. 
When  the  fond  prattler  lifps Iier  mother's  name; 
No  tear  ftart  confcious  when  fhe  meets  your  eye, 
Nc  heart -felt  pang  extort  th'  unwilling  figh, 
Left  flie  fhould  find,  and  ftrong  is  nature's  call, 

1  fell  untimely,  and  lament  my  fall  ; 

Forget  that  duty  which  high  Heav'n  commands. 

And  meet  ftriA  juftice  from  a  father's  hands. 

No,  rather  fay  what  malice  can  invent, 

My  crimes  enormous,  fmall  my  punifliment. 

Pleas'd  \\  ill  i  view  from  yon  fccurer  fhore 

Life,  virtue,  love  too  loft,  and  weep  no  more, 

If  in  your  Lreafts  the  bends  of  union  grow, 

And  undifturb'd  the  ftreams  of  duty  flow. 

— Yet  can  I  tamely  court  the  lifted  fteel, 

Nor  honour's  wounds  with  ftrong  refentment  feel? 

Ye  powers!  that  thought  improves  ev'u  terror's 

king. 
Adds  honors  to  his  brow,  and  torments  to  hisfting. 
No,  try  me,  prince;  each  v/ord,  each  adlion  weigh. 
My  rage  could  dictate,  or  my  fears  betray  ; 
Eacli  figh,  each  fmile,  each  diftant  hint  that  hung 
On  broken  founds  of  an  unmeaning  tongue. 
Recount  each  glance  of  thefe  unguarded  eyes. 
The  feats  where  pafiion,  void  of  reafon,  lies ; 

*  Henry  VI.  and  Edward  V.  both  murdered  ir.  tfir 
T«%vir. 

■j-  Aftirivdrds  ^esn  Elizaistfj, 
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In  thofe  clear  mirrors  every  thought  appears ; 
Tell  all  their  frailties — oh  explain  their  tears ! 

Yes,  try  me,  prince  ;  but  ah  !  let  truth  prevail. 
And  juftice  only  hold  the  equal  fcaie. 
Ah,  let  not  thole  the  fatal  fcntcnce  give, 
Whom  brothels  blufh  to  own,  yet  courts  receive  ! 
Bafe,  vulgar  fouls — and  fhall  fuch  wretches  raife 
A  queen's  concern  ?  to  fear  them,  were  to  praife. 

Yet  eh  !  (dread  thought)  oh  mufi  I,  muft  I  fay, 
Henry  commands,  and  thefe  conflrain'd  obey  ? 
Too  well  I  know  his  faithlefs  bofom  pants 
For  charms,  alas '  which  haplefs  Anna  wants. 
Yet  once  thofe  charms  this  faded  face  could  boafl, 
Too  cheaply  yielded,  and  too  quickly  loll. 
Will  *ftie,  O  think,  whom  now  yourfnarespurfue. 
Will  fhe  for  ever  pleafe,  be  ever  new  .•' 
Or  muft  fhe,  meteor  like,  a  while  be  great. 
Then  weeping  fall,  and  Hiare  thy  Anna's  fate  ? 

Mifguided  maid!  who  now  perhaps  has  form'd, 
In  tranfport  melting,  with  ambition  warm'd, 
i^ong  future  greatnefs  in  ecftatic  fchemes, 
Loofe  plans  of  wild  delight,  and  golden  dreams  I 
Alas  !  ihe  knows  not  with  how  fwift  decay 
Thofe  vifionary  glories  fleet  a\yay. 
Alas  !  fhe  knows  not  the  fad  time  will  come, 
When  Henry's  eyes  to  other  nymphs  fhall  roam  : 
When  fhe  fliall  vainly  figh,  plead,  tremble,  rave, 
And  drop,  perhaps,  a  tear  on  Anna's  grave. 
JElfe  would  Ihe  fooner  trufl  thewint'ry  fea. 
Rocks,  deferts,  monfters — any  thilig-  than  thee  : 
Thee,  whom  deceit  infpires,  whofe  every  breath 
•DOOths  to  defpair,  and  every  fniile  is  death. 

Fool  that  I  was !  i  fav/  my  riling  fame 
Gild  the  fad  ruins  of  a  f  nobler  name. 
For  me  the  force  of  facred  ties  difown'd, 
A  realm  infulted,  and  a  queen  dethron'd. 
Yet  fondly  wild,  by  love,  by  fortune  led, 
Excus'd  the  crime,  and  fhar'd  the  guilty  bed. 
With  fpecious  reafon  lull'd  each  rifing  care, 
And  hugg'd  deftrudlion  in  a  form  fo  fair. 

'Tis  juft,  ye  powers ;  no  longer  I  complain. 
Vain  be  my  tears,  my  boafled  virtues  vain  ; 
Let  rage,  let  flames,  this  deftin'd  wretch  purfue, 
Who  begs  to  die — but  begs  that  death  from  you. 
Ah  !  why  mull  Henry  the  dread  mandate  feal  ? 
Yv^hy  muft  Lis  harid,uninjur'd,  point  the  ftcel .' 
k'ay,  for  you  i'earch  the  images  that  roll 
In  deep  reccfles  of  the  inmoft  loul, 
Say,  did  ye  e'er  amici  thofe  numbers  find 
Cue  vviili  dilloyal,  or  one  thought  unkind  ? 
Thin  fr.atch  me,    blaft  niC,   let  the  lightning's 

win^ 
Avert  this  Urokc,  and  fave  the  guilty  king. 
Let  not  my  blood,  by  lawltfs  pallion  Ihed, 
Draw  down  Heav'n's  vengeance  on  his  facred  head, 
But  nature's  power  prevent  the  dire  decree. 
And  my  hard  lord  without  a  crime  be  free. 

Stil),  ftill  I  live,  Heav'n  hears  not  what  I  fay, 
Or  turns,  like  Henry,  from  my  pray'rs  away. 
Rejected,  loft,  O  whither  Ihall  !  fly, 
I  fear  not  death,  yet  dread  the  means  to  die  ! 
To  thee,  O  God,  to  thee  again  I  come. 
The  finner's  refuge,  and  the  wretch's  liome  ! 
Since  fuch  thy  wUi,  farewell  my  blaftcd  fame, 
^et  foul  dctracftioii  I'eizc  my  injur'd  name : 

*   J^ady  'Juiie  Seymour, 
•}■  Cuthurhic  of  Arragon, 
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No  pang,  no  fear,  no  fond  concern  I'll  know. 
Nay,  fmile  in  death,  though  Henry  gives  the  blow. 

And  now,  refign'd,  my  bofom  lighter  grows. 
And  hope,  foft-beaming,  brightens  all  my  woes. 
Releafe  me,  earth  ;  ye  mortal  bonds  untie  : 
Why  loiters  Henry,  when  I  pant  to  die  ? 
For  angels  call,  I-ieav'n  opens  at  the  found, 
And  glories  biaze,  and  mercy  ftreams  around. 
*  Adieu,  ye  fanes,  whofe  purer  flames  anew 
Rofe  v/ith  my  rife,  and  as  I  flourilh'd  grew. 
Well  may  ye  now  my  weak  protection  fpare. 
The  pow'r  that  fix'd  you  ftiail  preferve  you  there. 
Small  was  my  part,  yet  all  I  could  employ, 
And  Heav'n  repays  it  with  eternal  joy. 

Thus  rapt,  O  King  !  thus  lab'ring  to  be  free, 
My  gentleil  paflport  ftill  depends  on  thee. 
R'ly  liov'ring  foul,   though  rais'd  to  Heaven  by 

pi  aver, 
Stil!  bends  to  earth,  and  finds  one  forrow  there ; ' 
Breathes  for  another's  life  its  lateft  groan — 
Refign'd  and  happy,  might  I  part  alone  ! 

\\'hy    frowns  my  lord.' — ere  yet   the  flroke's 
decreed, 

0  hear  a  fifter  for  a  f  brother  plead  ! 

By  Heaven  he'swrong'd — alas!  why  that  to  you  ? 
You  know  he's  wrong'd — you  know,  and  yet  pur- 
fue. 
Unhappy  youth  !  Vt'hat  anguilh  he  endures ! — 
Was  it  for  this  he  prefs'd  me  to  be  yours, 
When  ling'ring,  wav'ring,  on  the  brink  I  ftood. 
And  ey'd  obliquely  the  too  tempting  flood? 
Was  it  for  this  his  lavifli  tongue  difplay'd 
A  monarch's  graces  to  a  love-lick  maid  .'' 
V/ith  ftudied  art  confenting  nature  fir'd, 
And  forc'd  my  will  to  what  it  moft  defir'd  ? 
Did  he,  enchanted  by  the  flact'ring  fcene. 
Delude  the  fifter,  and  exalt  the  queen, 
'i"o  fall  attendant  on  that  fifter's  ihade. 
And  die  a  viii'tim  with  the  queen  he  made .' 

A.nd,  witnefj  Heav'n,  I'd  bear  to  fee  him  die. 
Did  not  that  thought  bring  back  the  dreadful  why: 
The  blaftiiig  foulnefs,  that  muft  ftill  defame 
Our  lifelefs  allies,  and  united  name. 
— Ah  ftop,  my  foul,  nor  let  one  thought  purfue 
I'hat  fatal  track,  to  wake  thy  pangs  anew. — 
Perhaps  fonie  pitying  bard  iball  fave  from  death 
Oar  mangled  fame,  and  tcac'i  our  woes  to  breathe  ; 
Some  kind  hiftorlan's  pious  leaves  difplay 
Our  haplefs  loves,  and  waih  the  ftainsaway. 
Fair   truth   ihall  blcfs    them,    virtue  guard  their 

caufe, 
And  every  chafte-ey'd  matron  weep  applaufe. 
Yet,  though  no  bard  fhould  fing,  or  lage  record, 

1  Hill  fhall  vanquilh  my  too  faithlefs  lord  ; 
Shall  fee  at  lall  my  injur'd  caufe  prevail, 
V/lien  pitying  angels  hear  the  mournful  tale. 

— And  mult  thy  wife,  by  Heav'n's  fevere  com- 
mand. 
Before  his  throne  thy  fad  accufer  ftand  .' 
O  Henry,  chain  my  tongue,  thy  guilt  atone, 
Prevent  my  fuff'rings— ah  I  prevent  thy  own  ! 
Or  hear  me,  Heav'n,  fince  Henry's  ftill  unkind. 
With  ftrong  repentance  touch  his  guilty  mind, 

*  ILr  marriage  ivith  Kin^  Henry  luas  a  Tneans  of 
iiitroIi:.'vig  the  l^rotejiaut  religion,  of' tvkkh  Jhc  V-'ds  » 
crreat  p^tti  onefs. 

■f  Qargi  Hole^'n^  J'Y'fOunt  Rifhford,- 
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Atd  «jK  !  Wiicn  ann;u!ili  tears  his  lab'ring  foul, 
Tjhrough  his  rack'd  breafl;  when  keenell  horrors 

rell,   _ 
When,  weeping,  grov'Iing  in  the  diifl:  he  lies, 
An  humbled  wretch,  a  bleeding  facrificc. 
Then  let  nie  bear  ('tis  all  my  griefs  Ihall  claim, 
For  life's  loft  honours,  and  polluted  fame), 
Then  let  nie  bear  thy  mandate  from  on  high. 
With  kind  forgivenefs  let  his  Anna  fly. 
From  every  piing  the  niuch-lov'd  fuff'rer  free, 
And  breathe  that  mercy  he  denies  to  me. 

ON  RIDICULE.     1743. 

AfSi^o;  V  ap  tvap]t  yiXoj;.  HoMER. 

'TwAS  faid  of  old,  deny  it  now  who  can, 

The  only  laughing  animal  is  man. 

The  bear  may  leap,  its  lumpifli  cubs  in  view, 

Or  fportivc  cat  her  circling  tail  purfue  ; 

'I"he  grin  deep-lengthen  pug's  h.ilf-human  face. 

Or  prick'd-up  ear  confefs  tjie  fimp'ring  afs  : 

In  awkward  gcftures  awkward  mirth  be  fliown. 

Yet,  fpite  of  geflure,  man  ftill  laughs  alone. 

Th'  all-powerful  hand,  which,  taught  yon  fun 
to  fliine, 
Firfl;  drefs'd  in  fmiles  the  human  face  divine  ; 
And  early  innocence,  unlpoil'd  by  art,  [heart. 

Through  the  glad   eye  betray'd  th'  o'erflowing 
No  weak  difgufts  difturb'd  the  fecial  plan, 
A  brother's  frailties  but  procluim'd  him  man. 
Nought  perfe6l  here  they  found,  nor    ought  re- 

quir'd, 
Excus'd  the  weaknefs,  and  the  worth  admir'd. 

Succeeding  ages  more  fagacious  grew  ;  [too. 

They  mark'd  our  foibles,  and  would  mend  them 
Each,  ftrangely  wife,  faw  what  was  jnft  and  bcfl. 
And  by  his  model  would  reform  tlie  reft  : 
The  reft,  impatient,  or  rejei5t  with  fcom 
The  fpecious  infult,  or  with  pride  return  ; 
Till  all  meet  all  with  controverfial  eyes. 
If  wrong  refute  them,  and  if  right  dcfpife. 
Not  with  their  lives,  but  pointed  wits,  contend. 
Too  weak  to  vanquifh,  and  too  vain  to  mend. 

Our  mirthful  age,  to  all  extremes  a  prey, 
Ev'n  courts  the  iaih,  and  laughs  her  pains  away. 
Declining  worth  imperial  wit  fupplies. 
And  Momus  triumphs,  while  Aftrsa  flies. 
No  truth  fo  facred,  banter  cannot  hit. 
No  fool  fo  ftupid,  but  he  aims  at  wit. 
Ev'n  thofe,  whofe  breafls  ne'er  plann'd  one  vir- 
tuous deed. 
Nor  rais'd  a  thought  beyond  the  earth  they  tread ; 
Ev'n  thofe  can  cenfure,  thofe  can  dare  deride 
A  Bacon's  av'rice,  or  a  TuUy's  pride  ; 
And  fneer  at  human  cliccks  by  nature  given, 
To  curb  pferfed^ion  ere  it  rival  heaven  : 
Nay,  chiefly  fuch  in  thefe  low  arts  prevail, 
Whofe  want  of  talents  leaves  them  time  to  rail. 
Born  for  no  end,  they  worfe  than  ufelefs  grow 
(As  waters  poifon  if  they  ccafe  to  flow) ; 
And  pefts  become,  whom  kinder  fate  defign'd 
But  harmiefs  expletives  of  human  kind. 
See  with  what  zeal  th'  infiduous  talk  they  ply  ! 
Where  flrall  the  prudent,  where  the  virtuous  fly  .' 
I.urk  as  ye  can,  if  they  diredt  tlie  ray. 
The  verieft  atoms  in  the  fun-beams  play. 
No  venial  flip  their  quick  attention  'fcapes; 
Tjicy  trace  each  Proteus   through   his  hundred 
jhapes; 
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To  mirth's  tribunal  drag  the  caltif  train. 
Where  mercy  flccps,and  nature  ffleads  in  vain. 
And  whence  this  luft  to  laugh  .'  what  fond  pre- 
tence. 
Why  Shaftfli'ry  tells  us,  mirth's  the  teft  of  fenfe; 
Th'  enchanted  touch,  which  fraud  and  falfehoo'd 

fear, 
Like  Una's  mirror,  or  Ithuriel's  fpear. 
Not  lb  fair  truth — aloft  licr  temple  ftands 
The  work  and  glory  of  innnortal  hands. 
Huge  rocks  of  adamant  its  bale  enfold, 
Steel  bends  tlie  arch,  the  columns  fwell  in  gold. 
No  ftonns,  no  tumults,  reach  the  facred  fane; 
Waves  idly  beat,  and  winds  grow  loud  in  vain. 
The  fliafc  finks  pointlefs,  ere  it  vcro-es  there 
And  the  dull  hil's  but  dies  away  in  air. 

Yet  let  me  fay,  howe'er  fecure  it  rife, 
.•^ly  fraud  may  reach  it,  and  clofe  craft  furprife. 
I'ruth,    drawn    like  truth,   muft    blaze    divinely 

bright; 
But,  drawn  lijce  error,  truth  may  cheat  the  fio-ht. 
Some  awkward  epithet,  with  Ikill  apply'd. 
Some  fpecious  hints,  which  half  their   meaning-s 
hide,  ^ 

Can  right  and  wrong  moft  courtcoufly  confound. 
Banditti  like,  to  ftun  us  ere  they  wound. 

Is  there  an  art,  through  fcience'  various  ftore, 
But,  madly  ftrain'd,  becomes  an  art  no  more  ? 
Is  there  a  virtue,  falfehood  can't  difguife  ? 
Betwixt  two  vices  every  virtue  lies  : 
'I"o  this,  to  that,  the  doubtful  beam  incline. 
Or  mirth's  falfe  balance  take,  the  triumph's  tlilnc. 

Let  mighty  Newton  with  an  Augur's  hand. 
Through  heaven's  high  concave  flrctch  th'  impe- 
rial wand. 
The  vagrant  comet's  dubious  path  aftign. 
And  lead  from  ftar  to  ftar  th'  unerring  line: 
Who  but  with  tranfport  lifts  his  piercing  eye. 
Fond  to  be  loft  in  vaft  immenlity  ! 
But  fliould  your  *  taylor,  with  as  much  of  thouo-htj 
Eredl  his  quadrant,  ere  he  cuts  your  coat ; 
The  parchment  flips  with  algebra  o'erfpread. 
And  calculations  fcrawl  on  ev'ry  flired ; 
Art  mifapply'd  muft  iiare  you  in  the  face. 
Nor  could  you,  grave,  the  long  dedudions  trace. 

Fond  of  one  art,  moft  men  the  reft:  foreo-©; 
And  all's  ridiculous,  but  what  they  know. 
Freely  they  cenfure  lands  they  ne'er  explore, 
With  tales  they  learn'd  from  coafters  on  the  fhorcj 
As  Afric's  petty  kings,  perhaps,  who  hear 
Of  diftant  ilates  from  Ibme  weak  traveller, 
Imperfedt  hints  with  eager  ears  devour. 
And  fneer  at  Europe's  late,  and  Britain's  power. 

All  arts  arc  ufeful,  as  all  nature  good, 
Corredtly  known,  and  temp'ratcly  purfucd. 
The  adive  foul,  that  heav'n-born  lamp,  requires 
Still  new  fupports  to  feed,  and  raife  its  fires; 
And  fcience'  I'mple  ftnres  expanded  ftand, 
As  diff'rent  aidn  the  varying  flames  demand. 
And,  as  the  fylvan  chafe  bids  bodies  glow. 
And    purple    health    through   vig'rous    channels 

flow  : 
So  fares  the  infant  mind,  by  nature  drawn. 
By  genius  rous'd  at  reafon's  early  dawn  ; 
Which  dares  fair  learning's  arduous  feats  invade. 
Climb  the  tall  cliff  or  pierce  th'  entangled  fhadc ; 

*  "  7''o!ir  taylor,''''  ISi'f.  fc;  Gutiher's  Travels,  fey 

a^e  to  La^ut», 
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New  health,  new  flrength,  new  force  its  powers 

receive, 
And  'tis  from  toil  th'  immortal  learns  to  live. 
Or,  if  too  harlh  each  boift'rous  labour  proves, 
The  mufe  condudts  us  to  more  happy  groves; 
Where  fport  her  filler  arts,  with  myrtles  crown'd, 
ExprefTive  pidlure,  and  perfuafive  found  ; 
Where  trurh's  rough  rules  the  gentlefl  lays  im- 
part, 
And  virtue  fteals  harmonious  on  the  heart. 

Wa  oft,  'tis  true,  miftake  the  fat'rift's  aim, 
Not  arts  themfelves,  but  their  abufe  they  blame. 
Yet,  if,  crufaders  like,  their  zeal  be  rage, 
They  hurt  the  caufe  in  which  their  arms  engage  : 
On  heav'nly  anvils  forge  the  temper'd  Heel, 
Which  fools  can  brandilh,  and  the  wife  may  feel. 
Readers  are  few,  who  nice  diflindlionrform, 
Supinely  cool,  or  creduloufly  warm. 
°Tis  jeft,  'tis  earnefl,  as  the  words  convey 
Some  glimm'ring  fenfe  to  lead  weak  heads  aftray. 
And  when,  too  anxious  for  fame  art  affail'd. 
You  point  the  latent  flaw  by  which  it  fail'd; 
Each  to  his  bias  leans,  a  fteady  fool. 
And,  for  the  part  defedive,  damns  the  whole. 

In  elder  James's  ever  peaceful  reign, 
Who  fviray'd  alike  the  fceptre  and  the  pen. 
Had  fome  rough  poet,  with  fatiric  rage, 
Alarm'd  the  court,  and  lafli'd  the  pedant  age ; 
What  freights  of  genius  on  that  rock  had  fpiit  ? 
Where  now  were  learning,  and  where  now  were 

wit  ? 
Matur'd  and  full  the  riling  foreft  grows. 
Ere  its  wife  owner  lops  th'  advancing  boughs; 
For  oaks,  like  arts,  a  length  of  years  demand. 
And  fliade  the  fheplierd,  ere  they  grace  the  land. 

Where  then  may  cenfure  fall  ?  'tis  hard  to  fay ; 
On  all  that's  wrong  it  may  not,  and  it  may. 
In  life;  as  arts,  it  aflcs  our  nicefl;  care, 
But  hurts  us  more,  as  more  immediate  there. 

Refign  we  freely  to  th'  unthinking  crowd 
Their  flanding  jell:,  which  fwells  the  laugh  lb  loud, 
Tlie  mountain  back,  or  head  advanc'd  too  high, 
A  leg  mif-fnapen,  or  diflorted  eye  ; 
We  pity  faults  by  nature's  hand  imprefl ; 
Therfites'  mind,  but  not  his  form's  the  jeft. 

Here  then'^c  fix,  and  lalh  without  controul 
Thefe  mental  pefls,  and  hydras  of  the  foul  ; 
Acquir'd  ill-nature,  ever  prompt  debate, 
A  zeal  for  flandcr,  and  delib'rate  hate  : 
Thefe  court  contempt,  proclaim  the  public  foe, 
And  each  *  Ulyffes  like,  fhould  aim  the  blow. 

Yet   fure,  c-v'n  here,  our    motives    fliould  be 
known : 
Rail  we  to  check  his  fpleen,  or  eafe  our  own  ? 
Does  injnr'd  virtue  ev'ry  fhaft  fupply. 
Arm  the  keen  tongue,  and  flufli  th'  erecftcd  eye  ^ 
Or  do  we  from  O'.irfclves  ourfeIv?sdifguife; 
A..nd  a(il,  perhaps,  the  villain  we  chafdfe.' 
Hope  we  to  mend  him  ?  hopes,  alas,  how  vain  I 
He  feels  the  lafh,  not  liftensto  the  reign. 

'Tis  dangerous  too,  in  thefe  licentious  times, 
Howc'cr  fevere  the  fmile,  to  fport  with  crimes, 
Vices  wlicn  ridicul'dj  experience  fays,  ~i 

TivQ.  lol'e  that  horror  which  they  ought  to  raifc,  ^ 
Grow  by  degrees  approv'd,  and  almoft  aim  at  C 
praile.  *  j 


*  Iliad  iu 


When  Tully's  tongue  the  Roman  Clodius  draws. 
How  laughing  fatire  weakens  Milo's  caufe  ! 
Each  pidtur'd  vice  fo  impudently  bad, 
The  crimes  turn  frolics,  and  the  villain  mad  ; 
Rapes,  murders,  inceft,  treaibns,  mirth  create, 
And  Rome  fcarce  hates  the  author  of  her  fate. 

'Tis  true,  the  comic  mufe,  confin'd  to  rules, 
Supply'd  the  laws,  and  fham'd  the  tardy  fchcols; 
With  living  precepts  urg'd  the  moral  truth, 
And  by  example  form'd  the  yielding  youth. 
The  titled  knave  with  honefl  freedom  fliown. 
His  perfon  mimic'd,  nor  his  name  unknown, 
I'aught  the  young  breaft  its  opening  thoughts  te 

raife 
From  dread  of  infamy  to  love  of  praife, 
From  thence  to  virtue ;  there  perfection  ends, 
As  gradual  from  the  root  the  flower  afcends ; 
Strain'd  through   the    varying   ftems   the   juices 

flow. 
Bloom  o'er  tke  top,  and  leave  their  dregs  below 

'Twas  thus  a  while  th'  inftrutflive  ftage  furvey 'd. 
From  breait  to  breaft  its  glowing  influence  fpread. 
Till,  from  his  nobler  talk  by  pafiions  won. 
The  man  unravell'd  what  the  bard  had  done ; 
And  he,  whole  warmth  had  fir'd  a  nation's  heart, 
Debas'd  to  private  piques  the  gen'rous  art. 
Here  funk  the  mule,  and,  ufelefs  by  degrees. 
She  ceas'd  to  profit,  as  fhe  ceas'd  to  pleafe. 
No  longer  wit  a  judging  audience  charm'd, 
V/ho,  rous'd  not  fir'd,  not  raptur'd  but  alarm'd, 
To  well-tun'd  fcandal  lent  Q  jealous  ear. 
And  through  the  faint  applaufe  betray'd  the  fear. 

We,  like  Menander,  more  difcreetly  dare. 
And  well-bred  fstire  wears  a  milder  air. 
Still  vice  we  brand,  or  titled  fools  difgrace. 
But  drefs  in  fable's  guife  the  borrow'd  face. 
Or  as  the  bee,  through  nature's  wild  retreats. 
Drinks  the  moift  frj.grance  from  th'  unconfcious 

fwcets. 
To  injure  none,  we  lightly  range  the  ball, 
And  glean  from  diff'rent  knaves  the  copious  gall; 
Extradl,  compound,  with  ail  a  chemift's  flcill, 
And  claim  the  motley  chafadlers  who  will. 
Happy  the  mufe,  could  thus  her  tuneful  aid 
To  fenie,  to  virtue,  wake  the  rsore  than  dead  ! 
But  few  to  fidtion  lend  attentive  ears, 
They  view  the  face,  but  foon  forget  'tis  theirs. 
"  'Twas  not  from  them  the  bard  their   likenefs 

"  Hole, 
"  The  random  pencil  haply  hit  the  mole  ; 
"  Ev'n  from  their  prying  foes  fuch  fpecks  retreat;" . 
— They  hide  them  from  themfelves,  and  crown 
the  cheat. 

Or  ftiould,  perhaps,  fome  foftcr  clay  admit 
The  (ly  imprelTions  of  inftruiSive  wit; 
To  virtue's  fide  In  confcious  lilence  fteal, 
And  glow  with  goodnefs,  ere  we  find  they  feel ; 
Yet  more,  'tis  fear'd,  will  clofer  methods  take. 
And  keep  witli  caution  v.-hat  they  can't  forfake ; 
For  fear  of  man  in  his  moft  mirtliful  mood, 
May  make  us  hypocrites,  but  feldom  good. 
And  what  avails  that  fcas  confefs  their  bounds. 
If  fubtlcr  infcdsfip  the  Belgian  mounds? 
Though  no  wing'd  mifchicf  cleave  the  mid-day 

fkies, 
Still  through  the  dark  the  baleful  venom  flies. 
Still  virtue  feels  a  fure  though  ling'ring  fate, 
And,  ftabb'd  in  fccrct,  b!;cd5  th'  upg^r.irdcd  ft?.tf. 
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Befides,  in  men  have  varying  pafTions  made 
Such  nice  confufions,  blending  light  with  fliade, 
That  eager  zeal  to  laugh  the  vice  away 
May  hurt  feme  virtue's  intermingling  ray. 
Mens  faults,  like   Martin's  *  broider'd  coat,  de- 
mand 
The  niceft  touches  of  the  fteadiefl:  hand. 
Some  yield  with  eafe,   while   fome  their  polls 

maintain ; 
And  parts  defeftive  will  at  laft  remain.       ("bend  ; 
There,    where  they  beft  fucceed,    your   labours 
Nor  render  ufelcfs,  what  you  flrive  to  mend. 

The  youthful  Curio  blulh'd  whene'er  he  fpoke, 
His  ill-tim'd  modefty  the  general  joke  ;  [dure — 
Sneer'd  by  his  friends,  nor  could  that  fneer  eu- 
Behold,  fad  inftance  of  their  Ikill  to  cure  !  [fore. 
The  confcious  blood,  which  fir'd  his  cheek  be- 
Now  leaves  his  bofom  cool,  and  warns  no  more. 

But  affeiftation — there,  we  all  co:  fefs, 
Strong  are  the  motives,  and  the  danger  lefs. 
Sure  we  may  fmile  where  fools  thcmfelves  have 

made, 
As  balk'd  fpecftators  of  a  farce  ill  play'd, 
And  laugh,  if  fatire's  breath  fhoukl  rudely  raife 
The  painted  plumes  which  vanity  difplays. 

O  fruitful  fource  of  everlafting  muth  ! 
For  fools,  like  apes,  are  mimics  IVoin  their  birth. 
By  fafhion  govern'd,  nature  each  negieiSs, 
And  barters  graces  for  admir'd  defcdls. 
The  artful  hypocrites,  wlio  virtue  wear, 
Confefs,  at  leatt,  the  facred  form  is  fair; 
And  apes  of  fciencc  equally  allow 
The  fcholar's  title  to  the  laurell'd  brow  ; 
But  what  have  ihofe  'gaiuft  fatire's  lifli  to  plead, 
Who  court  with  zeal  wliac  oihers  fly  with  dread? 
Affedl  ev'n  vice  !  poor  folly's  laft  excels. 
As  Pitfls  miftook  deformity  for  drels,       [charms, 
And   fmear'd   with    In   nuicli   art  thtir  hideous 
That  the  grim  beauty  fcar'd  you  from  her  arms. 

Too  oft  thefe  follies  f  bafk  in  virtue's  fliiue, 
The  wild  luxuriance  of  a  foil  too  line. 
Yet  oh,  reprefs  them,  wherefoe'cr  they  rife— > 
But  how  perform  it  ? — there  the  danger  lies. 
Short  are  the  leiTons  taught  in  nature's  fehool, 
Here  each  peculiar  alks  a  fep'rate  rule. 
Nice  is  the  talk,  be  gen'ral  if  you  can. 
Or  ftrike  with  cautioji,  If  you  point  the  man  : 
And  think,  O  think,  the  caufe  by  all  affign'd 
To  raife  our  laughter,  makes  it  mofi  unkind  : 
For  though  from  nature  thefe  no  flrength  re- 
ceive. 
We  give  them  nature  when  we  bid  them  live. 
Like  Jove's  Minerva  fprings  the  gentle  train. 
The  genuine  offspring  of  each  teeming  brain  ; 
On  which,  like  tend'rel:  lires,  Vv'e  fondly  doat, 
Plan  future  fame  in  luxury  of  thought. 
And  fcarce  at  kit,  o'erpower'd  by  foes  or  friends, 
Torn  from  our  breafls,  the  dear  delufion  ends. 

Then  let  good-nature  every  charm  esert. 
And,  while  it  mends  it,  win  th'  enfolding  heart. 
Let  moral  mirth  a  face  of  triumph  wear. 
Yet  fmile  unconfcious  of  th'  extorted  tear. 
See,  with  what  grace  inftrudtive  fatire  flows,' 
Politely  keen,  in  Clio's  number'd  profe  ! 
That  great  example  (hould  our  zeal  excite, 
And  cenfors  learn  from  Addifon  to  write. 
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So,  in  our  age,  too  prone  to  fport  with  pain. 
Might  foft  huminity  refume  her  reign  ; 
Pride  without  rancour  feel  th'  objedted  fault. 
And  folly  blulh,  as  willing  to  be  taught ; 
Critics  g'rov»'  mild,  life's  witty  warfare  ceafc. 
And  true  good-nature  breathe  the  balm  of  peace. 

ON  NOBILITY. 

AN  EPISTLE  TO  THE  EARL  OF 

Poets,  rny  lord,  by  fome  unlucky  fate 

Condemn'd  to  flatter  the  too  ealy  great, 

Have  oft,  regardlefs  of  their  heav'n-born  flame, 

Enflirin'd  a  title,  and  ador'd  a  name; 

For  idol  deities  forfook  the  true, 

And  p-.iid  to  greatnefs  what  was  virtue's  due. 

Yet  hear,  at  leaft,  one  recreant  bard  roaintaui 
Their  incenfe  fruitlefs.  and  your  honours  vain: 
Teach  you  to  fcoru  th'  auxiliar  piops,  that  raife 
The  painted  produce  of  theie  fun-(hine  days; 
Froud  from  yourfelt,  like  India's  worm,  to  weave 
Th'  ennoblins^  tliiead,  which  fortune  cannot  give. 
Ill  two  fhort  precepts  your  whole  leflbn  lies; 
Would  you  be  great  ^^--be  virtuous,  and  be  wife. 

In  eiier  time,  e'er  heralds  yet  were  knovvn 
To  gild  the  vain  v,Mth  glories  not  their  own ; 
Or  infant  language  faw  fuch  terms  prevail, 
As  fefs  and  cbev'ron.  pale  and  contrepale ; 
'Twas  he  alone  the  fli3g5;y  fpoils  might  wear, 
Whofe  ftrength  fubdu'd  the  lion,  or  the  bear; 
For  him  the  rofy  fpring  with  fmiles  beheld 
Her  honours  llript  from  every  grove  and  field  ; 
For  him  the  rullic  quires  with  fongs  advance  ;• 
For  him  the  virgins  form  the  annual  dance. 
Born  to  protect,  like  gods  they  bail  the  brave  j 
And  fure  'twas  godlike,  to  be  born  to  fave  I 

In  Turkey  ftill  thefe  fimole  manners  reign, 
Though  Pharamond  has  liv'd,  and  Charlemagne  ; 
The  cottage  hind  may  there  admitted  rife 
A  chief,  or  ftatefman,  as  his  talent  lies ; 
And  all,  but  Othman's  race,  the  only  proud, 
Fail  with  their  fires,  and  mingle  with  the  crowd»- 

Politer  courts,  ingenious  to  extend 
Th.e  father's  virtues,  bid  his  pomps  defcend  ; 
Chiefs  premature  wit'n  fuafive  wreaths  adorn. 
And  force  to  glory  heroes  yet  imborn, 
*Plac'd  like  Hamilcar's  Ion,  their  path's  confin'd. 
Forward  they  muft,  for  monfters  prels  belund  ; 
1\ Ion fters  more  dire  than  Spain's,  or  Barca's  fnakes, 
If  fame  they  grafp  not,  infamy  o'ertakes. 
'T.s  the  fame  virtue's  vigorous,  juft  effort 
Muft  grace  alike  St.  James's  or  the  Porte ; 
Alike,  my  lord,  mull  Turk,  or  BritiOi  peer, 
Be  to  his  king,  and  to  his  country  dear; 
Alike  mull  either  honour's  cauie  maintain. 
You  to  preferve  a  fame,  and  they  to  gain. 

*  Ibi  fama  eft,  in  quiete  njifum  ah  co  yavenerrt 
divitid  fpecie,  qui  fe  ub  Jove  dicerct  ducem  in  Ita- 
lia m  Ajinibali  mijTum.  Proinde  fequeretur,  tieqjtc 
iifquLun  a  fe  dtflecierct  oculas.  Favidum  prima, 
jiiifquam  refpicieutem,  We. — Tandem, — temperate 
ocuUs  nequivijfe  :  turn  mdiffe  pojl  fe  farpentem 
mild  magnitiidiite  cum  ingenti  arbornin  ac njirgul-' 
tornmjlrageferri,  b'f.     Liv.  lib.  xxi.  c.  22. 
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For  birtih   ■■■•  precarious  were  that  boafteJ  gem, 
Though  worth  fiow'd  copious  in  the  vital  ftream ! 
(Of  which  a  fad  reverfe  hiftorians  prearh, 
And  lage  experience  proves  the  truths  they  teach.) 
For  fay,  ye  great,  who  boaft  another's  fears. 
And,  like  Bufiris,  end  among  the  ftars, 
What  is  this  boon  of  heav'n  ?  dependent  ftill 
On  woman's  weaknefs,  and  on  woman's  will. 
Might  not,  in  Pagan  days,  and  open  air. 
Some  wand'ring  Jove  furpnfe  th'  unguarded  fair? 
And  did  your  gentle  grandames  always  prove 
Stem  rebels  to  the  charms  of  lawlefs  love  ? 
And  never  pity'd,  at  fomc  tender  time, 
*  A  dying  Damian,  with'ring  in  his  prime? 
Or,  more  politely  to  their  vows  untrue, 
Lov'd,  and  elop'd,  as  modern  ladies  do  ? 

But  grant  them  virtuous,  were  they  all  of  birth  ? 
Did  never  nobles  mix  with  vulgar  earth, 
And  city  maids  to  envy'd  heights  tranilate, 
Subdu'd  by  paffion,  and  decay'd  eltate  ? 
Or,  figh,  Itill  humbler,  to  the  paffing  gales 
By  turf-built  cots  in  daify-painted  vales  ? 
Who  does  not,  Pamela,  thy  fuff 'rings  feel  ? 
Who  has  not  wept  at  beauteous  Gnfel's  wheeJ  ? 
f  And  each  fair  marchionefs,  that  Gallia  pours 
(Exotic  forrovvs)  to  Britannia's  Ihores? 

Then  blame  us  not,  if  backward  to  comply 
With  your  demands :  we  fear  a  forgery. 
Ih  fpite  of  patents,  and  of  kings  decrees, 
And  blooming  coronets  on  parchment-trees, 
Your  proofs  are  gone,  your  very  claims  are  loft, 
But  by  the  manners  of  that  race  you  boaft, 
O  if  true  virtue  fires  their  gen'rous  blood. 
The  feel  for  fame,  the  pant  for  public  good, 
The  kind  concern  for  innocence  diftrell. 
The  Titus'  wifli  to  make  a  people  bleft. 
At  every  deed  we  fee  their  father's  tomb 
Shoot  forth  new  laurels  in  eternal  bloom; 
We  hear  the  rattling  car,  the  neighing  fteeds, 
A  Poidliers  thunders,  and  a  Creffy  bleeds  1 
Titles  and  birth,  like  di'monds  from  the  mine, 
Muft  by  your  worth  be  polifli'd  e'er  they  Ihine  ; 
Thtnce  drink  new  lultre,  there  unite  their  rays. 
And  ftream  through  ages  one  urifully'd  blaze. 

But  what  avails  the  creft  with  flow'rets  crown'd, 
The  mother  virtuous,  or  the  fires  renown'd. 
If,  from  the  breathing  walls,  thofe  fires  behold 
The  midnight  gamelfer  trembling  for  his  gold: 
And  fee  thofe  hours,   when   lleep  their  toils  re- 
paiv'd,  [guard,) 

(Or,    if   they    wak'd,    they   wak'd    for    Britain's 
Now  on  kwd  loves  heflow'd,  or  drench'd  in  wine, 
Droun  and  embrute  the  particle  divine? 
How  mult  they  wifli,  with  many  a  figh,  unheard 
The  warmeft  pray'r  they  once  to  heav'n  prefer'd  ! 
When  not  content  with  fame  for  kingdoms  won, 
They  fought  an  added  hpon,  and  afk'd  a  fon; 
That  cloud  eternal  in  their  Iky  ferene. 
That  dull  dead  weight  that  drags  them  down  to 

men. 
And  fpeaks  as  plainly  as  the  mufe's  tongue, 
"  Frail  were  the  lires  from  whom  we  mortals 
fprung." 


Pope. 


See  Janizary  and  May  m  Chancer,  and  Mr. 
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Incenfe  to  fuchmaybreathe, but  breathesin  vain, 
The  dufky  vapour  but  obfcures  the  fane  : 
*Loretto's  lady  like,  fuch  patrons  bear 
The  fiatt'ring  ftains  of  many  a  live-long  year; 
While  but  to  fiiame  them  beams  ficflitious  day, 
And  their  own  filth  th'  eternal  lamps  betray. 
Tell  us  ye  names  preferv'd  from  Charles's  times 
In  dedication  profe,  heroic  rhymes; 
Would  ye  not  now,  with  equal  joy  refign 
(Though  taught  to  flow  inDryden's  ftrain  divine) 
The  awkard  virtues  never  meant  to  fit. 
The  alien  morals,  and  imputed  wit. 
Whole  very  praife  but  lends  a  fatal  breath 
To  fave  expiring  infamy  i'rotm  death  ? 
And  yet,  in  conqu'ring  vice  fmall  virtue  lies; 
The  weak  can  lliun  it,  and  the  vain  defpifc. 
'Tis  yours  my  lord,  to  form  a  nobler  aim, 
And  bu'ld  on  adlive  merit  endlefs  fame  ; 
Unlike  the  loit'ring,  ftill  forgotten  crowd, 
Who,  ev'n  at  beft  but  negatively  good,  [days, 

Through  floth's  dull  round  drag  out  a  length  of 
While  life's  dun  taper  gradually  decays ; 
And  numbers  fail,  and  numbers  rife  the  fame, 
Their  country's  burden,  and  their  nature's  fliame. 

What  though  in  youth,  while  fiatt'ring  hopes 
prefume 
On  health's  vain  flourifh  for  long  years  to  come, 
Thoughtlefs  and  gay,  a  mad  good-nature  draws 
From   followers    flatt'ry,   and   from   crowds    ap- 

plaufe  ; 
Nay  from  the  wife,  by  fome  capricious  whim, 
Should,  mix'd  with  pity,  force  a  faint  efteem : 
Yet  will  in  age  that  fyren  charm  prevail. 
When  cares  grow  peevifli,  and  when  fpirits  fail; 
Or  muft,  defpis'd,  each  fool  of  fortune  figh 
O'er  years  mifpent  with  retrofpeCTive  eye. 
Till  pomp's  laft  honours  load  the  pageant  bier. 
And  much  folemnity  without  a  tear? 

Tis  yours  with  judgment  nobly  to  beftow, 
'.  nd  treafure  joys  the  bounteous  only  know. 
See,  fav'd  from  floth  by  yau,  wiih  venial  pride, 
Laborious  health  the  ftubborn  glebe  divide  ; 
InltrucTled  want  her  folded  arms  unbend. 
And  fmiling  induftry  the  loom  attend. 
Yours  too  the  talk  to  fpread  indulgent  eafe. 
Steal  cares  from  wrinkled  age,  difarm  difeale; 
Infulted  worth  from  proud  oppreflion  fcreen. 
And  give  negleffted  fcience  where  to  lean. 
Titles,  like  ftandard-flags,  exalted  rife. 
To  tell  the  wretched  where  proteclrion  lies; 
And  he  who  hears  unmov'd  afllidtion's  claim, 
Deferts  his  duty,  and  denies  his  name. 

Nor  is't  enough,  though  to  no  bounds  confin'd, 
Your  cares  inftrutil:,  or  bounties  blefs  mankind. 
'Tis  yours,  my  lord,  with  various  flsill  to  trace. 
By  hiftory's  clue,  the  ftatefman's  fiibtle  maze  ; 
Obferva  the  fprings  that  mov'd  each  nice  machine, 
Not  laid  too  open,  and  not  drawn  too  thin  ; 
From  Grecian  mines  bring  fterling  treafiires  home. 
And  grace  your  Britain  with  the  fpoils  of  Rome  ; 
But  chief  that  Britain's  gradual  rife  beholj. 
The  changing  world's  reverfe,  from  lead  to  gold  : 
Happy  at  laft,  through  ftorms  in  freedom's  c^ufe, 
Through  fierce  prerogative,  and  trampled  laws. 


*  See  Dr.  Middletoit's  Letter  from  Rome,  (^•\th 
edit.  Q^wjo')  page  155. 
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To  MenH  fuch  feeming  in'cnnliilent  tliinj:<:, 
As  ftrength  with  eafe,  and  Kberty  with  kinjs. 
Know  too,    where  Europe's  wav'ring   fates   de- 

per.d, 
What  ftates  can  injure,  and  what  frates  defend. 
Their  ftrength,  their  arts, their  policies  your  own — 
'And  then,  like  Pelham,  make  that  wifdom  known. 
Wake  ev'ry  latent  faculty  of  foul, 
Teach  from  your  iips  the  giowing  fenfe  to  roll, 
\Till  lift'ning  feiiati-s  blefo  the  kind  alarm, 
CoRvinc'd,  not  dazzled,  and  wiihjadgmentvvarm. 
■  Superior  talents,  on  the  great  beftow'd, 
•  Are  Heav'n's  peculiar  inftriimeiits  of  good  : 
Not  for  the  few,  who Jiave  them,  are  delign'd  : 
What  flows  from  heav'n  muft  flow  for   all  man- 
kind. 
Blufli  then,  ye  peers,  who,  niggards  of  your  llore. 
Brood  o'er  tlie  iliining  luap,  not  make  it  more  ; 
Or  V\'ilmot  l.ke,  at  feme  poor  fool's  expence, 
Squander  in  wit  llie  facred  funds  of  fenfo. 
Wdclom  alone  is  trut:  ambition's  aim, 
Wifdom  tlie  fource  of  virtue,  and  of  fame, 
Obtain'd  with  labour,  for  mankind  employ'd, 
And    then,    when    moft  you  Ihare    it,    belt    en- 
joy'd. 
See  !  on  yon  fea-girt  ifle  the  gcddefs  flands, 
And  calls  her  vot'rys  with  applauding  hands  ! 
They  pant,  they  drain,  they  gljw  through  climes 

unknown. 
With  added  ftrength,  and  fpirits  not  their  own. 
Hark  !  what  loud  fhouts  each  glad  arrival  hail  I 
JHow  full  fame's  fragrance  breathes  in  ev'ry  gale  ! 
How  tempting  nod  the  groves  for  ever  green  1 
7-"  But  tempL'fts  roar,  and  oceans  roll  !)et\vcon." — 
Yet  iee,  my  icrd,  your  friends  around  you  brave 
That  roaring  lempeft,  and  contending  wave. 

See lab'ring  through  the  billowy  tide  ! 

See impatient  for  the  adverfe  fide  ! 

0  much-lov'd  youths  1  to  Britain  juftly  dear, 
Her  fpring,  and  promife  of  a  fairer  year. 
Succefs  be  theirs,  w'.iate'er  their  hopes  engage. 
Worth  grace  thtir  youth,  and  lionours  crown  their 

age, 
And  ev'ry  warmeft  wifii  fincere,  and  free, 

My  foul  e'er  breathes,  O ,  for  thee  1 

Hard  is  your  ftated  taflt  by  all  allo^v'd. 
And  modern  greatnefs  rarely  biufts  the  cloud, 
Lnll'd  high  in  fortune's  lilken  lap,  you  feel 
No  fliocks,  nor  turns  of  her  uncertain  wheel : 
Amufements  dazzle,  weak  admirers  gaze, 
And  flatt'ry  fooths,  and  indolence  betrays. 
Yet  ftill,  my  ford,  on  happy  peers  attends 
That  nobleft  privilege,  to  choofe  their  friends; 
The  wife,  the  good  arc  theirs,  their  call  obey  ; 
If  pride  refufe  not,  fortune  points  the  way. 
Nor  great  your   toils,    on   wifdom's   feas,    com- 

par'd 
With  theirs  who  fliift  the  fail,  or  watch  the  card. 
For  you,  the  fages  every  depth  explore. 
For  you,  the  flaves  of  fcience  ply  the  oar ; 
And  nature's  genii  fly-with  fails  unfurl'd, 
The  Drake's  and  Raleigh's  of  the  mental  world. 

But  ftay — too  long  mere  Englifli  lays  detain 
Your  iight-vi-ing'd  tlioughts,  that  rove  beyond  the 

main : 
Nofancy'd  voyage  there  expedls  the  gale, 
No  allegoric  zephyr  fwelh  the  tail. 
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— Yet,  e'er  you  gn.  e'pr  Gallia's  pomp  invades 
The  milder trutli's  of  Granta's  peaceful  Ihades, 
This  verfe  at  leaft  be  yours,  and  boldly  tell. 
That  if  you  fall,  not  unadvis'd  you  fell ; 
But,  bleft  with  virtue  and  with  fenfe  adorn'd, 
A  willing  victim  of  the  fools  you  fcorn'd. 

A1>1-  HYiMN  TO  THE  NYiVlPH  OF  BRISTOL 
SPRING,  1751. 

"  flihc  atque  hinc  vafis   rupes,   geminique   mi- 

naiuur 
"  In  ccekim  fcopuli  ;  turn  fylvis  fcena  corufcis 
"  IDefuper,    horrenlique    atrum    Nemus  imminet 

umbra. 
*'  Intus  Aquie  drtlces,  vivoque  fedilia  faxo 
"  N  YMFHARUM  domus!" —  VlRG. 

Nymph  of  the  fount  1  fioni  whofe  aufpicious  urn 
Flov.s  health,  flows  ftrength,  and  beauty's  rofeate 

bioom, 
Wl,ich  warms  the  virgin's  cheek,  thy  gifts  I  fingl 
Wlieiher  inclining  from  thy  rocky  couclr 
Tliou  hear'ft  attentive,  or  with  fifter-nymphs 
F:ift  by  Sabina's  iioa-rfe-rcfounding  ftreani, 
Thou  riili'lt  frefii  flowers,  regardkfs  of  my  fong. 

Avonia,    hear'il    thou,    from    the    neighb'ring 
ftream 
So  cali'd  ;  or  Briftoduna  ;  or  the  found 
Well  known,  *  Vincentia  ?  Sithence  from  thy  rock 
The  hermit  pour'd  his  orifons  of  old. 
And,  dying,  to  thy  fount  bcqueath'd  his  name. 

Whatever  thy  title,  thee  the  azure  god 
Of  ocean  erfl  beheld,  and  to  the  fliore 
Faft  flew  his  pearly  car;  th'  obfequious  winds 
Dropp'd  their  light  pinions,  and  no  founds  were 

heard 
In  earth,  air,  fea,  but  murmuring  fighs  of  lore. 
He  left  thee  then  ;   yet  not  penurious,  left 
Without  a  boon  the  violated  maid  ; 
Bur,  grateful  to  thy  worth,  with  bounteous  hand 
Gave  tiicc  to  pour  the  falutary  rill. 
And  pay  this  pirecious  tribute  to  the  main, 
f  And  ftill  he  vifits,  faithful  to  his  flame. 
Thy  moift  abode,  and  each  returning  tide 
Mingles  his  wave  with  thine ;  hence  bracklfli  oft 
And  full,  we  lly  th'  adulterated  draught 
And  iVorn  the  profTer'd  bev'rage  ;  thoughtlefs  we. 
That  then  thy  )ia:ads  hymenseals  chaunt, 
And  rocks  re-eclu  to  the  tritun's  flieil.  [pay 

Love  warm'd  iby  breaft ;  to  love  thy  waters 
A  kind  regard  :  and  thence  the  pallid  maid 
\Vho  pines  in  fancy  for  foine  fav'rite  youth 
Drinks  in  new  luftre,  and  witJi  furer  aim 
Darts  more  enliven'd  glances.     Thence  the  boy, 
Who  mourns  in  fecret  the  p<jlluted  charms 
Of  Lais  or  Corinna,  grateful  feels 
Health's  warm  return,  and  pants  for  purer  joys. 

*  The  fpring  at  Brijtol  is  ufually  called  Su 
Fincciit's  Well,  and  the  rocks  near  it  St.  Fin- 
cent's  Rocks,  on  a  fabulous  tradition  that  that  faint 
refuled  there, 

f  The  high  tides  in  the  Avon  generally  foul 
the  fpring  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  make  the  'wa- 
ters irnproter  to  be  drank  till  fame  hours  after- 
ivaiJ. 
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Nor  youth  alone  thy  powtr  indulgent  owns; 
.^ge  fliares  thy  bleffings,  and  the  tott'ring  frame 
By  thee  fupported  :  not,  Tithonus-like, 
To  linger  in  decay,  and  daily  feel 
A  death  in  every  pain  ;  fuch  cruel  aids, 
Unknown  to  nature,  art  alone  can  lend  : 
But,  taught  by  thee,  life's  latter  fruits  enjoy 
A  warmer  winter,  and  at  laft  fall  off, 
Shook  by  no  boift'rous,  or  untimely  blafts. 

But  why  on  (ingle  objects  dwells  my  fong  ? 
Wide  as  the  neighb'ring  Tons  of  commerce  waft 
Their  inexhaulted  iiores,  to  every  clime 
On  every  wind  up-borne  thy  triumphs  ffJread  ! 
Thee  the  glad  merchant  hails,  whom  choice  or 

fate 
Lead'-  to  lorae  diflant  home,  where  Sirius  reigns, 
And  the  blood  boils  with  many  a  fell  difeafe 
Which  Albion  knowi  not.    Thee  the  fable  wretch 
To  eafe  whofe  burning  entrails  fwells  in  vain 
The  citron's  dewy  moiflure,  thee  he  hails  ; 
And  oft  from  fome  fteep  clifF,  at  early  dawn. 
In  leas,  in  winds,  or  the  valt  void  of  heaven 
Thy  power  unknown  adores  ;  or  ranks,  perhaps, 
Amid  his  fabled  gods  Avonia's  name. 

Scar'd  at  thy  prefence  ftart  the  train  of  death, 
And  hide  their  whips  and  fcorpions.     Thee  con- 

fus'd 
Slow  Fefaris  creeps  from  ;  thee  the  meagre  fiend 
Confnrnp'ion  flies   and  checks  his  rattling  coughs. 
But  chief  the  dread  dtfeale,  whofe  wat'iy  pi.)w'r 
Curb'd  by  thy  wave  ref!:i;ingent,  knows  its  bounds, 
And  feels  a  firmer  barrier.     Ocean  thus 
Once  flow'd.  they  fay,  impetuous;    till  reftrain'd 
By  force  almighty,  ftreams  were  taught  to  flow 
In  narrower  channels,  and  once  more  relieve 
The  thirdy  hind,  andwalh  the  fruitful  vale. 
What  fhrieks,  what  groans,    torment  the    la- 
b'nn:i  air, 
And  pierce  th'  aftonifli'd  hearer?  ah,  behold 
Yon  agonizing  wretch,  that  pants  and  writhes, 
Rack'd  with  the  uone,  and  calls  on  thee  for  eafe  ! 
Ivor  calls  he  long  in  vain ;  the  balmly  draught 
Has  done  its  office,  and  relign'd  and  calm 
The  poor  pale  fufferer  finks  to  fweet  repofe. 
O  could  thy  lenient  wave  thus  charm  to  peace 
That  fiercer  liend  Ill-nature;    Argus-lil^, 
Whofe  eyes  fiill  open  watch  th'  unwaryfteps 
Which  tread  thy  margin,  and  whofe  fubtle  brain 
To  real  milthief  turns  ideal  ills  '. 
But  not  thy  ftream  nedVareous,  nor  the  fniiles 
Of  rofy  dimpied  innocenee,  can  chann 
That  monfter's   rage:    dark,   dark   as  midnight 

damps, 
And  ten  times  deadlier,  fleals  along  unfeen 
Her  blading  venom,  and  devours  at  once 
Frtir  virtue'sgrowth,  and  beauty's  blooming  fpring. 

But  turn  we  from  the  fight,  and  dive  beneath 
Thy  darkfome  caverns;  or  unwearied  climb 
Thy  tow'iing  fnountains,  fludious  to  explore 
The  latent  feeds  and  magaz  nesof  health. 

"  Ye   rocks  that  round  me  rile,  ye   pendant 
"woods 
High  waving  to  the  breeze,  ye  gliding  dreams 
That  ileal  in  filence  through  die  molly  clefts 
Unnumbff'd,  ttU  me  in  wh.tt  lecrct  vale 
Kygfia  (hur-s  tlieday  ?— O,  often  feen 
In  Itreams  poetic,  pour  thy  radiant  form 


j  Full  on  my  fight,  and  blefs  my  waking  fenfe  I-— 
But  not  to  me  fuch  vifions,  not  to  me  ; 
No  fon  of  Psean  I,  like  that  fweet  bard 
*  Who  fung  her  charms  profeft;  for  him,  whofe 

mule 
Now  builds  the  lofty  rhyme,  dVid  nobly  wild 
Crops  each  unfading  flower  from  Pitidar's  brow, 
To  form  frefh  garlands  for  the  naiad  train. 

Yet  will  I  view  her  ftill,  however  coy, 
In  dreams  poetic  ;  fee  her  tD  the  found 
Of  dulcet  fymphonies  harmonious  lead 
Her  fportive  fifter-graces,  Mirth  ferene. 
And  Peace,  fweet  inmate  of  the  fylvan  fliade. 

Thefe  are  thy  handmaid's,  goddefs  of  the  fount, 
And  thefe  thy  offspring.     Oft  have  I  beheld 
Their  airy  revels  on  the  verdant  fteep 
Of  Avon,  clear  as  fsncy's  eye  could  paint, 
What  time  the  dewy  (tar  of  eve  invites 
To  lonely  muling,  by  the  wave- worn  beach, 
Along  the  extended  mead.     Nor  lefs  intent 
Their  fairy  forms  I  view,  when  from  the  height 
Ot  Clifton,  tow'ring  mount,  th'  enraptur'd  eye 
Beholds  the  cultivated  profpecl  rife 
Hill  above  hill,  with  many  a  verdant  bound 
Of  hedge-row  chequer'd.  Now  on  painted  clouds 
Sportive  t^fey  roll,  or  down  yon  winding  ftream 
Give  their  light  mantles  to  the  wafting  wind. 
And  join  the  fea-green  fifters  of  the  flood. 

Hapjjy  the  man  whom  thefe  amufive  walks, 
Thefe  waking  dreams  delight  1  no  cares  nioleft 
His  vacant  bofom  :  Solitude  itfelf 
But  opens  to  his  keener  view  new  worlds, 
Worlds  of  his  own  :  from  every  genuine  fcene 
Of  nature's  varying  hand  his  aeftive  mind 
Takes  fire  at  once,  and  his  full  foul  o'erflows 
With  Heaven's  own  bounteous  joy ;  he  too  cre- 
ates, 
And  with  new  beings  peoples  earth  and  air. 
And  ocean's  deep  domain.     The  bards  of  old. 
The  godlike  Grecian  bards,  from  fuch  fair  founts 
Drank  infpiration.     Hence  on  airy  clifts 
Light  fatyrs  danc'd,  along  the  woodland  fliade 
Pan's  rayftic  pipe  refounded,  and  each  rill 
Confefs'd  its  tutelary  power,  like  thine. 

But  not  like  thine,  bright  deity,  their  urns 
Pour'd    health's   rare   treafures;    on  their  gralTy 

fides 
The  panting  fwaiii  reclin'd  with  his  tir'd  flock 
At  fultry  noontide,  or  at  evening  led 
His  unyok'd  heifers  to  the  common  ftream.  , 

Yet  fome  there  have  been,  and  there  are,  like; 
thee 
Frofufe  of  liquid  balm  ;  from  the  fair  train  ' 

t  Of  eideft  Tadmor,  where  the  fapient  king 
For  the  faint  traveller,  and  difeas'd,  confin'd 
To  faulutary  baths  the  fugitive  ftream.  ] 

And  ftill,  though  now  perhaps  their  power  un-i 
known. 


*  Dr.  Armjlrong,  author  of  that  elegant  didar- 
tic  poem,  called,  "  The  Art  of  prefer-jing  Health." 

f  Alluding  to  a  maniifcrlpt  poem  of  Dr^  Akcri' 
fide^s,  (JtJice  puhlified)  nxiritttn  in  the  fpirit  and 
manner  of  the  ancients,  called,  "  An  Hymn  to  thr. 
IVatcr  Nymphs.''' 

\  Tadrfr  in  the  ivilderuefs,  built  by  kini  Si- 
lomoK,  celebrated  for  its  baths. 


P    o 

yn'fon^£;ht.  the  folitary  waters  creep 
\miil  *  Palmyra's  ruins,   and  bewail 
fo  rocks,  and  defc-rt  caves,  the  mighty  lofs 
)f  tu'o  imperial  cities  I  fo  may  fink 
(Ton  cloud-envelop'd  towers;  and  times  to  come 
nquire  where  Avon  flow'd,  and  the  proud  mart 
)f  Briltol  role.     Nay,  Severn's  felf  may  fail, 
.Vith  all  that  wade  of  waters  :  and  the  Twain 
'roni  the  tall  fummit  (whence  we  now  furvey 
rhe  anchoring;  bark,  and  fee  with  every  tide 
'afs  and  repafs  the  wealth  of  either  world) 
Jay  hail  the  fofter  fcene  where  groves  afpire, 
Ind  bofo.n'd  villages,  and  ;^olden  fields 
Jnite  the  Cambrian  to  the  Eiiglilh  fhore. 
Vhy  lliould  I  mention  manv  a  fabled  fount 
ly  bards  recorded,  or  hillorians  old  ; 
Vhetherthey  water'd  Afia's  fertile  plains 
H'ith  foft  f  Callirhroe  ;  or  to  letter'd  Greece 
)r  warlike  Latiuai  lent  their  kindly  aid  ? 
for  ye  of  modern  fame-   whofe  riils  defcend 
rem  Alps  and  Appennines,  or  grateful  lave 
Jerinnni  I's  harafs'd  realms,  expe^l  my  verfe 
hould  chant  your  praife,  and  dwell  on   foreign 

themes ; 
/hen  chief  o'er  Albion  have  the  healing  powers 
led  wide  their  influence  :  froLii  a  thoufand  rocks 
health  gullies,  through  a  thoufand  vales  it  flows 
jontaneous.     Scarce  canlu\ury  produce 
[ore  paledifeales  than  her  ftreams  relieve. 
Witnef-.,  Avonia,  the  unnumber'd  tongues 
'hich  hail  thy  \  fifter's  name  !  on  the  fame  banks 
our  fountains  rife,  to  the  fame  Itream  they  flow. 
■e  in  what  myriads  to  her  wat'ry  flirine 
he  various  votaries  prefs!   they  drink,  they  live  ! 
ot  more  exulting  crowds  in  the  full  height 
If  Roman  luxury  proud  Baice  knew; 
j-ej  Mufa's  fatal  Ikill,  fatal  to  Rome, 
sfam'd  the  tepid  wave.   Nor  ||  round  thy  fliades, 
itumnus,  more  recording  trophie'^  hang. 

*  Palmyra  is  generally  alhived  to  have  flood 
Hbe  fame  fpot  of  ground  as  Tadmor.  See  the  U- 
verjal  Hijiory,  'vol.  ii.  oil.  edit,  luhere  there  is  a 
\int  reprefenting  the  ruins  of  that  city. 
jt  A  fjunta'ni  in  Judea  leyo?id  Jordan,  ivhicb 
ipties  ifflf  i?ito  the  lake  Afphaltes.  Its  iva- 
rs  ivere  not  only  medicinal,  but  remarkalJy  foft 
ui  agreeable  to  the  tafle.  Herod  the  Great  made 
'  of  them  i?i  his  lafl  dreadful  di/iemper.     Jofe- 

U!>,  1  xvii.  c.  8.  \  Bath, 

l^  Antonius  Mufa,  phyjician  to  Augnjlus  Cisfar., 
\cis  the  fir fl  who  brought  cold  bathing  into  great 
\t>ute  at  Rome.  But  the  fame  prefcription  ivhith 
\dfaved  Aiigifus,  unhappily  killed  Marceli  ns . 
^imce  dtfcrihes  the  inhabitants  of  Ba'ite  as  very 

eafy  at  this  new  method  of  proceeding  in  phyfic. 

— "  ATihi  Balas 
Mufa  fuperracuss  Antonius,  et  tamen  illls 
,M-facit  nvifum  gelida  dum  perluor  unda 
Per  medium  frigus.     Sane  myrUta  rdinqui 
Liflaque  ceflantem  ncrvis  elidere  morbum 
\^ufui a  ccntemni  V'cits  getnit ;    invi.lns  .sgris 
Qui  caput  aut  ftomachum  fupponere,  foiUibus 
"  audent,"  &c. 

■  jj  See  a  beautiful  defer ipt ion  of  the  foiirce  of 
i^J  river  in  Pliny  s  EpifiUs,  Ep.  §.  B.  viii.  where 

S      .  ■ 
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O  for  a  Shakfpeare's  pencil,  while  Itrac^ 
In  nature's  breathing  paint,  the  dreary  wafte 
Of  Buxton,  dropping  with  inceffini  rains 
Cold  and  ung^nial ,   or  its  fweet  reverie 
Knchanting  Matlock,  from  whofe  rockslike  thine 
Romantic  foliage  hangs    and  rills  defcend. 
And  echoes  murmur.     Derwent,  as  he  pours 
Ills  oft  obftrucled  ftreara  down  roiigh  cafcades 
And  bryUen  precipices,  views  with  awe. 
With  rapture;  the  fair  ('c£ne  his  waters  form. 

Kor  yet  has  nature  to  one  fpot  confin'd 
Her  frugal  bleffings.      Many  a  difTereut  lite 
And  dillerenc  air,  to  fuit  man's  varying  frame 
The  fame  relief  extends.    Thus  Cheltenham  fink? 
Rural  and  calm  amid  the  flowery  vale,  [lifts 

Pleas'd    with  its  palforal  fcenes ;  while  Scar bro" 
Its  towering  fummits  to  th'  alpiring  clouds, 
Atid  fees  th'  unbounded  ocean  roll  beneath. 

Avonia  frowns  !   and  jultly  may'il  thou  frown 

0  goddelV-,  on  the  ba-d,  th'  injurious  bard, 
Who  leaves  thy  pirtur'o  fcenes,  and  idly  roves 
For  foreign  beauty  to  adorn  his  long. 

Thine  is  all  beauty  ;  every  fite  is  thine. 

Thine  the  fweet  vale,  and  verdure-crowned  mcaJ 

Slow  rifing   from   the   plain,  which  Chclteithain, 

boafts. 
Thine  Scarbro's  cli.^ts ;  and  thins  the  ruffet  heaths 
Of  fundy  Tanbridge  ;   o'er  thy  Ipacious  downs' 
Stray  wide  the  nibbling  flocks;  the  hunter  train 
May  range  thy  forelis  ,   and  the  mufe-led  youth, 
Who  loves  the  devious  walk,  and  Ample  Ic'-ne, 
May  in  thy  Kingfwood  view  the  fcatrer'd  cats 
And  the  green  wilds  of  Dulwich.     Does  t.-j  fun, 
Docs  the  free  air  delight?  lo  !  Clifton  flands 
Courted  by  every  breeze;   and  evi  ry  fu;i 
rhere  flieds  a  kinder  ray  :   whether  he  rides 
In  fouthern  fkies  fublime,  or  mildly  p.-mrs 
O'er  Briitol's  red'ning  towers  his  orieni  bt'ain, 
Or  gilds  at  eve  the  llirub-clad  rocks  of  Ley. 
Beneath  thy  mountains  open  to  the  fouih 
Pale  ficknefs  fits,  and  drinks  th'  enlivening  day; 
Nor  fears  the  innumerable  pangs  which  pierce     • 
In  keener  aiiguifli  from  the  north,  or  load 
The  dufky  pinions  of  the  peevifli  ealf. 
Secure  flie  fits,  and  from  thy  facrcd  urn 
Implores,  and  finds  relief.      The  flacken'd  nervei 
Refume  their  wonted  tone,  of  every  wind 
And  every  feafon  patient,     jocund  health 
Blooms  on  the  cheek  ;  and  carelefs  youth  returns 
(As  fortune  wili?)  to  pleafure  or  to  toil. 

Yet  think  not,  goddefs,  that  the  mule  afcribel 
To  thee  unfailing  rtrength,  of  force  to  wreft 
Th'  uplifted  bolts  of  fp.te  ;  to  Jove  alone 
Belongs  that  high  pre-eminence.     Full  oft, 

1  his  feeling  heart  can  witnefs,  have  I  heard 
Along  thy  Ihore  the  piercing  cries  refound 
Of  widows  and  cf  orphans.     Ofi  beheld 
The  folemn  funeral  pomp,  and  decent  ritesj 
Which  human  vanity  receives  and  pays 
When  dull  returns  to  dud      Where  nature  fails, 
There  too  thy  power  m-.iil  fail ;   or  only  lend 

A  momentary  aid  to  foften  pain, 

he  mentions  it  as  a  cu/lom  for  pcrfons  to  leave  in- 
fcriptions,  Uc  as  tefimonies  of  their  being  cured 
there  ;  fometbing  in  the  manner  of  ike  crutches  at 
Beth, 
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And  from  the  king  of  terrors  fteal  Ijis  t'rown. 

Nor  yet  for  waters  culy  art  thou  fam'J, 
Avonia;  deep  within  thycavern'd  rocks 
Do  diamonds  lurk,  which  mimic  thofe  of  Ind. 
Some  to  the  curious  fcarcher's  eye  betray 
Their  varying  hues  arnid  the  moffy  clefts 
Faint  glimmering  ;  others  in  the  foltd  ftone 
Lie  quite  obfcurM,  and  wait  the  patient  hand 
Of  art,  or  quick  explofion's  fiercer  breath, 
To  wake  their  latent  glories  into  day. 
With  thefe  the  Britifh  f-.ir,  ere  traffic's  power 
Had  made  the  wealth  of  other  worlds  our  own, 
Would  deck  their  auburn  treffes,  or  confine 
Thefnowy  roundnefs  of  their  polilh'd  arm. 
With  thefe  the  little  tyrants  of  the  ifle, 
Monarchs  of  counties,  or  of  claj-built  towns 
Sole  potentates,  would  bind  their  haughty  bvows. 
And  awe  the  gazing  crowd.     Say,  goddefs,  fay, 
Shall,  ftudiousof  thy  praife,  the  miife  declare 
When  firft  their  luftre  rofe,  and  what  kind  power 
Unveil'd  their  hidden  charms  ?  'I'he  mufe  alone 
Can  call  back  time,  and  from  oblivion  lave 
The  once-known  tale,  of  which  tiadition's  felf 
Has  loft  the  fainteft  memory.     'Twas  ere 
The  titles  oroud  of  knight  or  baron  bold 
Were  known  in  Albion;  long  ere  Ca^far's  arms 
Hnd  ti  ied  its  proweff,  and  bf  en  taught  to  yield. 
Wei' ward  a  mile  from  yon  afpiring  fnrubs   [thorns 
"V^bich  front  thy  hallow'd  fount,  and  fliagg  with 
The  adverfe  fule  of  Avon,  dwelt  a  fwain. 
One  only  daughter  blefs'd  his  nuptial  bed. 
Fair  was  the  maid  ;   but  wherefore  faid  1  fair  ? 
For  inany  a  maid  is  fair,  but  Leya's  form 
Was  beauty's  felf,  where  each  united  charm 
Ennobled  each,  and  added  grace  to  all. 
Yet  cold  as  mountain  Inows  her  tim'rous  heart 
Reiedls  the  voice  of  love.     In  vain  the  fire 
With  prayers,  with  mingled  tears,  demanded  olt 
The  name  of  grandfire,  and  a  prattling  race 
To  cheer  his  drooping  age.     In  vain  the  youths 
To  Leya's  fav'rite  name  in  every  dale 
Atcun'd  thf  ir  uillic  pipes,  to  Leya's  ear 
Mufic  -u'as  difcord  vvlicn  u  talk'd  of  love. 
And  Ihall  fuch  beauty,  and  fuch  pewer  to  blefs, 
Sink  ufelefsto  the  grave  !   forbid  it,  love  1 
Forbid  it,  vanity  1  ye  mighty  two 
Wild  fliare  the  female  breaft !  the  lafl:  prevail?. 
•'  Whatever  youth  fliall  bring  the  noblcic  pnze 
"  May  claim   her  conquer'd   heart."     The  day 

was  lix'd. 
And  forth  from  villages,  and  turf-built  cots, 
In  crowds  the  fuitors  came :  from  Afliton's  vale, 
Fiom  Pil,  from  Porfhut,    and  the  town   whofc 

tower 
Now  (lands  a  fea-mark  to  the  pilots  ken. 
Nor  were  there  wanting  Clifton's  lovc-fick  fons 
To   fyvell   th'    cnamour'd    train.      But   molt    in 

tliought 
Yielded  to  Cadvval'sheir,  proud  lord  of  Stoke  ; 
Whofe  wide  dominions  fpread  o'er  velvet  lawns 
And  gently-fwtlling  lulls,  and  tufted  groves, 
Full  many  a  mile.    For  there,  ev'ii  then,  the  fcene 
We  now  behold  to  fuch  pcrfeftion  wrouoljt, 
Charm'd  with  iintutor'd  wiidr,eis,  and  but  afk'd 
A  maltcr's  hand  to  tame  it  into  grace. 

Againft  fuch  rivals,  prodigal  of  wealth, 
To  veual  beauty  oft  'ring  all  their  ftmes, 


W.   WHITEHEAD. 

Wliat  arts  fliall  Thenot  ufe,  who  long  has  lov'd, 
AnJ  long,  too  long  defpajr'd  ?  Amid  thy  rocks 
Kightly  he  wanders,  to  the  filent  moon 
And  ftarry  holt  of  heaven  he  tells  his  pain. 
But  chief  to  thee,  to  thee  his  fond  complaints 
At  morn,  at  eve,  and  in  the  midnight  hour 
Frequent  he  pours.     No  wealth  paternal  blefs'd 
His  humbler  birth  :  no  fields  of  waving  gold 
Or  flowering  orchards,  no  wide  wandering  herds 
Or  bleating  firfllmgs  of  the  flock  were  his, 
To  tempt  the  wary  maid.     Yet  could  his  pipe 
Make  echoes  liden,  and  his  flowing  tongue 
Could  chant  foft  ditties  in  fo  fweet  a  {train, 
They  charm'd  with  native  mulic  all  but  her. 

Oit  had'it  thou  heard  him,  goddefs ;  oft  refolv'j 
To  Aiccour  his  diflrefs.  When  now  the  diiv, 
The  fatal  day  drew  near,  and  love's  laft  hope  j 
Hung  on  a  few  fliort  moments.  Ocean's  god 
Was  with  thee,  and  ohferv'd  thy  anxious  thougli 
''  And  what,''  he  cry'd,  "  can  make  Avonia's  fa^ 
Wear  aught  but  fmiles  ?  what  jealous  doubts  pe 

piex 

My  fair,  my  belt  belov'd  ?''  "  No  jealous  doubti 
Thou  anlwered'll  miid,  and  on  his  breaft  reclin 
Thy  blufhing  cheek,  perplex  Avonia's  breaft  ; 
A  cruel  f?.ir  one  flies  the  voice  of  love, 
And  gifts  alone  can  win  her.     Mighty  power, 
O  bid  thy  tritons  ranfack  ocean's  wealth, 
The  coral's  living  branch,  the  lucid  pearl, 
And  every  (hell  where  miuglmg  lights  and  fliad 
Play  happieft.     O,  if  ever  to  thy  breaft 
My  artful  coynefs  gave  a  moment's  pain. 
Learn  from  that  pain  to  pity  thofe  that  love." 
The  god  return'd  ;   "  Can  his  Avonia  afii 
What  Ne!;tune  would  refufe?  beauty  like  thiti' 
Might  tafii  his  utnioft  labours.     But  behold 
How    ne-edlefs  now    his    treafures  ?    what   th 

feek'ft 
Is  near  thee  ;  in  the  bofom  of  thy  rocks 
Myriads  of  glittering  gems,  of  power  to  charm 
More  wary  eyes  than  Leya's,  lurk  unfeen.  [rai: 
From  thefe  feled:  thy  ftore."  He  fpakr,  a 
Tlie  mafly  trident ;  at  whofe  ftroke  the  womb 
Oi' earth  gave  up  its  treafures.  Ready  nymph* 
lleceiv'd  the  buriting  gems,  and  tritons  lent 
A  iiappier  polidi  to  th'  incrufted  ftone. 

Scarce  had   they  finifli'd,   when  the  plaint 
ihains  [prcacl 

Of  Thenot  reach'd   thy  ears.     "  Approach, 
TliS  trident-beaier  cried  ;   and  at  his  voice 
The  rocks  divided,  and  the  avve-ftruck  youth 
(Like  Ariftosus  through  the  parting  wave) 
Defcended  trembling.    But  what  words  can  pa 
His  joy,  his  rapture,  when,  furprifc  at  length' 
Yieidingto  love,  he  grafp'd  the  fated  gems,  [cri 
And    knew  their  wond'rous  import.     "  O.I 
iJifmifs  mc,  gracious  powers  ;  ere  this,  perh*p: 
Young  Cadwal  clafps  her  charms,  ere  this  ' 
wealth  [k'l 

Of  Madoc  has  prevail'd  !" — *'  Go,  youth, 
Snccefs  attends  thy  enterprife;  and  time 
Siiall  make  thee  wealthier  than  the  proudeft  fw 
Whole  rivahhip  thou  fear'ft  ;  go,  and  be  bleft. 
Yet  let  not  gratitude  be  lolt  in  joy  ; 
But  when  thy  wide  poiTeffions  Ihall  extend 
Farm  beyond  farm,  remember  whence  thefW 
And  grace  thy  village  with  Avonia's  iiame." 
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How  fnail  the  blu.liin^  mufe  pmfue  the  tale 
oipartial,  and  record  th'  unDratefal  crime 
)f  Theaot  love-dtluded  ?   When  fiiccefs 
lid  ciowii'd  his  iierce  defires,  awhile  he  paid 
)ue   honours  at  thy  ihrinc,    and   ftrevv'd   with 

flowers 
afmin  and  rofe,  and  ir!5  many-hued, 
'he  rocky  margin.     Till  at  length,  intent 
)n  Loya's  charms  alone,  of  aught  befide 
]arele!s  he  grew  ;   and  fcarceiy  bow  his  hymns 
)f   praife    were    heard;    if    heard,   they  fondly 

mix'd 
lis  Leya's  praife  with  thine ;  or  only  feem'd 
rhe  dying  echoes  of  liis  former  ilrains. 
^or  did  he  (how  wilt  thoa  excufe,  O  love, ' 
rhy  traitor  1)  when  his  viide  polleffion^  fnread, 
'arm  beyond  farm,  remember  whence  they  rofe, 
)r  grace  his  village  with  Avonia'sname. 
lut  on  a  fellal  day,  amid  the  Hiauts 
if  echoing  lliepherds,  to  the  riling  town 
Be  Leya  iiam'd,''  he  cried  :   and  ftil!  unchang'J 
Indelible  difgrace  1)  *  the  name  remains. 

'T  was  then,  Avonia,  negligent  of  all 
iis  former  injuries,  thy  heav'nly  breaft 
■"elt  real  rage  ;   and  thrice  thy  arm  was  rais'd 
'or  fpeedy  vengeance  ;  thrice  the  azure  god 
leftrain'd  its  force,  or  ere  the  uplifted  rocks 
)efcending  had  o'erwhelm'd  the  fated  town, 
ind  thus  he  footh'd  thee,  "  Let  not  rage  tranf- 

port 
illy  injur'd  fair-one  ;  love  was  all  his  crime, 
It'lllUefs  love.     Yet  fure  revenge  awaits 
I"hy  utmoit  wiDies ;  never  (hall  his  town, 
Vhich,  had  tuy  title  grac'd  it,  had  afpir'd 
To  ihi  PTlt  naval  honours,  and  look'd  down 
.)nCurthage  and  the  ports  whicli  grace  my  own 
'ha:n'cia,  never  (hall  it  rife  beyoid 
fhat  humble  village  thou  behold'lt  it  now. 
[ind  loon  tranfported  to  the  Rritifli  coatl 
'rom  faitheft  India  veffels  Ihail  arrive 
'uU  fraught  with  gems,   myfelf  will  fpeed  the 

fai'ls, 
lUid  all  til'  imaginary  wealth  he  boafls 
hall  link  negledied :   ru'.Hcs  (liall  deride 
lis  diamond's  mimic  blaze.     Nor  thou  regret 
heir  perilh'd  fplendour  ;  on  a  firmer  bale 
I'hy  clory  refts  ;  rejedl  a  fpurious  praife, 
Vnd  to  thy  waters  only  trutt  for  fame." 

All.;  what  of  fame,  O  goddefs,  canft  thou  a(k 
beyond  thy  waters,  ever-fireaming  fource 
)f  health  to  thoafarjds  •  Myriads  yet  unborn 
hall  hail  thy  foft'ring  wave  :  perchance  to  thee 
hall  owe  their  firft  exiftence.     For,  if  fame 
lelate  not  fabling,- the  warm  genial  breath 
)f  nature,  wldch  calls  forth  tlie  burfting  forms 
Through  wide  creation,  and  with  various  lite 
•"ills  every  teeming  element,  amid 
•  hy  flreani  delighted  revels,  vi'ith  increafe 
ilefiing-  the  nuptial  bed.  Suppliant  to  thee 
l^he  penfive  matron  bends;  without  thy  aid 
"xpiring  families  had  afk'd  in  vain 
I'he  long'-expefted  heir ;  and  flates  perhaps, 
Vhich  now  Hand  foremoft  in  the  lifts  of  fame, 
lad  funk  unnerv'd,  inglorious,  the  vile  (laves 


I-ey,  or  Leigh,  a  /mail  milage  on  the  op- 
ofitefule  of  the  Avon. 
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Of  {loth,  and  couch'd  beneath  a  mafler's  frown. 
Had  not  thy  hreath  awak'd  Ibnij  chofeii  foul. 
Some  finer  sther,  fcarce  ally'd  to  clay, 
H^ro  to  a(5l,  or  poet  to  record. 

O  if  to  Albion,  to  my  native  land, 
OF  all  that  glorious,  ihac  mitnortal  train 
\V!i;ch  fwells  her  annals,  thy  prolific  flrcam 
K;'.',  given  one  bard,  one  hero;  may  nor  ftorm? 
Nor    earthquakes   fliake    thy  manfion ;    may  the 

Iwecp, 
The  filent  fvveep,  of  flow-devouring  time 
Steal  o'er  thy  rocks  unfelt,  arnl  only  bear 
To  future  worlds  thy  virtues,  and  thy  praife. 

Stili,  Hill,  Avonia,  o'er  thy  Albion  flied 
Benigncft  influence  ;  nor  to  her  alone 
Coiifine  thy  partial  boon.  The  lamp  of  day, 
God  of  tlie  lower  world,  was  meant  to  all 
A  common  parent.  Still  to  every  reahn 
Send  forth  thy  blefTings  ;  for  to  every  realm, 
S'.ich  its  peculiar  excellence,  thy  wave 
May  pafs  untainted  ;  feafons,  climates,  fpare 
Its  virtues, and  the  power  which  conquers  all, 
innate  corruption,  never  mixes  there. 

And  might  I  aflc  a  boon,  in  whifpers  afk 
Giv:  p. .rtial  favour;  Goddeis,  from  the  power 
Of  verfe,  and  arts  PKonian,  gracious  thou 
Enrreat  this  one.  Let  otlier  poets  fhare 
His  noify  honours,  rapid  let  tliem  roll 
As  neighb'ring  Severn,  while  the  voice  of  fame 
Rc-ecliocs  to  their  numbers :  but  let  mine 
My  humbler  weaker  verfe,  from  fcantier  rills 
DiiTiifing  wholefome  draughts,  unheard,  unfeen, 
Glide  gently  on,  and  imitate  thy  fpring. 

ON  FRIENDSHIP. 

"  L'Amitie,  qui  dans  le  monde  eft   a  peine  un 
fentiment,  eft  une  paftion  dnns  les  cloitres." 

Contes  JMoraux,  de  M.'iRMONTEL. 
Mt'cn  have  we  heard  the  peevifti  world  complain 

Of  friends  negleifted,  and  of  friends  foro-ot : 
Another's  frailties  blindly  we  arraign, 

And  blame,  as  partial  ills,  the  common  lot : 
For  what  isfriendfliip  ?— "Tis  the  I'acred  tie 

Of  fouls  unbodied,  and  of  love  refin'd  ; 
Beyond,  benevolence,  thy  focial  figh. 

Beyond  the  duties  graven  on  our  kind. 
And  ah  how  feldom,  in  this  vale  of  tears. 

This  frail  exiftencc,  by  ourfelves  debas'd. 
In  hopes  bewilder'd,  or  fubdued  by  fears, 

TJie  joys  unmix'd  of  mutual  good  we  tafte  ! 
Proclaim,  ye  reverend  fires,  v/hom  fate  has  fpar'd 

As  life's  example,  and  as  virtue's  teft, 
How  few,  how  very  few,  your  hearts  have  fliar'd, 

Kow  much  thofe  hearts  have  pardon'd  in  the 
beft. 
Vain  is  their  claim  whom  heedlefs  pleafure  joins 

In  bands'  of  riot,  or  in  leagues  of  vice  ; 
They  meet,  they  revel,  as  the  day  declines, 

But,  fpe6l;re-like,  they  fhudder  at  its  rife. 
For  'tis  not  friendlhip,  though  the  raptures  run, 

Ted  by  the  mad'ning  god,  through  every  vein  ; 
Like  the  warm  flower,  which  drinks  the  noon- 
tide fun, 

Their  bofoms  open  but  to  clofe  again. 
Yet  there  are  hours  of  mirth,  which  friendfliip 
loves,  [kind, 

When  prudence  fleeps,  and  wifdom  grows  more 
Sallies  of  fenfe,  which  reafon  fcarce  approves, 

When  all  unguarded  glows  the  naked  mind, 
3  M  iij 
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But  far  from  thofe  he  each  piofaner  eye 

With  glance  malignant  withering  fancy's  biooni ; 
Far  the  vile  ear,  where  whifpers  never  die ; 

far  the  rank  heart,  which  teems  with  ills  to 
come. 
Full  oft,  by  fortune  near  each  other  plac'd, 

I!I-luited  fouls,  nor  fludlousmuch  to  pleafe, 
Whole  fniitlefs  years  in  ;\wk\vard  union  v>Jafle, 
Till  chance  divides,  whom  chance  had  join'd, 
with  cafe, 
And  yet,  fliouid  either  oddly  foar  on  liigh, 

And  fhine  diftinguilh'd  in  fome  fphere  remov'd, 
The  friend  ohferves  him  with  a  jealous  eye, 

And  calls  ungrateful  whom  he  never  lov'd. 
But  leave  we  fuch  for  thofe  of  happier  clay 

On  whofe  emerging  fjars  the  graces  fmile, 
And  fearch  for  truth,  where  virtue's  facred  ray 

V/akes  the  glad  feed  in  friendfhip's  genuine  foil. 
In  youth's  fofi  feafon,  when  the  vacant  mind 

To  each  kind  impulfe  of  affeclion  yields, 
When  nature  charms,  and  love  of  human  kind 

With  its  own  brightnefs  every  objed:  gilds, 
Should  two  congenial  boibms  haply  meet, 

Or  on  the  banks  of  Canntrs,  hoary  fl:ream, 
Or  where  fmooth  ifis  glides  on  filver  feet, 

Nurfe  of  the  mufes  each,  and  each  their  theme, 
>  IIcAv  blithe  the  mutual  morning  talk  they  ply  ! 

How  fweet  the  faunt'iing    walk    at    clofe  of 
day  ! 
How  flea!,  fecluded  from  the  world's  brosd  eye, 

The  midnight  hours  infenfibly  away  ! 
While  glows  the  fociSl  bofoin  to  impart 

Each  young  idea  dawning  fcience  lends, 
Or  big  with  foriow  beats  th'  unprailis'd  heart 

For  fiiff'ring  virtue,  and  difaflrous  friends. 
Deep  in  the  volumes  of  the  mighty  dead 

They  {caii  on  joys  to  vulgar  minds  unknown; 
The  iiero's,  fage's,  patriot's  path  they  tread. 

Adore  each  worth,  and  make  it  half  their  own. 
Sublime  and  pure  as  Thebes  or  Sparta  taught 

Eternal  union  from  their  fouls  they  fwcar. 
Each  added  converfe  fwells  the  generous  thought. 

And  each  fnort  abfence  makes  it  more  finctre — 
— "   And  can. — (I  hear  fome  eager  voice  exclaim, 

Whofe  blifs  now  bloffoms,  and  whofe  hopes  beat 
.  high) 
Can  virtue's  bafis  fall  th'  incumbent  frame  ? 

And  may  fuch  friendfliips  ever  ever  die  ?" 
Ah,  gentle  youth,  they  may.     IVor  thou  complain 

If  chance  the  fad  experience  fhould  be  thine 
What  can  not  change  where  all  is  light  and  vain  ? 

— Afk  of  the  fates  who  twi(t  life's  varying  line. 
Arjibition,  vanity,  fu'penfe,  furmifc, 

On  the  wide  world's  tempeftuous  ocean  roll ; 
New  loves,  new  friendfuips,  new  defires  arife, 

New  joys  elate,  new  griefs  deprelii  the  I'ouJ. 
Some,  in  the  buftling  mart  of  bunntfs,  lol'e 

Th'-  (liL  An;ill  voice  retir^:ment  loves  to  hear; 
Some  at  the  noify  bar  enlarge  their  views. 

And  fomi-  in-fenatcs  court  a  people's  ear. 
While  others,  led  by  glory's  meteors,  run     \ 

To  diftant  wars  for  laurels  ilain'd  with  blood. 
Meanwhile  the  flream  of  time  glides  calmly  on, 

And  ends  its  fil 'Ut  courfe  i.i  Lethe's  flood. 
Unhappy  only  he  of  f;  ien.iihip's  train 

Who  never  knew  what  change  or  Kirtnne  meant, 
With  whom  th'  nic-s  uf  lus  y.raitli  remain 

Too  firmly  fix'd,  and  rob  htm  of  content. 
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Condemn'd  perhaps  to  fome  obfcrre  retrest. 

Where  pale  refl=(!il;;on  wears  a  fickly  bloom, 
Still  to  the  paft  he  turns  with  pilgrim  feet, 

And  gholfs  of  pleafure  haunt  him  to  his  tomb» 
O — but  I  will  not  name  you— ye  kind  few, 

With  whoni  the  morning  of  my  life  1  pafs'd. 
May  every  blifs,  your  generous  bofoms  knew 

In  earlier  days,  attend  you  to  the  laft. 
I  too,  alas,  am  ciiang'd. — And  yet  there  are 

Who  flill  with  partial  love  my  friendfhip  owQ, 
Forgive  the  frailties  which  they  could  net  ihare. 

Or  find  my  heart  unchang'd  to  them  alone. 
To  them  this  votive  tablet  of  the  rnufe 

Pleas'd  1  fufpend. — Nor  let  th'  unfeeling  mind 
From  thcfe  ioofe  hints  its  own  vile  ways  excule. 

Or  flart  a  thought  to  injure  human-kind, 
\^^ho  knows  not  friendfhip,  knows  not  blifs  ftncere 

Court  itj  ye  young;  ye  aged,  hind  it  faft  ; 
Earn  it,  ye  proud  ;  nor  think  the  purchafe  dear, 

'Whate'er  the  labour,  if  'tis  gain'd  at  lafl. 
Compar'd  with  all  th'  admiring  world  calls  great. 

Fame's  loudefl  blad,  ambition's  nobleft  ends, 
Ev'n  the  laft  pang  of  focial  life  is  fweet :  .' 

l"he  pang  which  parts  us  frcm    our   v/cepin| 
friends. 


THE  DOG: 


■A  SQUIRE  of  parts,  and  fome  conceit. 
Though  not  a  glaring  firll-rate  wit. 
Had  lately  taken  to  his  arms 
A  damfel  of  uncommon  charms. 
A  mutual  blifs  fheir  bol'oms  knew, 
The  hours  on  downy  pinions  flev,'. 
And  fcattei'd  rofes  as  they  pafs'd 
Emblem  of  joys  too  fweet  to  lail  I 
For  lo  !  th'  unequal  fates  divide 
Th'  enamour'd  I'wain,  and  beauteous  biide,, 
The  honey  moon  had  fcarcely  Vi'and, 
And  love  its  empire  fliil  maintaiit'd. 
When  forth  he  mull,  for  bufmefs  calls, 
— Adieu,  ye  fields,  ye  groves,  ye  v.'alls. 
That  in  your  hallow'd  bounds  contain 
My  fource  of  joy — my  fource  ol  pain  1 
It  murt  be  fo  ;  adieu,  my  dear._ 
They  kifs,  he  fighs,  Ihe  drops  a  tear. 
For  lovers  of  a  certain  caft 
Think  every  parting  i.s  the  laft. 
And  ftill  whine  out,  whene'er  they  fever. 
In  tragic  ftrain,  "  Farewell  forever!" 

Awhile,  in  melancholy  mood. 
He  flowly  pac'd  the  tirejome  road; 
For  "  every  road  mull  tirefome  prove 
'I'hat  bears  us  iar  from  her  we  love." 
I5ut  fun,  and  excrcife,  and  air, 
At  length  difpel  the  glooms  of  care.; 
They  vanifli  like  a  morning  dream. 
And  happinefs  is  now  the  theme. 
How  bleft  his  lot,  to  gain  at  laft, 
So  many  vain  relearches  paft, 
A  wife  fo  fuited  to  his  tafte, 
So  fair,  fo  gentle,  and  fo  chafte, 
A  tender  partner  for  lushed, 
A  pillow  for  his  aching  head. 
The  bofom  good  for  which  he  panted. 
In  fhort  the  very  thing  he  wanted. 
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A.iCi  then,  to  make  my  tilifs  complete, 
Ar.d  lay  t'refh  laurels  at  my  feet, 
How  many  matches  did  Ihe  flight; 
An  Irifli  lord,  a  city  kn-j^!;t, 
And  fquires  by  dozens,  yet  agree 
To  pafs  her  life  with  humble  me. 
And  did  no:  flie  the  other  day 
Wlicn  Captain  Wjikins  pals'd  our  way — 
The  Captai'i ! — well,  ihe  lik'd  not  him, 
.  Though  dre'l  in  all  his  Hyde-park  trim. 
—She  lik'd  his  Tword-knct  though  'twas  yellow ; 
The  Captain  is  a  fprightly  fellow, 
1  ftiould  net  Ditcn  choofe  to  fee 
Such  dangerous  vifitors  as  he. 
I  wonder  how  he  came  to  call— 
Or  why  he  pafs'd  that  way  at  all. 
His  road  lay  farther  to -the  right, 
And  me  he  hardly  knew  by  light. 
Stay, — let  me  think — I  freeze,  I  burn— 
Vhere'er  he  vent,  he  muft  return, 
And,  in  my  abfence,  may  again 
Make  bold  to  call. — Come  hither,  Ben  ? 
Did  you  obferve,  I'll  lay  my  life 
You  did,  when  firfl:  he  met  my  wife, 
What  fpeech  It  was  the  Captain  made  ? 
"  What,  Captain  Wilkins,  Sir  ?"  The  fame. 
Come,  you  can  tell.     "  1  can't  indeed, 
*'  For  they  were  kiffing  when  I  came." 
Kifs,  did  they  kifs? — "  Moll  furely,  Sir  ; 
A  bride,  and  he  a  bachelor." 
Peace,  rafcal,  'tis  beyond  endurance, 
•I  wonder  at  fome  folks  affurance. 
They  think,  like  Ranger  in  the  play. 
That  all  they  meet  is  lawful  prey. 
Thefe  huff  bluff  Captains  are  of  late 
Grown  quite  a  nuifance  in  the  ftate. — 
Ben,  turn  your  horfe — nay,  never  flare, 
And  tell  my  wife  I  cannot  bear 
Thefe  frequent  vifits.     Hence,  you  dunce  I 
"  I'he  Captain,  Sir,  was  there  but  once." 
Once  is  too  often  ;  tell  her,  Ben, 
That,  if  he  dares  to  call  again. 
She  fhould  avoid  him  like  a  toad, 
A  fnake,  a  viper. — There's  your  road. 
—And  hark'ee,  tell  her,  under  favour, 
We  flretch  too  far  polite  behaviour. 
Tell  her,  1  do  not  underlland 
This  kiffing ;  tell  her  I  command — 
"  Heav'n  blefs  us.  Sir,  fuch  whims  as  thefe" — 
Tell  her  I  beg  it  on  my  knees. 
By  all  the  love  flie  ever  fliow'd. 
By  all  Ihe  at  the  altar  vow'd, 
Howe'er  abfurd  a  hufband's  fears, 
Howe'er  injurious  it  appears. 
She  would  not  fee  him  if  he  comes ; 
Nay,  if  {he  chance  to  hear  his  drums. 
Bid  her  Hart  back,  and  ficulk  for  fear. 
As  if  the  thunder  rent  her  ear. 

O  wond'rous  power  of  love  and  beauty  ! 
Obedience  is  a  lervant's  duty. 
And  Bv»n  obeys.  '  But,  ao  he  goes, 
He  reafons  much  on  human  woes. 
Jiovs^  frail  is  man,  how  prone  to  {Iray 
And  all  the  long  et  c^fera 
Of  fayings,  v/hich,  in  former  ages. 
Immortaliz'd  the  Grecian  fages, 
But  now  the  very  vulgar  fpeak,' 
And  only  critics  (juote  in  Greek. 


With  thefe,  like  Sancho,  was  he  flor'd, 
And  Sancho-like  drew  forth  his  hoard. 
Proper  or  not,  he  all  applied. 
And  view'd  the  cafe  on  every  fide. 
Till,  on  the  whole,  he  thought  it  bcfb 
I'o  turn  the  matter  to  a  jell. 
And,  with  a  kind  of  clumfcy  wit, 
At  L  .1  on  an  expedient  hit. 

Suppofe  we  then  the  journey  o'er, 
And  Madam  meets  him  at  the  door. 
So  foon  return'd  ?  and  where's  your  mafler  ? 
I  hope  you've  met  with  no  difafter. 
Is  my  dear  well  .^  "  Extremely  fo  ; 
And  only  fent  me  here  to  know 
How  fares  his  fofter,  better  part. 
Ah,  Madam,  could  you  fee  his  heart ! 
It  was  not  even  in  his  power 
To  brook  the  abfence  of  an  hour."— 
And,  was  this  all .'  was  this  the  whole 
He  fent  you  for  ?  The  kind,  good,  foul ! 
Tell  him,  that  he's  my  fource  of  blifs; 
Tell  him  my  health  depends  on  his; 
Tell  liim,  this  breafl;  no  joy  can  find. 
If  cares  diflurb  his  dearer  mind ; 
This  faithful  breaft,  if  he  be  well, 
No  pang,  but  that  of  abfence,  feci. 

Ben  blufti'd,  and  fmil'd,  and  fcratch'd  his  head, 
Then,  falt'rigg  in  his  accents,  faid, 
"  One  meffage  more,  he  bade  me  bear, 
But  that's  a  fecret  for  your  ear — 
My  mafler  begs,  on  no  account 
Your  Ladyfhip  would  dare  to  mount 
The  maftiff  dog."     What  means  the  lad  ? 
Are  you,  or  is  your  m.afler  mad  ? 
I  ride  a  dog  ?  a  pretty  fLory. 
"  Ah,  dearefl  fv'Iadam,  do  not  glory 
In  your  ovv'n  flrength  ;  temptation's  flrpngj 
And  frail  our  nature."    Hold  your  tongue. 
Your  mafler.  Sir,  fhall  know  of  this. 
"  Dear  madam,  do  not  take  amifs 
Your  fervant's  zeal;  by  all  you  vow'd. 
By  ail  the  love  you  ever  fliow'd. 
By  all  your  hopes  of  blifs  to  come. 
Beware  the  maftiff  dog'."  Be  dumb, 
Infulting  vvreti:h,  the  lady  cries. 
The  fervant  takes  his  cue,  and  flies. 
While  copflernation  m.arks  her  face. 
He  mounts  his  fteed.  and  quits  the  place. 
In  vain  flie  calls,  as  fwift  as  wind 
He  fcours  the  lawn,  yet  call  behind 
One  parting  look,  which  feem'd  to  fay 
"  Beware  the  dog;"  then  rode  av.'ay. 

Why  fliould  1  paint  the  hurrying  fcene 
Of  clafliing  t];oughts  which  pafs'd  within. 
Where  doubt  on  doubt  inceffant  roll'd. 
Enough  for  me  the  fecret's  told. 
And  Madam  in  a  ftrange  quandary. 
What's  to  be  done  ?  John,  Betty,  Harry, 
Go,  call  him  back.    He's  out  oi  light, 
No  fpeed  can  overtake  his  flight. 
Patience  per  force  alone  remains. 
Precarious  cure  for  real  pains! 

"  I  ride  a  dog  ?  a  flrange  conceit, 
And  never  fre  attempted  yet. 
What  can  it  n-.ean  ?  Whate'er  it  was. 
There  is  fome  mvftery  in  the  cafe.— 
And  really,  now  I've  thoughi  a  minvt?. 
There  may  be  no  great  matter  in  it. 
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Ladies  of  eld,  to  try  a  change, 
Have  rode  on  animals  as  ilrange. 
Helle  a  ram,  a  bull  Europa; 
Kay,  Englifh  widows,  for  i^faux  pns. 
Were  doom'd  to  expiate  their  ihame, 
As  authors  fay,  upon  a  rain. 
And  Ihan't  my  virtue  take  a  pride  in 
Outdoing  fuch  vile  trul!s  in  riding  ? 
And  fure  a  ram's  as  weak  a  creature- 
Here,  Betty,  reach  me  the  Speitator.— 
"  Lorn  blels  me,  Ma'am,  as  one  may  fay, 
Your  Ladyfnip's  quite  mop'd  fa  day. 
Reading  will  only,  I'm  afraid, 
Put  more  ftrange  megrims  in  your  head. 
'Twere  better  fure  to  take  the  air ; 
I'll  order.  Ma'am,  the  coach  and  pair, 
And  then  too  I  may  gobefide. 
Or,  if  you  rather  choofe  to  ride."— 
Ride,  Betty !  that's  my  wifb,  my  aim. 
Pray,  Betty,  is  our  Casfar  tame  ? 
"  Tame,  Madam?  Yes,  I  never  heard— 
You  mean  the  maflilfin  the  yard  ? 
He  makes  a  r.oife,  and  barks  at  foiks — 
But  furely,  Ma'am,  your  La'fliip  jokes." 
Jokes,  Betty  .'  No.    By  earth  and  heaven 
This  infult  fliall  not  be  forgiven. 
Whate'er  they  mean,  I'i!  ride  the  dog. 
Go,  prithee,  free  him  from  his  clog, 
And  bring  him  hither ;  they  fhall  find 
There's  courage  in  a  female  mind. 

So  faid,  fo  done.    The  dog  appears 
With  Betty  chirping  on  the  fiairs. 
The  floating  fack  is  thrown  afidc, 
7  he  veflments,  proper  for  a  ride, 
Such  as  we  oft  in  Hyde-park  view 
Of  fuftian  white  lapell'd  with  blue, 
By  Betty's  care  were  on  the  fpot, 
Nor  is  the  feather'd  hat  forgot. 
Plcas'd  v/ith  herfelf,  th'  accoutred  lafs 
Took  half  a  turn  before  her  glafS, 
And  fimp'ring  faid,  I  fwear  and  vow 
I  look  like  Captain  Wiikins  now. 
But  ferious  tares  our  thoughts  demand, 
Poor  Cafar,  ftroke  him  with  ycur  hand ; 
How  mild  he  feems,  and  v/ags  his  tail ! 
'Tis  now  the  rhoment  to  prevail. 
She  fpake,  and  ftrait  with  eye  fedate 
Began  th  important  v/ork  of  fate. 
A  cufhion  on  his  back  fhe  plac'd, 
And  bound  with  ribbands  round  his  waifl; : 
The  knot,  which  wJiilom  grac'd  her  head, 
And  down  her  winding  lappets  fpread, 
From  all  its  foft  meanders  freed, 
Became  a  bridle  for  her  {>eed. 
And  now  fhe  mounts.    "  Dear  Dian,  hear  ! 
Bright  goddefs  of  the  lunar  fphere  ! 
Thou  that  hafl  oft  prcferv'd  from  fate 
The  nymph  who  leaps  a  fiive-barr'd  gate, 
O  t:.ke  mc,  goddcfs,  to  thy  care  ; 
O  hear  a  tender  lady's  prayer  ! 
Thy  vot'refs  once,  as  pure  a  maid 
As  ever  rov'd  the  Delian  fhade, 
Though  now,  by  man's  feduclion  won. 
She  wears,  alas !  a  loofer  zone." 

In  vain  flie  pray'd.    She  mounts,  fhe  falls  1 
And  Cxfar  bi  i'.<s,  nnd  Betty  Iquawls. 
The  marliL"  hearth  receives  below 
The  headlong  dame,  a  direful  blow ! 
6 


And  flarting  veins  with  blood  difgrace 
The  loiter  marble  of  her  face. 

Here  might  I  fmg  of  fading  charms 
Reclin'd  on  Betty's  faithful  neck. 
Like  \''enus  in  Dione's  arms. 

And  much  from  Homer  might  I  fpeak;  , 
But  we  refer  to  Pope'j  franflation. 
And  hafltn  to  our  plain  narration. 

While  broths  and  plallers  are  prepar'd. 
And  docSiors  feed,  and  madam  fcar'd, 
At  length  returns  th'  impatient  'fquire 
Eager  and  panting  with  defire. 
But  finds  his  home  a  defert  place, 
No  fpoufe  to  welcome  his  embrace, 
No  tender  fnarer  of  his  blifs 
To  chide  Iiis  abfence  v/ith  a  kifs. 
Sullen  in  bed  the  lady  lay. 
And  muffled  from  the  eye  of  day. 
Nor  deign 'd  a  look,  averfe  and  fad 
As  Dido  in  th'  Elyfian  fhade. 

Ama^'d,  alarni'd,  the  bed  he  prefs'd, 
And  clafp'd  her  llruggling  to  his  brcaft^ 
My  life,  my  foul,  i  cannot  brook 
This  cruel,  this  averted  look. 
And  Is  it  thus  at  lafl:  we  meet  ? 
Then  lais'd  her  gently  from  the  fhect. 
What  mean,  he  cries,  thtfe  bleeding  ftains. 
This  muffled  head,  and  hurfling  veins  ? 
What  facrilegious  hand  could  dare 
To  fix  its  impious  vengeance  there  .' 
The  dog,  the  dog !  was  all  fhe  faid. 
And  fobbing  funk  again  in  bed. 
The  dog,  the  dog  !  exprefs'd  her  grief, 
Like  poor  Othello's  handkerchief. 

Meanwhile  had  Een  with  prudent  care 
From  Betty  learnt  the  v.hole  affair, 
AnA  drew  th'  impatient  Tquire  ahde, 
To  own  the  cheat  he  could  not  hide. 
See,  rafcal,  fee,  enrag'd  he  cries. 
What  tumours  on  her  forehead  rife! 
How  fwells  with  grief  that  face  divine! 
,  "  I  own  it  all,  the  fault  was  mine. 
Replies  the  lad,  dear  angry  lord; 
But  liufh  !  come  hither,  npt  a  word! 
Small  are  the  ills  we  now  endure  ; 
Thofe  tumours.  Sir,  admit  a  cure. 
But,  had  I  done  as  you  diretfled, 
Whofe  fereliead  then  had  been  affecSted  ? 
Had  Captain  Wiikins  been  forbidden. 
Ah  mailer,  who  had  then  been  ridden  ?" 

AN  EPISTLE 

FROM  A  GROVE  IN  DER-BYSHIRE  TO  A  GROVE  IN" 
SURRY. 

Since  every  naturalifl:  agrees 

That  groves  are  nothing  elfe  but  trees, 

And  rooi-bound  trees,  like  diftant  creatures, 

Can  only  correfpond  by  letters. 

Borne  on  the  winds  which  through  us  whiflle, 

Accept,  dear  filler,  tliis  epillle. 

And  firif,  as  to  their  tov/n  relations, 
The  ladies  fend  to  know  the  fafhibns. 
Would  I,  in  fomething  better  fpelling, 
Inquire  how  things  go  on  at  Haling ; 
For  here,  for  all  my  mailer's  florming, 
I'm  fure  wc  Ihaigcly  want  reforming. 
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r.ivhave  niylab'ring  trees  connn'd 
Ji  griefs  as  almofl  burft  their  rind ; 
^  ;:  you'll  permit  me  to  difclofe  'em, 
And  lodge  them  in  your  leafy  bofom. 

When  gods  came  down  the  woods  amono-. 
As  fweetly  chants  poetic  fong, 
And  fauns  and  fylvans  fporting  there 
Attun'd  the  reed,  or  chas'd  the  fair,  , 

My  quiv'ring  branches  tightly  fann'd 
The  movements  of  the  mafler's  hand ; 
J    Or  half  coiiceal'd,  and  half  betray'd, 
I    The  blufliing,  flying,  yielding  maid  ; 
Did  ev'n  the  blifs  of  heav'n  improve, 
':    And  folac'd  gods  with  earthly  love  ! 

But  now  tlie  world  is  grown  fo  chaftc. 
Or  elfe  my  mafter  has  no  taO.e, 
That,  I'll  be  fworn,  the  live-long  year 
We  fcarcely  fee  a  woman  here. 
And  what,  alas!  are  woodland  quires 
To  thofe  who  want  your  fierce  defires? 
Can  philofophic  bofoms  know 
\\''hy  myrtles  fpiing,  or  rofcs  blow, 
Why  cowflips  lift  the  velvet  head. 
Or  woodbines  form  the  fragrant  ftiade  ? 
Even  violet  couches  only  fvvell 
To  gratify  his  fight  and  fmell; 
And  Milton's  univcrfal  Pan 
Scarce  makes  him  feel  himfelf  a  man. 

And  then  he  talks  your  dull  morality 
Like  fome  old  lieathen  man  of  quality, 
(Plato,  or  what's  his  name  who  fled 
■So  nobly  at  his  army's  head). 
For  Chriftian  lords  have  better  breeding 
Than  by  their  talk  to  fhow  their  reading; 
And  what  their  fentiment  in  fad:  is, 
That  you  may  gather  frorn  their  pradlice. 
Though  really,  if  it  were  no  worfe. 
We  might  excufe  his  vain  difcourfe  ; 
Tofs  high  our  heads  above  his  voice, 
Or  flop  the  babbling  echo's  noife ; 
But  he,  I  tell  you,  has  fuch  freaks, 
Ke  thinks  and  ads  v/hate'er  he  fpeaks. 

Or,  if  he  needs  muft  preach  and  rcafon. 
Why  let  him  choofe  a  proper  fealbn ; 
Such  mufty  morals  we  miglrt  hear 
When  whittling  v.'inds  have  flript  us  bare, 
As,  after  fixty,  pious  folks 
Will  on  wet  Sundays  read  good  books. 
And  I  mull  own,  dear  filler  Haling, 
'Tis  mine,  like  many  a  lady's  failing. 
(Whom  v.'orried  fpoufe  to  town  conveys 

From  eafe,  and  cxercife,  and  air. 
To  fieeplcfs  nights,  and  raking  day?. 

And  joys — too  exquifite  to  bear) 
To  feel  December's  piercing  harms. 
And  every  winter  lofe  my  charms. 
*  While  you  Hill  flourifn  frefli  and  fair 
Like  your  young  ladie.5  all  the  year, 

O  happy  groves,  whenever  feci 
The  (Iroke  of  winter,  or  of  fteel; 
Nor  find,  but  in  the  f  poet's  lay. 
The  race  of  leaves  like  men  decay. 
Nor  iiear  th'  imperious  woodman's  call, 
iNorfee  yourfylvan  daughters  fall, 

A  grcal  many  cf  the  trees  at  Haling  an  exotics 
and  evergreens. 
f  Himtr. 


With  head  declin'd  attend  their  moan, 
And  echo  to  the  dying  groan. 

While  I,  attack'd  by  foes  to  reft, 
New  villas  opening  through  my  breafi:. 
Am  daily  torn  with  wounds  and  flaflies, 
And  fee  my  oaks,  my  elms,  my  afhes. 
With  rhyming  labels  round  them  fet. 
As  every  tree  were  to  be  let. 
And,  when  one  pants  for  confolation. 
Am  put  in  mind  of  contemplation. 

O  friend,  inflrud  me  to  endure 
Thefe  mighty  ills,  or  hint  a  cure. 
Say,  might  not  marriage,  well  apply'd. 
Improve  his  tafte,  corredl  his  pride. 
Inform  him  books  but  make  folks  muddy, 
Confine  his  morals  to  his  lludy. 
Teach  him,  like  other  mortals,  hera 
To  toy  and  prattle  with  his  dear; 
Avert  that  fate  my  fear  forefees. 
And,  for  his  children,  fave  his  trees  ? 

Right  trufly  wood,  if  you  approve 
The  remedy  exprefs'd  above. 
Write  by  the  next  fair  wind  that  blows, 
And  kindly  recommend  a  fpoufe. 

THE  ANSWER. 

De.-vr  grove,  I  alk  ten  thoufand  pardonsj 
Sure  I'm  the  moft  abfurd  of  gardens  ! 
Such  correfpondence  to  negled: — 
Lord,  liow  mufl  all  grove-kind  refled  ! 

Your  human  loiterers,  they  fay, 
Can  put  ye  off  from  day  to  day 
With  poll  gone  out- — the  carclefs  maid 
Forgot — the  letter  was  miflaid — 
And  twenty  phrafes  wrought  with  art 
To  hide  the  coldnefs  of  the  heart. 
But  vegetables  from  their  youth 
Were  always  taught  to  fpeak  the  truth, 
In  Dodon's  vales,  on  Mona's  mountains, 
In  Jotham's  fables,  or  in  Fontaine's, 
They  talk  like  any  judge  or  bifiiop, 
Quite  from  the  cedar  down  to  hyffop. 
I  therefore  for  my  pafl  offence 
May  own,  with  fylvan  innocence, 
I've  nought  but  negligence  to  plead  ; 
Which  you'll  excufe,  and  I'll  proceed. 

You  groves  who  Hand  remote  from  towns 
(Though  we  are  apt  to  call  ye  clowns) 
Have  really  fomcthing  in  your  natures. 
Which  makes  ye  niofl  diverting  creatures. 
And  then,  I  vow,  I  like  to  fee 
That  primitive  fimplicity  ; 
To  think  of  marriage  as  a  means 
T'  improve  his  tafle,  and  fave  your  greens- 
It  looks  fo  like  th?.t  good  old  grove 
Where  Adam  once  to  Eve  made  love. 
That  any  foul  alive  would  fwear 
Your  trees  \vere  educated  there. 

Why,  child,  the  only  hope  thou  haft 
Lies  in  thy  mailer's  want  of  tafle  ; 
For  fhou'd  his  lingering  fcay  in  London 
Improve  his  tafle,  you  mull  be  undone  ; 
Your  trees  would  prefently  lie  flat. 
And  the  high  mode  of  one  green  plat 
Run  through  his  worfhip's  whole  eftatc. 

Befides,  you  ruftics  fill  your  fancies 
With  Ovid,  and  his  ftrange  rouwnceii. 
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Why  now  you  thifllc,  in  days  like  ours, 

That  love  niuft,  flill  inhabit  bowers, 

And  goddeffes,  as  juft  rewards 

For  hymns  of  praife,  grow  fond  of  bards, 

And  fly  to  over-arching  woods 

And  flowery  banks,  and  cryftal  floods, 

Becaufe  fuch  things,  forfooih,  were  wanted 

When  your  great  grandmothers  v/ere  planted. 

The  cafe,  my  dear,  is  aitcr'd  quite, 

Not  that  we're  chafte,  but  more  poUte; 

Your  fliephcrdeffes  fought  fuch  places, 

liike  fmiple  girls,  to  hide  their  faces ; 

But  our  bright  maids  difdain  the  thought, 

They  know  hypocrify's  a  fault, 

And  never  bear,  by  their  confent. 

The  fhame  of  fceming  innocent. 

But  1  forget,  you've  jufl  got  down 
A  miftrefs,  as  you  wifh'd,  from  town. 
I  don't  know  wliat  you'll  fay  at  Romely, 
We  really  think  the  woman  comely ; 
Has  fome  good  qualities  befide, 
They  fay,  "but  {he's  as  yet  a  bride ; 
One  can't  truil  every  report — 
Not  we  I  mean  who  live  near  court ; 
A  lie  perhaps  in  Derbyfnire 
May  be  as  ftrange  as  truth  is  here. 
Our  ladies,  and  all  their  relations, 
Are  vaftly  fall  of  commendations  ; 

As  for  Mifs 's  part,  Ihe  fwears, 

■—I  afk  her  pardon — flie  avers 
That  never  in  her  life-time  yet 
She  faw  a  woman  more  complete  ; 
And  wilhes  trees  could  tramp  the  plain, 
Like  Birnham  wood  to  Dunfmane, 
So  might  or  you  or  I  remove, 
And  Romely  join  to  Haling  grove. 

O  could  her  wifii  but  alter  fate. 
And  kindly  place  us  tete  *  tete. 
How  fwectly  might  from  every  walk 
My  echoes  to  your  echoes  talk  ! 
But,  fmce,  as  juflly  you  obferve, 
By  nature's  laws,  which  never  fwerve 
We're  bound  from  gadding,  tree  by  tree, 
Both  us  and  our  poflerity, 
Let  each,  content  with  her  own  county. 
E'en  make  the  befl  of  nature's  bounty. 
Calmly  enjoy  the  prefent  blifs, 
Wor  hi  what  might  be,  lofe  what  is. 

Believe  mc,  dear,  beyond  exprefTmg 
We're  happy,  if  we  knew  the  bleffing. 
Our  maflers,  all  the  world  allow, 
Are  honeft  men,  as  times  go  now ;  ^ 

They  neither  wench,  nor  drink,  nor  game, 
Nor  burn  with  zeal  or  party  flame. 
From  whence,  excepting  adverfe  fates, 
We  may  conclude  tliat  their  eftates 
Will  probably  increafe,  and  we 
Shall  {land  another  century. 

Then  never  mind  a  tree  or  two 
Cut  down,  perhaps  to  ope  a  view, 
Nor  be  of  nail'd  up  verfe  afliam'd. 
You'll  live  to  fee  the  poet  danin'd. 
]  envy  not,  1  {wear  and  vow. 
The  ti  niples,  or  the  {hades  of  Stow  ; 
N>->r  Jarva's  groves,  whofc  arms  difplay 
I'hcif  bloffoais  to  the  riling  day ; 
Nor  Chili's  woods,  whole  fruitage  gleams 
Ruddy  bcnesiU  his  lettjng  beams ; 
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Nor  Teneriffa's  forefls  fhaggy  • 
Nor  China's  varying  Sharawaggi ; 
Nor  all  that  has  been  fung  or  faid 
Of  Pindus,  or  of  Windfor  fhade. 

Contentment  is  the  chemic  power 
Which  makes  trees  bloom  in  half  an  hour. 
And  fafl'-r  plants  fubflantial  joy. 
Than  ax  or  hatchet  can  deftroy. 
O,  gain  but  that,  and  you'll  perceive 
Your  fears  all  fade,  your  hopes  revive. 
In  winter  calm  contentment's  voice 
Shall  make,  like  mine,  your  trees  rejoice ; 
Acrofs  dead  boughs  a  verdure  fling. 
And  bkfs  you  with  eternal  fpring. 

THE  ENTHUSIAST. 

Once,  1  remember  well  the  day, 
'Twas  ere  the  blooming  fweets  of  May 

Had  loft  their  freiheft  hues. 
When  every  flower  on  every  hill. 
In  every  vale,  had  drank  its  fill 

Of  fun-fliine,  and  of  dews. 

'Twas  that  fweet  feafon's  loveliefl  prime 
When  fpring  gives  up  the  reips  of  time 

To  fummers  glowing  hand, 
And  doubting  mortals  hardly  know 
By  vv^hofc  command  the  breezes  blow 

Which  fan  the  fmiling  land. 

'Twas  then  befide  a  green-wood  fhade 
Which  cloath'd  a  lawn's  afpiring  head 

I  wove  my  devious  way, 
With  loit'ring  fleps,  regardlefs  where. 
So  loft,  fo  genial  was  the  air, 

So  wond'rous  bright  the  day. 

And  now  my  eyes  with  tranfport  rove 
O'er  all  the  blue  expanfe  above. 

Unbroken  by  a  cloud  ! 
And  now  beneath  delighted  pafs. 
Where  winding  through  the  deep-green  grafs 

A  fuU-brim'd  river  flow'd. 

I  flop,  I  gaze  ;  in  accents  rude 
To  thee,  fereneft  folitude, 

Burfts  forth  th'  unbidden  lay  ; 
Begone,  vile  world :  the  learn'd,  the  wife, 
I'he  great,  the  bufy,  I  defpife  ; 

And  pity  ev'n  the  gay. 

Thefe,  thcfe,  are  joys  alone,  I  cry  ; 
'Tis  here,  divine  pliilofophy. 

Thou  deign'ft  to  fix  thy  throne  ! 
Here  contemplation  points  the  road 
'I'hrough  nature's  charms  to  nature's  God  ! 

I'hcfe,  thefe,  are  joys  alone  ! 

Adieu,  ye  vain  low-thoughted  cares. 
Ye  human  hopes,  and  human  fears, 

Ye  pleafures,  and  ye  pains! — 
While  thus  I  fpake,  o'er  all  my  foul 
A  philofophic  calmnefs  llole, 

A  floic  ftilincfs  reigns. 

The  tyrant  paffionsall  fubfide, 
Fear,  anger,  pity,  fhame,  and  pride, 

No  more  my  bofom  move  ; 
Yet  flill  I  felt,  or  fecm'd  to  fed 
A  kind  of  vllionaiy  zeal 

Of  univerfal  love. 
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When  lo  !  a  voiced  a  voice  1  hear  ! 
''  I'was  reafon  whlfper'd  in  my  car 

Thcfe  monitory  ftrains: 
What  mcan'ft  thou,  man?  would 'ft;  thou  unbind 
The  ties  which  conftitute  thy  kind, 

The  pleafures  and  the  pains  ?    - 

'  The  fame  Almighty  Power  unfeen, 
Who  I'preads  the  gay  or  foleiiui  fcene      ' 

To  contemplation's  eye, 
Fix'd  every  movement  of  the  foul, 
Taught  every     ifli  itsdeflin'd  goal. 

And  quicken'd  every  joy. 

He  bids  the  tyrant  paffions  rage. 
He  bids  them  war  eternal  wage. 

And  combat  each  his  foe  : 
Till  from  diffentions  concords  rife, 
And  beauties  from  deformities, 

And  happinefs  from  woe. 

Art  thou  not  man .''  and  darft  thou  find 
A  blifs  which  lean?  not  to  mankind  ? 

Prcfumptuous  thought,  and  vain  ! 
Each  blifs  unfhar'd  is.  unenjoy'd. 
Each  power  is  weak,  nnlcls  employ'd 

Some  focial  good  to  gain. 

Shall  light,  and  fr.ade,  and  warmth,  and  air. 
With  thofe  exalted  joys  compare 

Which  adive  virtue  feels, 
When  on  Ihe  diags,  as  lawful  pri2e. 
Contempt,  and  indolence,  and  vice, 

At  her  triumphant  wheels. 

As  reft  to  labour  flill  fucceeds, 

'J'o  man,  while  virtue's  glorious  deeds 

Employ  his  toilfome  day, 
This  fair  variety  of  things 
Are  merely  life's  refreflimg  fprings 

To  footh  him  on  his  way. 

En'hufiaft,  go,  unflring  thy  lyre; 
In  vain  thou  fmg'fl,  if  none  admire. 

How  fweet  foc'er  the  llrain. 
And  is  not  thy  o'crflowing  mind, 
Unlefs  thou  mixeft  with  thy  kind. 

Benevolent  in  vain .' 

Enthufiaft,  go ;  try  every  fenfe  : 
Jf  not  thy  biifs,  thy  exceilence 

1  hou  yet  has  learn'd  to  fcan. 
At  leaft  thy  wants,  thy  weakncis  know ; 
^And  lee  them  all  uniting  fliow 
'  That  man  was  made  for  man. 


THE  YOUTH  AND  THE  PHILOSOPHER, 


A  GRECIAN  youth,  of  talents  rare. 
Whom  Plato's  philifophic  care 
Had  form'd  for  virtue's  nobler  view, 
By  precept  and  example  too, 
Would  often  boaft  his  matchlefs  fkill, 
To  curb  the  fteed,  and  guide  the  wheel, 
And  as  he  pafs'd  the  gazing  throng, 
With  graceful  eafe,  and  fmack'd  the  thon^ 
The  id  ot  wonder  they  exprefs'd 
Was  praife  and  tranfport  to  his  breaft. 


At  length,  quite  vain,  he  needs  would  Ihow 
His  mailer  what  his  art  could  do  ; 
And  bade  his  llnves  the  chariot  lead 
To  Academus' facrcd  ftiade. 
The  trembling  grove  confefs'd  its  fright, 
l"he  wood-nymphs  flartled  at  the  fight. 
The  mules  drop  the  learned  lyre, 
And  to  their  inmofl.  {hades  retire  ! 

IIuw  e'er,  the  youth  with  forward  air 
Bows  to  the  fage,  and  mounts  the  car. 
■J "he  lalh  refouuds,  the  courfer's  fpring, 
The  chariot  marks  the  rolling  ring. 
And  gath'ring  crowds,  with  eager  eyes, 
And  {liouts,purfue  him  as  he  Hies. 

Triumphant  to  the  goal  return'd. 
With  nobler  thirfi  his  bofom  burn'd  ; 
And  now  along  th'  indented  plain,  , 

The  fclf-fame  track  he  marks  again  ; 
Purfues  ^\•ith  care  the  nice  defigu, 
Nor  ever  deviates  from  the  line. 

Amazement  feiz'dthe  circling  crowd; 
The  youths  with  emulation  glow'd, 
Ev'n  bearded  fages  hail'd  the  hoy. 
And  all,  but  Plato,  gaz'd  with  joy. 
For  he,  deep  judging  fage,  beheld 
With  pain  the  triumphs  of  the  field ; 
And  when  the  chaiioteer  drew  nigh, 
And,  flufa'd  with  hope,  had  caught  his  eye; 
Alas  !  unhappy  youth,  he  cry'J, 
Expeft  no  praile  fiom  me,  (and  figh'd)  ; 
With  indignation  1  furvey 
Such  ficill  and  judgment  tr.rov/n  away. 
'I'he  time  proful'ely  ftjunndcr'd  there 
On  vulgar  arts  beneath  t!iy  care. 
If  well  employ'd,  at  Icfs  expence, 
Had  tau?;ht  thee  honour,  virtue,  fenfe. 
And  rais'd  thee  from  a  coachmau's  fate, 
"Vo  govern  men,  and  guide  tlic  Itate. 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN, 

ON   HIS   PITCHING  A  TENT  IN   OlS  GARDEM, 

All  !  friend,  forbear,  nor  fright  the  fields 
Wi'h  ho!Ii!e  fcenes  of  inuig'd  war; 

Content  itill  roves  the  blooming  wilcJs, 

And  fearlefs  eafe  attends  her  there  :        [feat, 

Ah !   drive  not  the  fweer  wand'rer  from  her 
Nor  with  rude  arts  profane  her  lateft  beft  retreat. 

Are  there  not  bowers,  and  fylvan  fcenes. 

By  nature's  kind  luxuriance  wove  ? 
Has  Romely  lol'-  the  living  greens 

Which  crll:  adorn'd  her  artlefs  grove  ? 
Where  through  each  hallow 'd  haunt  the  poet 
ilray'd,  [Ihade. 

^d  met  the  willing  mufe,  and  peopled  every 

But  now  no  bards  thy  woods  among 

Shall  wait  th'  infpiring  mufe's  call ; 
For  though  to  mirth  and  fefial  fong 

Thy  choice  devotes  the  woven  wall. 
Yet  what  avails  that  all  be  peace  within, 
If  horrors  guard  the  gate,  and  fcare  us  from  the 
fcene. 

'Tis  true,  of  old  the  patriarch  fpread 
His  happier  tents  which  knew  not  war. 

And  diang'd  at  will  the  trampled  mead 
Eof  frefher  ^^rcsns  and  purer  air  ; 
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But  long  has  man  forgot  fucli  fimple  ways  ; 
Truth  unfufpeding   harm  ! — the   dream  of  an- 
cient days. 

Ev'n  he,  cut  ofFfrom  human  kind, 

(Thy  neighb'vir.g  wretch)  the  child  of  care, 
Who,  to  his  native  mines  confin'd, 

Nor  fees  the  fun,  nor  breathes  the  air. 
But  'midft  the   damps  and  darkncfs  of  earth's 
womb,  [tomb ; 

Drags  out  laborious  life,  and  fcarcely  dreads  the 

Ev'n  he,  fliould  fome  indulgent  chance 

Tranfport  him  to  thy  fylvan  reign, 
Would  eye  the  floating  vei!  alkance, 

And  hide  him  in  his  caves  again. 
While  dire  prefage  in  evsry  breeze  that  blows, 
Hears  flirieks,  and  clalhing  arms,  and  all  Ger- 
mania's  woes. 

And,  doubt  net,  thy  polluted  tafle 

A  fudden  vengeance  Ihall  purfue  ; 
Each  fairy  form  we  whilom  trac'd 
Along  the  morn  or  evening  dew, 
Nymph,  fatyr,  faun,  fhall  vindicate  their  grove, 
Robb'd    of  its   genuine   charms,  and   hofpitable 
Jove. 

I  fee,  all  arm'd  with  dews  unbleft. 

Keen  frofls,  and  noifome  vapours  drear, 
Already,  from  the  bleak  north-eaft, 
The  genius  of  the  wood  appear  ! 
—Far  other  office  once  his  prime  delight. 
To  nurfe  thy  faplings  tall,  and  heal  the  harms  of 
night ; 

With  ringlets  quaint  to  curl  thy  fiiade, 

To  bid  the  infecl  tribes  retire. 
To  guard  thy  walks,  and  not  invade — 

O  wherefore  then  provoke  his  ire  ? 
Alas  !  witli  prayers,  with  tears,  his  rage  repel. 
While  yet  ths  red'niug  fhoots  with  embryo-blof- 
foms  fwell. 

Too  late  thou'lt  weep,  when  blights  deform 

The  faireft  produce  of  the  year; 
Too  late  thou'lt  weep,  when  every  ftorm 

Shall  loudly  thunder  in  thy  ear, 
"  Thus,  thus  the  green-hair'd  deities  maintain 
"  Their  own  eternal  rights,  and  nature's  injur'd 
reign." 

THE  LARK. 

A     SIMILE. 

To  the  Reverend  Mr. 

See  how  the  lark,  the  bird  of  day, 
Springs  from  the  earth,  and  wings  her  way  ! 
I'o  heav'n's  high  vault  her  courie  Ihe  bends, 
And  fweetly  fings  as  fhe  afcends. 
But  wlien,  contented  with  her  height. 
She  fliuts  her  wings,  and  checks  her  flight, 
No  more  ihe  chants  the  melting  Ihain, 
But  finks  in  filence  to  the  plain. 

This  you  objcrv'd,  and  afk'd  from  me, 
My  gentle  friend,  a  fmiilc. 
So  take  in  homely  vcrfc,  but  true, 
Inftcad  of  one,  the  following  two. 

That  larkb  are  jioet's  birds,  is  known, 
S0  muke  the  cafe  the  poet's  own. 
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And  fee  him  firR  from  fields  arife. 
And  paftoral  fcenes,  to  Cfelia's  eyes. 
From  thence  the  bold  adventurer  fprings 
To  vaulted  roofs,  and  courts,  and  kings. 
'Till  having  crown' d  his  foaring  lays 
With  fomething  more  than  empty  praifej 
And,  like  his  readers,  learnt  aright 
To  mingle  profit  with  delight ; 
He  reads  tlie  news,  he  takes  the  air, 
Or  flumbers  in  his  elbow  chair. 

Or  lay  afide  for  once  grimace, 
And  make  it  yours,  the  parfon's  cafe'; 
Who,  leaving  curate's  humble  roof, 
Looks  down  on  crape,  and  fits  aloof. 
Though  no  vain  wifii  his  breafl;  enthral 
To  fwell  in  pomp  pontifical, 
But  pure  contentment  feated  there. 
Nor  finds  a  want,  nor  feels  a  care, 
Yet  are  tliere  not  to  flain  the  cloth, 
(O  may'fc  thou  live  fecure  from  both  !) 
A  city  pride,  or  country  lloth  .'' 
And  may  not  man,  if  touch 'd  with  thcfc, 
Refign  his  duty  for  his  eafe  ? 

But  I  forbear ;  for  well  I  ween 
Such  likenings  fuit  with  other  men. 
For  never  can  my  humble  verfe 
The  cautious  ear  of  patron  pierce  ; 
Nor  ever  can  thy  breall  admit 
Degrading  floth,  or  felf-conceit. 

Then  let  the  birds  or  fing  or  fly, 
As  He6lor  fays,  and  what  care  I .'' 
They  hurt  not  me,  nor  eke  my  friend  ; 
Since,  whatfoe'er  the  fates  intend, 
Nor  he  can  fink,  nor  1  afcend. 

TO    THE  HONOURABLE 

CHARLES  TOWNSEND. 

O  CHARLES,  in  abfence  hear  a  friend  complain, 
V/ho  knows  thou  lov'ft  him  wherefoe'er  he 
goes, 
Yet  feels  uneafy  flarts  of  idle  pain. 

And  often  would  be  told  tlie  thing  he  knows. 
Why  then,  thou  loiterer,  fleets  the  filent  year. 
How  dar'ft  thou  give  a  friend  unnecelTary  fear  ? 

We  are  not  now  befide  that  oficr'd  ftream. 
Where  eril  we  wander'd,  thoughtlefs  of  the 
way ; 
We  do  not  now  of  dift.ant  ages  dream, 

And  cheat  in  converfe  half  the  ling'ring  day; 
No  fancied  l.eroes  rife  at  our  command, 
And  no  Timoleon  weeps,  and  bleeds  no  Theban. 
band. 

Yet  why  complain  ?  thou  fecl'ft  no  want  like 
thcfe, 
From  me,  'tis  true,  but  me  alone  debar'd. 
Thou  flill  in  Granta's  Ihades  enjoy'ft  at  eafe 
The  boolcs  wc  reverenc'd,  and  the  friends 
we  fliar'd ; 
Nor  fee'll  without  fuch  aids  the  day  decline. 
Nor  think  how  much  their  lofs  has  added  weight 
to  thine. 

Truth's  genuine  voice,  the  freely-opening  mind. 
Are  thine,  are  friendfliip's  and  retirement's 
lot  ; 

To  converfation  is  the  world  confin'd. 

Friends  of  an  hom",  who  pleafe  and  arc  forgot ; 
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And  intereft  ftains,  and  vanity  controuls, 
The  pure  unfuUicd  thoughts,  and  fallies  of  our 
fouls. 

0  I  remember,  and  witli  pride  repeat,    [knew ! 
The    rapid   progrefs   which    our    fricndfliip 

Even  at  the  firft  witii  willing  minds  we  met ; 

And  ere  the  root  was  f;x'd,the  branches  grew. 
In  vain  had  fortune  plac'd  lier  v/eak  barrier  : 
Clear  was  thy  breail  from  pride,  and  mine  from 
fervile  fear. 

1  faw  thee  gen'rous,  and  with  joy  can  fay 

My  education  rofc  above  my  birth,         [clay 

Thanks  to  thofc  parent  fhades,  on  whofe   cold 

Fall  fall  my  tears,  and  lightly  lie  the  earth! 

To  them  I  owe  whate'er  I  dare  pretend 

Thou  faw'il  with  partial  eyes,  and  bade  me  call 

thee  friend. 

Let  others  meanly  heap  the  treafur'd  flore, 

And  awkward  fondnefs  cares  on  cares  employ. 
To  leave  a  race  more  exquifitely  poor, 

Poffefs'd  of  riches  which  tlity  ne'er  enjoy  ; 
He's  only  kind  who  takes  the  nobler  way 
T'  unbind  the  fprings  of  thought,  and  give  them 
power  to  play. 

His  heirs  fhall  blefs  him,  and  look  down  with 
fcorn 
On  all  that  titles,  bii th,  or  wealth  afford ; 
Lords  of  themfelves,  thank  Heaven  that  they 
were  born 
Above  the  fordid  mifer's  glitt'ring  hoard. 
Above  the  fervile  grandeur  of  a  throne. 
For  they   are  nature's  heirs,  and  all  her  works 
their  own. 


TO  THE  SAME. 

ON  TIl-£   DEATH   OF   A   RELATION. 

O  CHARLES,  'tis  now  the  tender,  trying  time, 
The  hour   of   friendfhip,  the   fad  moment, 
,  when 
You  mufl  a  while  indulge  a  virtuous  crime. 

And  hide  your  own  to  eafe  another's  pain, 
The  mournful  tribute  nature  claims  forego, 
To  calm  a  fofter  breaft,  and  win  it  from  its  woe. 

Yet  think  not  confolation,  vainly  dreft 

In  Tully's  language,  and  the  learned  pride 

Of  wordy  eloquence,  can  footh  the  breail 
Of  real  grief,  or  bid  the  tear  fublide,     [eye; 

The  heartfelt  tear,  which  llreams  from  virtue's 
For  virtue's  nobleft  proof  is  foft  humanity. 

Let  dull  unfeeling  pedants  talk  by  rote 

Of  Cato's  foul,  which  could  itfelf  fubdue  ; 
Or  idle  fcraps  of  Stoic  fuftian  quote, 

And  bravely  bear  the  pangs  they  never  knew. 

Refin'd  from  men,  to  deferts  let  them  fly,    [die. 

And,  'mid  their  kindred  rocks,  unpitied  live,  and 

But  He,  whofe  mercy  melts  in  vetnal  Ikies, 
Whofe  attribute  is  univerfal  love. 

Knit  raan  to  man  by  nature's  tend'reft  ties, 
And  bade  us  fecial  joys  and  forrows  prove  ; 

Bade  us  bedew  with  tears  the  kindred  urn, 
And  for  a  brother  loft  like  fad  Maria  mourn. 


He  bids  thee  too,  in  whifpcrs  felt  within, 
For  fure  he  finely  tun'd  thy  iocial  foul, 
Halle  to  the  lovely  mourner,  and  reilrain 
Crief's  fwelling  tides  which  in  her  bofoni 
roll. 
Not  by  ob.(lru6ling  the  tumultuous  courfe. 
But  dealing  by  degrees,  and  yielding  to  its  force. 

As  the  kind  parent  treats  the  wounded  child 

With  open  fmiles,  and  only  weeps  by  Health  ; 
Its  wayward  pain  with  condefcenfion  mild 

She  charms  to  reft,  and  cheats  it  into  health : 
So  rauft  we  lightly  urge  th'  aiflicfted  fair. 
Probe  the  fclf  tortur'd  breaft,  and  teach  it  how 
to  bear. 

Improve  each  moment  when  th'  elaftic  mind, 
'rir'd  with  its  plaints,  refumes  the  bent  of 
mirth ; 
Lead  it  to  joys,  not  boiftrous,  but  refin'd. 
Far  from  thofe  fcencs  which  gave  its  forrows 
birth,  [vale, 

.Through  the  fmooth  paths  of  fancy's  flowery 
And  the  long  devious  tracks  of  fome  wcll-woveii 
tale. 

Though  oft  I've  known  a  forrow  like  to  theirs. 

In  wcU-devifed  ftory  painted  ftrong. 
Cheat  the  fond  mourners  of  their  real  cares. 

And  draw  perform;  the  lift'ning  ear  along  ; 
Till  powerful  fidtion  taught  the  tears  to  flow; 
And  more  than  half  their  grief  bcwail'd  another's 
woe. 

But  file,  alas,  unfortunately  wife. 

Will  fee  through  every  fcheme  thy  art  can 
frame, 
Rejedl  with  honeft  fcorn  each  mean  difguife. 

And  her  full  fliare  of  genuine  anguifh  claim; 
Wild  as  the  winds  which  ocean's  face  deform. 
Or  filent  as  the  deep  ere  rolls  th'  impetuous  ftorm. 

Why  had  flie  talents  given  beyond  her  fex. 
Or  why  thofe  talents  did  her  care  improve  ? 

Free  from  the  follies  which  weak  minds  perplex% 
But  mod  expos'd  to  all  which  moft  can  move. 

Great  fouls  alone  are  curs'd  with  grief's  excels, 
That  quicker  finer  fenfe  of  exquifite  diftrefs. 

Yet  fliall  that  power  beyond  her  fex,  at  laft. 
Not  giv'n  in  vaiia,  o'er  grief  itfelf  prevail, 
Stop  thofe   heart-burfting  groans  which  heave 
fo  fail. 
And  reafon  triumph  where  thy  counfels  fail ; 
Save  when  fome  well-known  oLjei'l  ever  dear 
Recalls  ih'  untutoi'd  ligh,  or  fudden-ltarting  tear.. 

Such  tender  tribute  to  departed  friends 

Through  life  alas  muft  fad  remembrance  pay; 
And  fuch,  O  Charles,  when  kinder  fate  extends 

Thy  ftronger  thread  beyond  my  fatal  day. 
Such  fliall  I  hope  from  thee,  till  thou  refign 
The  laft  fure  pledge  of  love  to  fome  poor  friend 
01  thine. 

TO  MR.  GARRICK. 

On  old  ParnalTus,  t'other  day, 
The  mufes  met  to  fing  and  play  ; 
Apart  from  the  reft  were  feen 
The  tragic  and  the  comic  queen. 
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EngagM,  peihaps.  in  deep  debate 

On  Rich's,  or  on  Fleetwood's  fate. 

When,  on  a  fiulden,  news  was  brought 

That  Garrick  had  the  patent  got, 

And  both  their  ladyfliips  again 

Might  now  return  to  Drury-Lane. 

They  bow'd,  they  fimper'd,  and  agreed, 

Tliey  wiili'd  the  projeOl  might  Uiccted, 

'Tvvas  very  poflible  ;   the  cal'e 

Was  likely  too,  and  had  a  face — 

A  face  !  I'haha  titt'ring  cry'd. 

And  could  her  joy  no  longer  hide  ; 

Why,  filler,  all  the  world  multfee 

How  much  this  makes  for  you  and  me  : 

No  longer  now  fliall  we  expofe 

Our  unbought  goods  to  empty  row?, 

Or  meanly  be  oblig'd  to  court 

From  foreign  aid  a  weak  i'upport ; 

No  more  the  poor  polluted  fcene 

Shall  teem  with  births  of  Harlequin  ? 

Or  vindicated  ftage  Iball  feel 

The  infults  of  the  dancer's  heel. 

Such  idle  trafli  we'll  kindly  fpare 

To  operas  no\y — they'll  want  them  there  ; 

For  Sadler's- Wells,  they  fay,  this  year 

Has  quite  outdone  their  engineer. 

Fugh,  you're  a  wag,  the  bufl^in'd  prude 
Reply'd,  and  fmil'd ;  behdc  'tis  rude 
To  laugh  at  foreigners,  you  know. 
And  triumph  o'er  a  vanqui(l)'d  foe  : 
For  my  part,  I  lliall  be  content 
If  things  fucceed  as  they  are  meant ; 
And  fhould  not  be  difpleas'd  to  lind 
Some  changes  of  the  tragic  kind. 
And  fay,  Thalia,  mayn't  we  hope 
The  Itage  will  take  a  larger  fcope  ? 
Shall  he,  whcfe  all-expreffive  powers 
Can  reach  the  heights  which  Shakfpeare  foars, 
Dei'cend  to  touch  an  humbler  key, 
And  tickle  ears  with  poetry  ; 
Where  every  tear  is  taught  to  flow 
Through  many  a  line's  melodious  woe, 
And  heart-felt  pangs  of  deep  diftrefs 
Are  fritter'd  into  limilies? 
— O  thou,  whom  nature  taught  the  art 
To  pierce,  to  cleave,  to  tear  the  heart, 
Whatever  name  delight  thy  ear, 
Othello,  Richard,  Hamlet,  Leat, 
O  undertake  my  juft  defence, 
And  banifti  all  but  nature  hence  ! 
See,  to  thy  aid  with  (heaming  eyes 
The  fair  afflided*  Conftance  flies; 
Now  wild  as  winds  in  madnefs  tears 
Her  heaving  breads,  and  fcatter'd  hail's  ; 
Or  low  on  earth  du'ciains  relief, 
With  all  the  confcious  pride  of  grief. 
My  Pritchard  too  in  Hamlet's  queen — 
The  goddcfs  of  tlie  fportive  vein 
Here  flop'd  her  flioit,  and  with  a  fneer, 
My  Pritchard,  if  you  pleafe,  my  dear! 
Her  tragic  merit  I  confefs, 
But  fnrely  mine's  her  proper  drefs ; 
Behold  her  there  with  native  cafe 
And  native  fpirit,  born  to  pleafe  j 


*  Mrs.  Cibber  in  the  charaSrer  of  La^Jy  Con- 
fiance  in  Shakfpeare''s  King  John. 


With  all  Maria's  charms  engage. 

Or  Milwood's  arts,  or  Touchwood's  rage» 

Through  every  foible  trace  the  fair, 

Or  leave  the  town,  and  todet's  care. 

To  chant  in  forefts  uncontin'd 

The  wilder  notes  of  Rofalind. 

O  thou,  where-e'er  thou  fix  thy  praife. 
Brute,  Drugger,  Fribble,  Ranger,  Bays ! 
O  join  with  her  in  my  behalf. 
And  teach  an  audience  when  to  laugh. 
So  (hall  buflbons  with  fliame  repair 
To  draw  in  fools  at  Smithfield  fair, 
And  real  humour  charm  the  age, 
Though  *FalftafFfliould  forfake  the  ftage. 

She  fpoke.     Melpomene  reply'd. 
And  much  was  faid  on  either  fide  ; 
And  many  a  chief,  and  many  a  fair. 
Were  raention'd  to  their  credit  there.  . 
But  I'll  not  venture  to  difplay 
What  goddefl'es  think  fit  to  fay. 
However,  Garrick,  this  at  leafc 
Appears  by  both  a  tiuth  confeft, 
That  their  whole  fate  for  many  a  year 
But  hangs  on  your  paternal  care. 
A  nation's  tafte  depends  on  you  : 
— Perhaps  a  nation's  virtue  too. 
O  think  how  glorious  'twere  to  raife 
A  theatre  to  virtue's  praife. 
Where  no  indignant  bluOi  might  rife. 
Nor  wit  be  taught  to  plead  for  vice  ; 
But  every  young  attentive  ear 
Imbibe  the  precepts,  living  there. 
And  every  unexperienc'd  bread 
There  feel  its  own  rude  hints  expreH:, 
And,  waken'd  by  the  glowing  fcene. 
Unfold  the  worth  that  lurks  within. 

If  poflible,  be  perfecft  quite; 
A  tew  fliort  rules  will  guide  you  right, 
Confult  your  own  good  fenfe  in  all, 
Be  deaf  to  fafldon's  fickle  call, 
Nor  e'er  defcend  from  reafon's  laws 
To  court,  what  you  command,  applaufe. 

NATURE  TO  DR.  KOAOtY, 

ON  HIS  COMEDY  OF  THE  SUSPICIOUS  HUSBAN*. 

Sly  hypocrite  !  was  this  your  aim  ? 

To  borrow  Peon's  facred  name. 

And  lurk  beneath  his  graver  mien,  . 

To  trace  the  fecrets  of  my  reign  ? 

Did  I  for  this  applaud  your  zeal. 

And  point  out  each  minuter  wheel. 

Which  finely  taught  the  nest  to  roll. 

And  made  my  works  one  i^erfedl  whole? 

For  who,  but  I,  till  you  appear'd. 

To  model  the  dramatic  herd. 

E'er  bade  to  woti'dring  ears  and  eyes, 

Such  pleafing  intricacies  rife  ? 

Where  every  jiart  is  nicely  true. 

Yet  touches  ftdi  the  mailer  clue  ; 

Each  ridtlle  opening  by  degrees, 

Til!  all  unravels  with  fuch  eafe, 

That  only  thofe  who  will  be  blind 

Can  feel  one  doubt  perplex  their  mind. 

*  Mr.  ^lin,  ini.nitable  in  that  chartt^er,  uht 
■was  the  It  leaving  thejhge. 
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Nor  was't  enough,  you  thought,  to  write  ; 
But  yo.i  muft  impinufly  unite 
With  Garrick  toe,  who  long  before 
Hal   ^  'I'l.  niy  wiiole  expreifive  pow'r. 
That  ^•han;■e.ul  Proteus  of  the  ftage, 
Ufurpb  my  mirth,  my  grief,  my  rage  ; 
And  :■.!.  hi-  difft-rent  parts  incline. 
Gives  joys  or  pains,  fmcere  as  mine. 

Ytt  ,'ou  mail  find  (howt'er  elate 
You  triumph  in  your  former  cheat) 
'Tis  not  io  eaty  to  efcape 
In  Ndture's,  as  in  Pason's  fhape. 
For  every  cntic,  great  or  fmall, 
Hates  every  thmg  that's  natural. 
The  beans,  md  ladies  too,  canlt  fay, 
What  does  he  mean  ?  is  this  a  play  ? 
We  fee  fuch  people  every  day. 
Nay  more,  to  chafe,  and  teize  your  fpleen, 
And  teach  you  how  to  Iteal  again. 
My  very  fools  Ihall  prove  you're  bit. 
And  damn  you  for  your  want  of  wit. 


TO  RICHARD  OWEN  CAMBRIDGE,  ESQ^ 

Dear  Cambridge,  teach  your  friend  the  art 

You  uie  to  gain  the  mufe's  heart, 

And  make  hev  fo  entirely  yours, 

That  at  all  feafons,  and  all  liours. 

The  anxious  goddefs  ready  flands 

To  Willi  the  motion  of  your  hands. 

it  was  of  old  a  truth  confeft 
That  poets  mull  have  needful  reft. 
And  every  imp  of  Phoebus'  quire 
To  philofophic  fliades  retire. 
Amid  tiiofe  flowery  fcenes  of  eafe 
To  pick  up  fenfe  and  fimiles. 
Had  Virgi!  been  from  coaft  to  coaft, 
Like  his  JEneas,  teitipeit-toft. 
Or  p;^fs'd  life's  fluff  uating  dream 
On  Tyher's  or  on  iVInicio's  ftream, 
He  mi;;ht  have  bccr  expert  in  failing  ; 
But  Ma'.vius  ne'er  had  fear'd  his  railmg, 
Nor  j^reat  Auguilus  fav'd  from  fire 
The  relics  of  ;i,  trav'ling  iquire. 

Had  Horace  too,  from  day  to  day, 
Run  poft  upon  the  Applan  way. 
In  reftlefs  journeys  to  and  from 
i  Brundilium,  Capua,  and  Rome; 

The  bard  had  fcarcely  found  a  time 
To  put  that  very  road  in  rhyme  ; 

And  fav'd  great  cities  much  expence 

In  lab'ring  to  mi'iake  his  fenfe. 

Nay  he,  whofe  Greek  is  out  of  date 

Since  Pope  deicended  to  tranfi'ite. 

Though  watKrrir.g  (till  from  place  to  place, 
At  lealt  lay  by  in  ftormy  weather 

(Whate'er  Perrault  or  "Votton  fays) 
To  tack  his  rhapfodies  together. 
But  you,  reverfing  every  rule 

Of  ancient  or  of  modern  fchool. 

Nor  hurt  by  noife,  nor  cramp'd  by  rhymes, 

Can  all  things  do,  and  at  all  times. 

Your  own  Scriblerus  never  knew 

A  more  unfettled  life  than  you. 

Yet  Pope  in  Twit'nam's  peaceful  grot 

Scarce  ever  more  correclly  thought. 


In  whirligigs  it  is  confeft 
The  middle  line's  a  line  of  reft  ; 
And,  let  the  fides  fly  how  they  will. 
The  central  point  muft  needs  ftand  ftilL 
Perhaps  your  mind,  like  one  ot  thefe. 
Beholds  the  tumult  round  at  eafe. 
And  itands,  as  firm  as  rock  in  ocean. 
The  centre  of  perpetual  motion. 

That  Caefar  did  three  things  at  once, 
Is  known  at  fthool  to  every  dunce  ; 
But  your  more  tomprehenfivc  mind 
Leaves  pidling  Caelar  far  behind. 
You  fpread  the  lawn,  direfl  the  flood, 
Cut  /iitas  through,  or  plant  a  wood. 
Build  China's  barks  for  Severn's  ftream, 
Or  form  new  plans  for  Epic  fame. 
And  then,  in  fpite  of  wind  or  weather. 
You  read,  row,  r.de,  and  write  together. 

But  'tis  not  your  undoubted  claim 
To  naval  or  equeftrian  fame, 
Your  nicer  tafte,  or  quicker  parts, 
III  rural  or  mechanic  arts, 
(Though  each  alone  in  humbler  ftation 
Might  raife  both  wealth  and  reputation) 
It  is  not  thefe  that  1  would  have. 
Bear  them,  o'  God's  name,  to  your  grave. 
But  'tis  that  unexhaufted  vein, 
That  quick  conception  without  pain, 
That  fomething,  for  no  words  can  fliow  it, 
Which  without  leifure  makes  a  poet. 
Sure  Nature  caft,  indulgent  dame. 
Some  rtrange  peculiar  in  your  frame. 
From  whofe  well-lodg'd  prolific  feeds 
This  inexpreffive  power  proceeds. 
Or  does  Thalia  court  your  arms 
Becaufe  you  feera  to  flight  her  charms, 
And,  like  her  fifter  females,  fly 
From  our  dull  afliduity. 
If  that's  the  cafe,  I'll  foon  be  free, 
I'll  put  on  airs  as  well  as  fne ; 
And  even  m  *this  poetic  fliade, 
Where  ent  with  Pope  and  Gay  flie  play'd, 
Ev'n  here  I'll  tell  her  to  her  Uce 
I've  Icarn'd  to  fcorn  a  forc'd  embrace. 
In  fliort,  here  ends  her  lormer  reign ; 
And  if  we  e'er  begin  again 
It  muft  be  on  another  fcore— 
I'll  write  like  you,  or  write  no  more. 


TO  MR.  MASON. 


Beltivf.  me,  Mafon,  'tis  in  vain 

Thy  fortitude  the  torrent  braves; 
Thou  too  muft  bear  th'  inglorious  chain  ; 

The  world,  the  world  will  have  its  flaves. 
The  chofen  friend  for  converfe  fweet, 
The  fmall,  yet  elegant  retreat, 
Are  peaceful  unambitious  views 

Which  early  fancy  loves  to  form. 
When  aided  by  th'  ingenuous  mufc, 
She  turns  the  philofophic  page, 
And  fees  the  wife  of  every  age. 

With  nature's  didates  warm. 

*  Middleton  park,  Osford/hire. 
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But  ah !  to  few  has  fortune  given 

The  choice,  to  take  or  to  refufe ; 
To  fewer  flill  indulgent  Heaven 

Allots  the  very  will  to  choole, 
And  why  are  varying  fchemes  prefer'd  ? 
IMan  mixes  with  the  common  herd  : 
By  cuftom  guided  to  purfuc, 

Or  wealth,  or  honours,  fame,  or  eafe, 
"What  others  wifli  he  wiflies  too  ; 
lior  from  his  own  peculiar  choice, 
'Till  ftrengthen'd  by  the  public  voice. 

His  very  pleafures  pleafe. 
III. 
How  oft,  beneath  fome  hoary  fliade 

Where  Cam  glides  indolently  flow, 
Haft  thou,  as  indolently  laid, 

Preferr'd  to  Heaven  thy  fav'rite  vow: 
"  Here,  here  forever  let  me  ftay, 
"  Here  calmly  loiter  life  away, 
"  Nor  all  thofe  vain  connedtiens  know 

"  Which  fetter  down  the  freeborn-mlnd^ 
"  The  flave  of  intereft,  or  of  fhow  ; 
"  While  you  gay  tenant  of  the  grove, 
"  The  happier  heir  of  Nature's  love, 

«'  Can  warble  unconfin'd." 

IV. 

Yet  fure,  my  friend,  th'  eternal  plan 

By  truth  unerring  was  defign'd ; 
Inferior  parts  were  made  for  man, 

But  man  himfelf  for  ail  mankind. 
Then  by  th*  apparent  judge  th'  unfeen; 
Behold  how  rolls  this  vaft  machine 
To  one  great  end,  howe'er  withflood, 

Direcfting  its  impartial  courfe. 
All  labour  for  the  general  good  : 
Some  ftem  the  wave,  fome  till  the  foil, 
By  choice  the  bold,  th'  ambitious  toil. 

The  indolent  by  force. 

V. 

That  bird,  thy  fancy  frees  from  care. 

With  many  a  fear  unknown  to  thee, 
Muft  rove  to  glean  his  fcanty  fare 

From  field  to  field,  from  tree  to  tree, 
Ilis  lot,  united  with  his  kind. 
Has  all  his  little  joys  confin'd  ; 
The  lover's  and  the  parent's  ties 

Alarm  by  turns  his  anxious  breafl, 
Yet,  bound  by  fate,  by  inftindl  wife, 
He  hails  with  fongs  the  rifing  morn, 
And,  pleas'd  at  evening's  cool  return. 

He  fings  himfelf  to  reft. 

VI. 

And  tell  me,  has  not  nature  made 

Some  fi:ated  void  for  thee  to  fill, 
Some  fpring,  fome  wheel,  which  aJks  thy  aid 

To  move,  regardlefs  of  thy  will  ? 
Go  then,  go  feel  with  glad  furprife 
New  blifs  from  new  attentions  rife  ; 
Till,  happier  in  thy  wider  fphere. 

Thou  quit  thy  darling  fchemes  of  eafe  ; 
Nay,  glowing  in  the  full  career, 
Ev'n  wifli  thy  virtuous  labours  more  ; 
Nor  'till  the  tollfomc  day  is  o'er 

£xpe6t  the  uigbi;  of  peace. 


TO  THE  REV.  DR.  LOWTH*. 

ON  HIS  LIFE  OF  WILLIAM  OF  WYKKHAM. 

O  LowTH,  while  Wykeham's  various  worth  you 
trace, 

And  bid  to  diftant  times  his  annals  fhine, 
indulge  another  bard  of  Wykeham's  race 

In  the  fond  wifli  to  add  his  name  to  thine. 

From  the  fame  font,  with  reverence  let  me  boaflj 
The  claflic  ftreams  with  early  third  I  caught ; 

What  time,  they  fay,  the  mufes  revel'd  mofl. 
When  Bigg  prefided,  and  when  Burton  taught. 

But  the  fame  flte,  which  led  me  to  the  fpring, 
Forbade  me  farther  to  purfue  the  ftream  : 

Perhaps  as  kindly  ;  for,  as  fages  fing. 
Of  chance  and  fate  full  idly  do  we  deem. 

And  fure  in  Granta's  philofophic  ftiade 

Truth's  genuine  image  beam'd  upon  my  fight; 

And  flow-ey'd  reafon  lent  his  fober  aid 

To  form,  deduce,  compare,  and  judge  aright. 

Yes,  ye  fweet  fields,  befide  your  ofier'd  ftream 
Full  many  an  Attic  hour  my  youth  enjoy'd ; 

Full  many  a  friendfliip  form'd, life's  happieft  dream. 
And  treafur'd  many  a  blifs  which  never  cloy'd. 

Yet  may  the  pilgrim,  o'er  his  temperate  fare 
At  eve,  with  pleafmg  recolledlion  fay 

'Twas  the  frefti  morn  which  ftrung  his  nerves  to 
bear 
The  piercing  beam,  and  ufeful  toils  of  day. 

So  let  me  ftill  with  filial  love  purfue 

The  nurfe  and  parent  of  my  infant  thought, 

From  whence  the  colour  of  my  life  I  drew. 

When  Bigg  prefided,  and  when  Burton  taught 

O  names  by  me  rever'd  ? — 'till  memory  die, 
'Till  my  deaf  ear  forget  th'  enchanting  flow 

Of  verfe  harmonious,  fhall  my  mental  eye 

Trace  back  old  time,  and  teach  my  breaft  to 
glow. 

Peace  to  that  honour'd  fliade,  whofe  mortal  frame 
Sleeps  in  the  bofom  of  its  parent  earth. 

While  his  freed  foul,  which  boafts  celeftial  flame, 
Perhaps  now  triumphs  in  a  nobler  birth. 

Perhaps  with  Wykeliam,  from  fome  blifsful  bower, 
Applauds  thy  labours,  or  prepares  the  wreath 

For  Burton's  generous  toil, — Th'  infatiate  power 
Extends  his  deathful  fvvay  o'er  all  that  breathe.; 

Nor  aught  avails  it  that  the  virtuous  fage. 

Forms  future  bards,  or  Wykehams  yet  to  come.; 

Nor  ought  avails  it,  that  his  green  old  age, 

From  youth  well  fpent,  may  feem  t'  elude  the 
tomb : 

For  Burton  too  muft  fall.     And  o'er  his  urn, 
While  fciencehangsherfculptur'dtrophiesround^ 

The  letter'd  tribes  of  half  an  age  fliall  mourn, 
Whofe  lyres  he  ftrung,  and  added  fenfe  to  found,  i 

Nor  ftiall  his  candid  ear,  I  truft,  difdain 
This  artlefs  tribute  of  a  feeling  mind  ; 

And  thou,  O  Lowth,  flialt  own  the  grateful  ftrain, 
Mean  though  it  flow,  was  virtuoufly  defign'd ; 

*  AfUrvard  Bifiop  of  London, 
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Fer  'twas  thy  work  inTplr'd  the  melting  mood 
To  fqel,  and  pay  the  facred  debt  I  ovv'd  : 

And  the  next  virtue  to  beflovving  good, 

Thou  know'll,  is  gratitude  for  good  beflov/'d. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  WRIGHT, 

I75I- 

Prithee  teaze  me  no  longer,  dear  troublefome 
friend. 

On  a  fubjeeSt  which  wants  not  advice  : 
You  may  make  me  unliappy,  but  never  can  mend 

Thofe  ills  I  have  learnt  to  dcfpife. 

You  fay  I'm  dependent ;  what  then  ?— if  I  make 

That  dependence  qui^te  eafy  to  me, 
Say  why  ihould  you  envy  my  lucky  miftake, 

Or  why  Ihould  I  wiih  to  be  free  ? 

Many  men  of  lefs  worth,  you  partially  cry. 

To  fplendour  and  opulence  foar ; 
Snppofe  I  allow  it ;  yet,  pray  Sir,  am  I 

Lefs  happy  becaufe  they  are  more  ? 

But  why  faid  I  happy  ?  I  aim  not  at  that, 

Mere  eafe  is  my  humble  requefl ; 
I  would  neither  repine  at  a  nigf^ardly  fate, 

Nor  ftretch  my  wings  far  from  my  neft. 

Nor  e'er  may  my  pride  or  my  folly  refleifl 
On  the  fav'rites  whom  fortune  has  made, 

Regardlefi  of  choufands  who  pine  with  negledl 
In  penfive  obfcurity's  Ihade ; 

'  With  whom  when  comparing  the  merit  I  boaft, 

Though  rais'd  by  indulgence  to  fame, 
[  1  fink  in  confufion  bewildtjr'd  and  loft, 
I      And  wonder  1  am  what  I  am ! 

1  And  what  are  thefe  wonders,  thefe  bleflings  refin'd 
Which  fplendour  and  opulence  fhower  ? 
The  health  of  the  body,  and  peace  of  the  mind, 
Are  things  which  are  out  of  their  power. 

To  contentment's  calm  funfhine,  the  lot  of  the  few, 

Can  iafolent  grtatnefs  pretend  ? 
Or  can  it  beftow,  what  I  boafl  of  m  you, 

That  blefling  of  bleflings,  a  friend  ? 

We  may  pay  fome  regard  to  the  rich  and  the  great. 
But  how  feldom  we  love  them  you  know  ; 

Or  if  we  do  love  them,  ir  is  not  their  ftate. 
The  tinfel  and  plume  of  the  fnow. 

But  fome  fecret  virtues  we  find  in  the  heart 
When  the  mafk  is  laid  kindly  afide, 

Which  birth  cannot  give  them,  nor  riches  impart, 
And  which  never  once  heard  of  their  pride. 

A  flow  of  good  fpirits  I've  feen  with  a  fmile 
To  worth  make  a  (hallov/  pretence; 

And  the  chat  of  good  breeding  with  eale,  for  a 
while, 
May  pafs  for  good  nature,  and  fenfe  ; 

But  where  is  the  bofom  untainted  by  art. 
The  judgment  fo  modeft  and  ftay'd, 

That  union  fo  rare  of  the  head  and  the  heart. 
Which  fixes  the  friends  it  has  made  ? 

Jor  thofe  whom  the  great  and  the  wealthy  employ 
.Their  pleafure  or  vanity's  flaves, 
'  Whate'er  they  can  give  I  without  them  enjoy, 
And  am  rid  of  jull  fo  maay  knaves. 
Vol,  XI, 


For  the  many  whom  tit1?s  alone  can  allure, 
And  the  blazon  of  ermine  and  gules, 

I  wrap  myfclf  round  in  my  lownefs  fecure, 
And  am  rid  of  juil  fo  many  fools. 

Then  why  (hould  I.  covet  what  cannot  increafe 
My  delights,  and  may  leflen  their  llorc; 

My  prefcnc  condition  is  quiet  and  eafe, 
And  w^hat  can  rixy  future  be  more  ? 

Should  fortune  capricioufly  ceafe  to  be  coy, 

And  in  torrents  of  plenty  defcend, 
1,  doubtlefs,  like  others,  fhould  clafp  her  with  jc^yj 

And  my  wants  and  my  wifhes  extend. 

But  fmce  'tis  deny'd  me,  and  Heaven  befl  knows 

Whether  kinder  to  grant  it  or  not, 
Say,  why  fhould  I  vainly  diiturb  my  repofe, 

And  peeviflily  carp  at  my  lot  ? 

No;  ftill  let  me  follow  f.ige  Horace's  rule, 
Who  tried  all  thmgs,  and  held  i>.fl  the  beff; 

Learn  daily  to  put  all  my  paffions  to  fchool. 
And  keep  the  due  poife  of  my  breaft. 

Thus,  firm  at  the  helm,  I  glide  calmly  away. 
Like  the  merchant  long  us'd  to  the  deep. 

Nor  truft  for  my  fafety  on  life's  ftormy  fca,  . 
To  the  gilding  and  paint  of  my  fhip. 

Nor  yet  can  the  giants  of  honour  and  pelf 

My  want  of  ambition  deride, 
He  who  rules  his  own  bofom  is  lord  of  himfelfj 

And  lord  of  all  nature  befide. 

ODE  TO  THE  TIBER. 

ON   ENTERING  THE  CAMPANIA  OF   ROME,  AT 
OTRICOLI.    1755. 

Hail  facred  flream,  whofe  waters  roll 
Immortal  through  the  chdhc  page  ! 
To  thee  the  mufe-devoted  i'oul. 

Though  deftin'd  to  a  later  age 
And  lefs  indulgent  clime,  to  thee. 
Nor  thou  dijdain,  in  Runic  lays. 
Weak  mimic  of  true  harmony, 

His  grateful  homage  pays. 
Far  other  ftrains  thine  elder  ear 
V/ith  pleas' d  attention'  wont  to  hear,' 
When  he,  who  ftrung  the  Latian  lyre, 
And  he,  wlio  led  th'  Aonian  quite  , 

From  Mantua's  reedy  lakes  with  ofiers  croWn'ds 
Taught  echo  from  thy  banks  with  tranfport  to  i-c- 
found. 
Thy  banks  ? — alas,  is  this  the  boafted  fcene, 
This  dreary,  wide,  uncultivated  plain. 
Where  fick'ning  nature  wears  a  fainter  green, 
And  defolation  Iprcads  her  torpid  reign  ? 
Is  this  the  Icene  where  freedom  breath'd 
Her  copious  hoin  v.herc  plenty  wreath'd, 

And  health  at  opening  day 
Bade  all  her  rofcate  breezes  fly, 
To  wake  the  fon^  of  induftry. 
And  make  their  fields  more  gay  ? 

Where  is  the  villa's  rural  pride, 

The  fuelling  dome's  imperial  gleam. 

Which  lov'd  to  grace  thy  verdant  fide. 
And  tremble  in  thy  golden  ftrcam  ? 

Where  are  the  bold,  the  bufy  throngs. 
That  ruih'd  impatient  to  the  y/zf, 
3^ 
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Or  tun'd  to  peace  triumphal  fongs, 
And  hail'd  the  pafling  car  ? 
Along  the  folitary  *  road, 
Th'  eternal  flint  by  Conluls  trod. 
We  mufe,  and  mark  the  fad  decays 
Of  mighty  works,  and  mighty  days ! 
For  thefe  vile  waftes,  we  cry,  had  fate  decreed 
That  Veii's  fons  fiiould  ftrive,  for  thefe  Camillas 

.bleed  ? 
Did  here,  in  after-times  of  Roman  pride, 

The  mufing  fliepherd  from  Sora(Sl:e's  height 
See  towns  extend  where'er  thy  waters  glide. 
And  temples  rife,  and  peopled  farms  unite  ? 
They  did.     For  thisdelertcd  plain 
The  hero  flrove,  nor  ftrove  in  vain  ; 

And  here  the  fliepherd  faw 
Unnuniber'd  towns  and  temples  fpread. 
While  Rome  majeftic  rear'd  her  head, 
And  gave  the  nations  law. 

Yes,  thou  and  Latium  once  were  great. 

,  And  fcill,  ye  firft  of  human  things, 
Beyond  the  grafp  of  time  or  fate 

Her  fame  and  thine  triumphant  fprings. 
What  though  the  mould'ring  columns  fall, 

And  ftrow  the  defart  earth  beneath, 
Though  ivy  round  each  nodding  wall 

Entwine  its  fatal  wreath. 
Yet  fay,  can  Rhine  or  Danube  boaft 
The  numerous  glories  thou  hafl  loft  ? 

Can  ev'n  Euphrates'  palmy  fliore. 

Or  Nile,  with  all  his  myftic  lore, 
Produce  from  old  records  of  genuine  fame 
Such  heroes,  poets,  kings,  or  emulate  thy  lume  .' 

*   The  Flaminian  ivay. 
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Ev'n  now  the  mufe,  the  confcious  mufe  is  herai 
From  every  ruin's  formidable  fhade 

Eternal  mufic  breathes  on  fancy's  ear,       [dead. 

And  wakes  to  more  than  form  th'  illullrious 
'i  hy  Csefars,  Scipios,  Catos,  rife 
The  great,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wife. 

In  folemn  ftate  advance  ! 
They  fix  the  philofophic  eye. 
Or  trail  the  robe,  or  lift  on  high 
The  light'ning  of  the  lance. 

But  chief  that  humbler,  happier  train,  , ; 

Who  knew  thofe  virtues  to  reward 
Beyond  the  reach  of  chance  or  pain 

Secure,  th'  hiftorian  and  the  bard. 
By  them  the  hero's  generous  rage 

Still  warm  in  youth  immortal  lives; 
And  in  their  adamantine  page 

Thy  glory  ftill  furvives. 
Through  deep  favannahs  wild  and  vafl,  I 

Uiilieard,  unknown  through  agespaft. 
Beneath  the  fun's  diretfter  beams. 
What  copious  torrents  pour  their  flreams! 
No  fame  have  they,  no  fond  pretence  to  moura, 
No  annuls  fwell  their  pride,  or  grace  their  ftoried 

urn. 
While  thou,  with  Rome's  exalted  genius  join'd. 

Her  fpear  yet  lifted,  and  her  corflet  brac'd, 
Canft  tell  the  waves,  canft  tell  the  paffing  wind. 
Thy  wond'rous  tale,  and  cheer  the  lift 'ning  waiie. 
Though  from  his  caves  th'  unfeeling  north 
Pour'd  all  his  legion'd  tempefls  forth. 

Yet  Hill  thy  laurels  blooin  : 
One  deathlefs  glory  ftill  remains. 
Thy  ftream  has  roU'd  through  Latlan  plains,) 
Has  wafli'd  the  walls  of  Rome. 
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ELEGY  I. 

^SITTEN  AT   THE  CONVENT  OF   H.\UT  VILLERS, 
IN   iTHAMP.^GNE,    1754. 

Silent  and  clear,  through  yonder  peaceful  vale. 
While  Marne's  flow  waters  weave  their  mazy 
way, 

Sec,  toth'  exulting  fun,  and  fofl'ring  gale. 

What  boundlefs  treafures  his  rich  banks  difplay ! 

Faft  by  the  flream,  and  at  the  mountain's  bafe, 
The  lowing  herds  through  living  pallures  love ; 

Wide  waving  harvefts  crown  the  rifmg  fpace ; 
And  ftill  fupcrior  nods  the  viny  grove. 

High  on  the  top,  as  guardian  of  tlie  fcene, 
Imperial  Sylvan  fpreads  liis  umbrage  wide  ; 

Nor  wants  there  many  a  cot,  and  fpire  between, 
Or  in  the  vale,  or  on  the  mountahi's  fide. 

To  mark  that  man/ns  tenant  of  the  whole. 
Claims  the  juft  tribute  of  his  culturing  care, 

Yet  pajs  to  Heaven,  in  gratitude  of  foul, 

The  boon  which  Heaven  accepts  cf  praifc  and 
prayer. 


O  dire  effeifls  of  war  I  the  time  has  been 
When  defclation  vaunted  here  her  reign; 

One  ravag'd  defart  was  yon  beauteous  fccne, 
And  Marne  ran  purple  to  the  frighted  Seine. 

Oft  at  his  work,  the  toilfome  day  to  cheat. 
The  I'vvain  Itill  talks  cf  thofe  difailrous  times. 

When  Cuife's  pride,  and  Conde's  ill-ftar'd  heat, 
Tauglit  Chriftian  zeal  to  authorife  their  crimes 

Oft  to  hi=  children  fportive  on  the  grafs, 
Does  dreadful  tales  of  worn  tradition  tell, 

Oft  points  to  Epernay's  ill-fated  pafs,  [fell 

Where  force  thrice  triumph'd,  and  where  BiroJ 

O  dire  efTecfls  of  war  !  may  ever  more         [ceaft 
Tlu-ough  this  fweet   vale  the  voice  of  difcor^ 

A  Britifh  bard  to  Gallia's  fertile  fliorc 
Cm  willi  the  blefTmgs  of  eternal  peace. 

Yet  fay,  ye  monks  (beneath  whofe  mofs-groiJI 
feat. 

Within  whofe  cloifter'd  cells  th'  indebted  mufe 
A  while  lojourns,  for  meditation  meet,         [fues) 

And  tliclc  loofe  thoughts  in  penfivc  ftrain  pur; 
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Avails  it  aught,  that  war's  rude  tumults  fpare 
Yon  clufter'd  vineyard,  or  yon  golden  lieid, 

If  nig-gards  to  yourfclves,  and  fond  of.care, 
You  flight  the  joys  their  copious  treafures  yield? 

Avails  it  aught,  that  nature's  liberal  hand 

With  every  blefiing  grateful  man  can  know, 
Clothes  tiie  rich  bofom  of  yon  fmiling  land, 
The  mountain's  flaping  fide,  or  pendant  brow. 

If  meagre  famine  paint  your  pallid  cheek, 
If  breaks  the  midnight  beli  your  hours  of  reft, 

[f,  'midll  heart-chiiling  damps,  and  winter  bleak. 
You  ihun  the  cheerful  bowl,  and  moderate  fcall ! 

Look  forth,  and  be  convinc'd  !  'tis  nature  pleads, 
Her  ample  volume  opens  on  your  view  : 

rhe  fimple-minded  fv/ain,  who  running  reads. 
Feels  the  glad  truth,  and  is  it  hid  from  you  ? 

Look  forth,  and  be   convinc'd !    Yon    profpecSs 
v^ide 
To  reafon's  ear  how  forcibly  they  fpeak  ! 
i^Jompar'd  with  thofe,  how  dull  is  Icttcr'd  pride  ! 
:   And  Auftin  s  babbling  eloquence  how  weak  ! 

remp'rance,  not  abftinence,  in  every  blifs 
Is  man's  true  joy,  and  therefore  Heaven's  com- 
mand. 
Hie  wretch  who  riots  thanks  his  God  amifs  : 
I  Who  ftarves,  rejedts  the  bounties  of  his  hand. 

jvf  ark,  while  the  Marne  in  yon  full  channel  glides. 
Hew  fmooth  his  courfe,  how  nature  fmiles  a- 
round  ! 

Jut  fliould  impetuous  torrents  fvt'ell  his  tides. 
The  fairy  landflcip  fmks  in  oceans  drown'd. 

Jor  lefs  difaflrous,  ftiould  his  thrifty  urn 
NegleiTted  leaye  the  once  weil-water'd  land, 
o  dreary  waftes  yon  paradife  would  turn, 
Polluted  ooze,  or  heaps  of  barren  fand. 

ELEGY  II. 

ON   *THE   M.iUSOLEUM  OF  AUGUSTUS. 

To  the  Rigbt»ilonourable  George  Bajfy  Fil/krs,   V\f- 

count  Villifrs. 

WRITTEN  AT   ROME.    I756. 

MID  thefc  mould'ring  walls,  rhis  niarbleronnd, 
Wh*"re  flept  the  heroes  of  the  Julian  name, 

ay,  llidll  we  linger  ftill  in  though.t  profound. 
And  meditate  the  mcivni"ul  paths  to  fame  ? 

Vhat  though  no  cyprefs  fhades  in  funeral  rows, 
No  fculptur'd  urns,  the  laft  records  of  fate, 

''er  the  fhrunk  terrace  w^ve  their  baleful  boiio-hs, 
Or  breathe  in  ftoried  emblems  of  the  great ; 

.  et  not  with  heedlcfs  eye  will  we  furvey 
The   fccne,  though   chang'd,  nor  negligently 

tread ; 
tiefe  variegated  walks,  however  gay. 
Were  once  the  lilent  manfions  of  the  dead. 

'»  every  fljnib,  in  every  flow'ret's  bloom 
That  paints  with  different  hues  yon  fmiling  plain, 

.    It  is  no-u  a  garisr,  kclo,:g\ng  to  Marcheji  df  Ctrre. 
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Some  hero's  alhes  iffue  from  the  tomb, 
And  live  a  vegetative  life  again. 

For  matter  dies  not,  as  th*  fages  fay, 

But  fhift*  to  other  forms  the  pliant  mafs, 

When  the  free  fpirit  quits  its  cumb'rous  clay. 
And  fees,  beneath,  the  rolling  planets  pafs. 

Perhaps,  my  Villiers,  for  I  fing  to  thee,  i 

Perhaps,  unknowing  of  the  bloom  it  gives. 

In  yon  fair  fcyon  of  Apollo's  tree, 

The  faered  dull  of  young  IVIarcellus  lives. 

•Pluck  not  the  leaf— --'twere  facriiege  to  y.'ound 
Th'idea!  memory  of  fo  fweet  a  <iiade  ; 

In  thefc  fad  feats  an  early  grave  he  found, 
And  *  the  firll  rites  to  eloomy  Dis  convey'd. 

Witnefs  f  thou  field  of  Mars,  that  oft  hadft  knowii 
His  youthful  triiunphs  in  the  mimic  war, 

Thou  heard'ft  the  heart-felt  univerfal  groan. 
When  o'er  thy  bofom  roll'd  the  funeral  car, 

Witnefs  \  thoU  Tufcan  ftreani,  where  oft  he  glow'c! 

In  fportive  ftrugglings  with  th'  oppofing  wave, 
Fall  by  the  recent  tomb  thy  waters  flow'd, 

While  wept  the  wife,  the  virtuous,  and  the  bravCo 
O  lofl:  too  foon  ! — 'yet  why  lament  a  fate 

By  thoufands  envied,  and  by  Hcav'n  approv'd  ? 
Rare  is  the  boon  to  thofe  of  longer  date  • 

To  live,  to  die,  admir'd,  eileem'd,  belov'd. 

Weak  are  our  judgments,  and  our  paffions  warm. 
And  flowly  dawns  the  radiant  morn  of  truth. 

Our  expe<i1;atiohs  haftily  we  form, 

And  much  we  pardon  to  ingenuous  youth. 

Too  oft  we  fatiate  on  tlie  applaufe  we  pay 
To  rifmg  merit,  and  refume  the  crown  ; 

Full  many  a  blooming  genius  fnatch'd  away, 
Plas  fall'n  lamented,  who  had  liv'd  unknown. 

For  hard  the  tafk,  O  Vilhers,  to  fuftr.in 
Th'  important  burden  of  an  early  fame  ; 

Each  added  day  fome  added  worth  to  gain. 
Prevent  each  wilh,  and  anfwer  every  claim. 

Be  thou  Marcellua,  with  a  kn'gth.of  days  ! 

But  ()  remember,  whatfoe'er  thou  art. 
The  mod  exalted  breath  of  human  praife. 

To  pleafe  indeed  mull:  echo  from  the  heart. 

Though  thou  be  brave,  be  virtuous,  and  be  wifcj 
By  all,  like  him,, admir'd,  eftcena'd,  belov'd  ; 

'Tis  from  within  alone  true  fame  can  rife, 
The  only  happy  is  the  fclf-approv'd. 

ELEGY  III. 

Tc  the  Right  Honcurable  Georjie  Simon  Hjrcoiirt, 
f'^  if  count  Nuitcham. 

WRITTEN    AT    ROME.     I7j6. 

Yes,  noble  youth,  \h  true;  the  fofter  arts. 

The  fweetly-founding firing,  and  pencil's  power, 

*  He  is /aid  to  be  th;  frjl  pcrfon  buried  itilhis  monu- 
ment. 

■\  Qnantos  ille  virum  magnaniMavortis  ad  urbero 
Campus  aget  gcmitus  I 

\ Vel  quK,  Tyberlne,  videbis 

Funera,  cum  tumuhim  prastcrlabere  rccentem. 

YlFC 
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Have  warm'd  to  rapture  even  heroic  hearts, 
And  taught  the  rude  to  wonder  and  adore. 
For  beauty  charms  us,  whether  flie  appears 

In  blended  colours  ;  or  to  foothing  lound 
Attunes  her  voice  ;  or  fair  proportion  weirs 

In  yonder  fvvelling  dome's  harmonious  round. 
All,  all  fhe  charms ;  but  not  alike  to  all 

'Tis  given  to  revel  in  her  blilsful  bower  ; 
Coercive  ties,  and  reafon's  powerful  call,      [vour. 

Bid  fome  but  tafte  the  fweets,  which  fome  de- 
When  nature  govern'd,  and  when  man  was  young, 

Perhaps  at  will  th'  untutor'd  favage  rov'd, 
Where  waters  murmur'd,  and  where  clufters  hung. 

He  fed,  and  ilept  beneath  the  fhade  he  lov'd. 
But  fmce  the  fage's  more  fagacious  mind. 

By  Heaven's  permiflion,  or  by  Heaven's  com- 
mand. 
To  polifli'd  flateshas  fecial  laws  aflign'd. 

And  general  good  on  partial  duties  plann'd, 
Not  for  ourlelves  our  vagrant  fteps  we  bend 

As  heediefs  chance,  or  wanton  choice  ordain  ; 
On  various  ftations  various  talks  attend, 

And  men  are  born  to  trifle  or  to  reign. 
As  chaunts  the  woodman,  while  the  dryads  weep, 

And  falling  forcftsfear  the  uplifted  blow  ; 
As  chaunts  the  fhepherd,  whiic  he  tends  hisfheep, 

Or  weaves  to  pliant  forms  the  ofier  bough  : 
To  me  'tis  given,  whom  fortune  loves  to  lead  [ers. 

Through  humbler  toils  to  life's  fequefter'd  bow- 
To  me  'tis  given  to  wake  th'amufive  reed, 

And  footh  with  long  the  folitary  hours. 
But  thee  fuperior,  foberer  toils  demand, 

Severer  paths  are  thine  of  patriot  fame  ; 
Thy  birth,  thy  friends,  thy  king,  thy  native  land. 

Have  given  thee  honours,  and  have  each  their 
claim. 
Then  nerve  with  fortitude  thy  feeling  brcaft. 

Each  wiih  to  combat,  and  each  pain  to  hear  ; 
Spurn  with  difdjiin  th'  inglorious  love  of  rell. 

Nor  let  the  fyren  eafe  approach  thine  ear. 
Beneath  yon  cyprefs  fhade's  eternal  green 

See  proflrate  Rome  her  wond'rous  ilory  tell, 
Mark  how  ftic  rofc  the  world's  imperial  queen, 

And  tremble  at  the  profped  how  flie  fell '. 
Not  tha.t.my  rigid  precepts  would  require 

A  painful  flruggling  with  each  adverfe  gale, 
Forbid  thee  hilcn  to  th'  enchanting  lyre, 

Or  turn  thy  fleps  from  fancy's  flowery  vale. 
Whate'erof  Greece  in  fculptur'd  brafs  furvives, 

Whate'er  or  Rome  in  mould'ring  arcs  remains, 
Whate'cr  of  genius  on  the  cafivafs  lives, 

Or  flows  in  pclifli,'d  verfe,  or  airy  ftrains, 

Be  thefe  thy  Icifure  ;  to  the  chofen  few 
Who  dare  excel,  thy  fofl'ring  aid  afford; 

Their  arts,  tlieir  magic  powers,  with  lionours  due 
Exalt ;  but  be  thylelf  what  they  re«;ord. 

ELEGY  IV. 

To  an  Ojjictr, 

WRITTEN  AT  ROME.     T7j6. 

From  I.atian  fields,  the  mnnfions  of  renown. 
Where  ftjt'd  the  warrior  god  his  fated  feat  ; 


Where  infant  heroes  learn'd  the  martial  frowfl, 
And  little  hearts  for  genuine  glory  beat ; 

What  for  my  friend,  my  foldier,  fhall  I  frame  ? 

What   nobly-glowing   verfe    that   breathes  oi\ 

arms,  ; 

To  point  his  radiant  path  to  deathlefs  fame,  ' 

l3y  great  examples,  and  terrific  charms  ? 

Quirinus  firft,  wiih  bold,  collected  bands. 

The  finewy  fons  of  ftrength,  for  empire  flrove  ; 

Beneath  his  prowefs  bow'd  th'  aftomm'd  lands, 
And  temples  rofe  to  Mars,  and  to  r  eretrian  Jove. 

War  taught  contempt  of  death,  contempt  of  painji 
And  hence  che  I'abii,  hence  the  Decii  come : 

War  urg'd  the  flaughter,  though  Ihe  wept  the. 

flam. 

Stern  war,  the  rugged  nurfe  of  virtuous  Rome, ' 

But  not  from  antique  fables  will  1  draw, 

To  fire  thy  3<5live  foul,  a  dubious  aid,         [awe 

Though  now,  ev'n  now,  they  llrikc  with  rev  renc 
By  poets  or  hiftorian  facred  made. 

Nor  yet  to  thee  the  babbling  mufe  fiiall  tell 
What    mighty    kings    with    all  their    legion: 
wrought. 

What  cities  funk,  and  ftoried  nations  fell, 
When  Cselar,  Titus,  or  v.'hcn  Trajan  fought. 

While  o'er  yon  hill  th' exalted  *  Trophy  fhows 
To  what  vaft  heights  of  incorrupted  praife 

The  great,  the  felf-cnnobled  IVIarius  rofe 

Erom  private  worth,  and  fortune's  private  way; 

from  fleep  Arpinum's  rock-invefted  fl.iade, 
From  hardy  virtue's  emulative  fchool, 

His  daring  flight  th'  expanding  genius  made, 
And  by  obeying,  nobly  learn'c;  to  rule. 

Abafh'd,  confounded,  ftern  Ibena  groan'd. 
And  Afiic  trembled  to  her  utmoil  coafts; 

When  the  proud  land  its  deflin'd  conqueror  own*' 
In  the  new  conful,  and  his  veteran  hoils. 

Yet  chiefs  are  madmen,  and  ambition  weak, 
And  mciin  the  joys  the  laurell'd  harveils  yield) 

If  vii  tue  fail.  Let  fame,  let  envy  fpeak 

Of  Capfa's  walls,  and  Scxtia's  wat'ry  field. 

But  fink  for  ever,  in  oblivion  call, 

Diflioneft  triumphs,  and  ignoble  fpolls. 

JVlinturna-'s  Marfu  feverely  paid  at  iafl 
The  guilty  glories  gain'd  in  civil  broils. 

Nor  yet  his  vain  contempt  the  mufe  fhall  praife 
For  I'cenes  of  polifh'd  life,  and  letter'd  worth 

The  fleel-rib'd  warrior  wants  not  envy's  ways 
To  darken  theirs,  or  call  his  merits  forth : 

Witnefs  yon  Cimbrian 'trophies  ! — Marius,  then 
Thy  ymplc  pinion  found  a  fpacc  to  fly. 

As  the  plum'd  eagle  foaring  fails  in  air, 
In  upper  air,  and  fcorns  a  middle  flcy. 

Thence,  too,  thy  country  claim'd  thee  for  her  ow 
And  bade  the  I'culptor's  toil  thy  adls  adorn, 

To  teach  in  ch.uadlers  of  living  ftone 
Eternal  Icfl'ons  to  the  youth  unborn. 

*  The  trophies  of  Marius,  noiv  erclcd  beftrt 
Cpfitot.  ■ 
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(For  wifely  Rome  her  warlike  fons  rewards 
With  the  fweet  labours  of  her  artifls'  hands  ; 

He  wakes  her  graces  v.ho  her  empire  guards, 
And  both  Minervas  join  in  willing  bands. 

jo  why,  Britannia,  why  untrophicd  pafs 
The  patriot  deeds  thy  godlike  fons  difplay, 

AVhy  breathes  on  high  no  monunTrntal  brafs. 
Why  I'wells  no  arc  to  grace  Cuiloden's  day? 

Wait  we  till  faithlefs  France  fubmifTive  bow 
Beneath  that  hero's  delegated  fpcar, 

Whole  light'ning  fmote  rebellion's  haughty  brow, 
And  fcatter'd  her  vile  rout  with  horror  in  the 
rear  ? 

D  land  of  freedom,  land  of  arts,  afTume 
That  graceful  dignity  thy  merits  claim; 

Exalt  thy  heroes  like  imperial  Rome, 
And  build  their  virtues  on  their  love  of  fame  ! 

ELEGY  V. 

To  a  Friend  Sick, 

WRITTEN  AT   ROME.    I756. 

TwAS  in  this  *  ifle,  O  Wright  indulge  my  lay, 
Whofe  naval  form  divides  the  Tufcan  flood, 

n  the  bright  dawn  of  her  illuftrious  day 
Rome  fix'il  her  temple  to  the  healing  god  ! 

lere  flood  his  altars,  here  his  arm  he  bar'd. 
And  round  his  myftic  ftaff  the  ferpcnt  twin'd, 

Through  crowded  portals  hymns  of  praife  were 

heard, 
And  viiftims  bled,  and  facred  leers  divin'd. 

In  every  breathing  wall,  on  every  round 
Of  column,  fwelliiig  wiih  proportion'd  grace, 

:s  ftated  feat  fonie  votive  tablet  found, 
And  lloried  wonders  dignified  the  place. 

►ft  from  the  balmy  blefiings  of  repofe. 
And  the  cool  ftillnefs  of  the  night's  deep  (hade, 

"o  light  and  health  th'  exulting  votarift  rofc,  [aid. 
While  fancy  work'd  with  med'cine's  powerful 

>ft  in  his  dreams  (no  longer  cicgg'd  with  fears 
Of  fome  broad  torrent,  or  fome  headlong  Itecp, 

Vith  each  dire  form  imagination  wears, 
When  harafs'd  nature  finks  in  turbid  lleep), 

(ft  in  his  dreams  he  faw  diffufive  day 
Through   burfting  glooms  its  cheerful  beams 
_  extend. 

In  billowy  clouds  faw  fportive  genii  play, 
And  blight  Hygeia  from  her  heaven  defcend. 

V\aX.  marvel  then,  that  man's  o'erflowing  mind 
Should  wreath-bound  columns  raife,  and  altars 
fair, 

Jld  grateful  offerings  pay  to  powers  fo  kind. 
Though  fancy-form'd,  and  creatures  of  the  air  ? 

i^ho  that  has  writh'd  beneath  the  fcourge  of  pain, 
Or  felt  the  burden'd  languor  of  diieale, 

The  Infiila  Tibcriita,  •tihtre  there   are  Jlill  fimt 
tall  rsiKiiiui  of  t]  f  famous  trm^le  of  ^.r^jlutitis. 


But  would  with  joy  the  fllghtcil  rcfpitc  gain, 
And  idolize  the  hand  which  lent  him  eaic  .' 

To  thee,  my  friend,  unwillingly  to  thee, 

For  truths  like  thefe  the  anxious  mufc  appeals. 

Can  iiiemory  anlwer  from  affliiSlion  free. 
Or  I'peaks  the  fufferer  what,  I  fear,  he  feels  ? 

No,  let  me  hope  ere  this  in  Romely  grove 
Hygeia  revels  with  the  blooming  tpring, 

Ere  this  the  vocal  feats  the  mufes  love 

With  hymns  of  praife,  like  Paion's  temple,  ring. 

It  was  not  written  in  the  book  of  fate 

That ,  wand'ring  far  fi  onj  Albion's  fea-girt  plain, 

Thy  diilant  friend  fhould  mourn  thy  ihortcr  date, 
And  tell  to  alien  woods  and  fcrcams.his  pain. 

It  was  not  written.  Alany  a  year  (hall  roll. 
If  aught  th'  infpiringniufe  aright  prefage, 

Of  blamclefs  intercourfe  from  foul  to  foul, 

And  friendlhip  well  maiur'd  from  youth  to  age. 

ELEGY  VI. 

To  the  Rev.  Mr.  Sandcrfon. 
WRITTEN  AT  ROME.    I756. 

Behold,  my  friend,  to  this  fmall  *  orb  confin'd, 
The  genuine  features  of  Aurelius'  face  ; 

The  father,  friend,  and  lover  of  his  kind. 
Shrunk  to  a  narrow  coin's  contra(5led  fpace. 

Not  fo  his  fame ;  for  erft  did  Heaven  ordain, 
While  feas  Ihould  waft  us,  and  while  funs  fliould 
warm. 

On  tongues  of  men  the  friend  of  man  fliould  reign, 
And  in  the  arts  he  lov'd  the  patron  charm. 

Oft  as  amidft  the  mould'ring  fpoils  of  age. 

His  mofs-grown  monuments  my  fieps  purfue  ; 

Oft  as  my  eye  revolves  th'  hifloric  page, 

Where  pafs  his  generous  adls  in  fair  review, 

Imagination  grafps  at  mighty  things,  [fee  * 

Which  men,  which  angels  might  with  rapture 

Then  turns  to  humbler  fcenes  its  i'afer  wings. 
And,  blufli  not  while  I  fpcak  it,  thinks  on  thee. 

With  all  that  firm  benevolence  of  mind 

Which  pities  while  it  blames  th'  unfeeling  vain, 

With  all  that  acftive  zeal  to  ferve  mankind. 
That  tender  fufFering  for  another's  pain, 

Why  wert  not  thou  to  thrones  imperial  rais'd  ? 

Did  hecdlefs  fortune  {lumber  at  thy  birth, 
Or  on  thy  virtues  with  indulgence  gaz'd. 

And  gave  her  grandeurs  to  her  ions  of  earth  ? 

Happy  for  thee,  whofe  lefs  diftinguifli'd  fpherc 
Now  cheers  in  private  the  delighted  eye. 

For  calm  content,  and  fmiling  eafe  are  there, 
And  Heaven's  divinefl  gift,  fwcet  liberty. 

Happy  for  me,  on  life's  fcrener  flood 

Who  fail,  by  talents  as  by  choice  rcftrain'd, 

Elfe  had  I  only  fhar'd  the  general  good. 

And  lofl  the  friend  the  univerf?  had  gain'd^ 
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MISCELLANIES 


VERSES 

TO  THt  PEOPLE  OF  ENGLAND.     I75S. 

■  '■■''  Mures  an'mos  in  martia  bella 
'*  Verlibus  exacuit." —  Hor. 

Britons,  roufe  to  deeds  of  death  '. — 
Wafte  no  zeal  in  idle  breath. 
Nor  lofe  the  harvelt  of  your  fwords 
In  a  civil  war  of  words  '. 

Wherefore  teems  the  fhamelefs  prefs 
With  labour'd  births  of  emptinefs? 
Reas'nin^s,  which  no  facfls  produce. 
Eloquence,  that  murders  ufe  ; 
Ill-tim'd  humour,  that  beguiles 
Weeping  idiots  of  their  fmiles  ; 
Wit,  that  knows  but  to  defame. 
And  fatire,  that  profanes  the  name.  ' 

liet  th'  undaunted  Grecian  teach 
The  ufe  and  dignity  of  Ipeech, 
At  whole  thunders  nobly  throv/n 
Shrunk  the  man  of  Macedon. 
If  the  liorm  of  words  mult  rife, 
Let  it  blaft  our  enemies. 
Sure  nnd  nervous  be  it  hurl'd 
On  the  Philipsof  the  world. 

Learn  not  vainly  to  defpife 
{Proud  of  Edward's  vid>or!es)  1 
Warriors  wedg'd  in  firm  airay. 
And  navies  powerful  to  difplay 
Their  woven  wings  to  every  wind, 
And  leave  the  panting  foe  behind. 
Give  to  France  the  honours  due, 
i'rance  has  chiefs  and  ftatefmen  too.- 
Ereafls  which  patiiot-pafiions  feel,    • 
Lovers  of  the  common-weal. 
And  wh<'n  fuch  the  foes  we  brave, 
"Whether  on  the  land  or  wave. 
Greater  is  the  pride  of  war, 
And  the  conqaelt  nobler  far. 
Agincpurt  and  Cieffy  long 
HtWc  fioiirifli'd  in  immortal  fong; 
And  lifping  babes  afpire  to  praife 
The  wonders  of  Eliza's  days. 
And  whafelfe  of  late  renown 
Has  r,dded  wreaths  to  Britain's  crown; 
Whether  on  th'  impetuous  Rhine 
.She  bade  her  harnefs'd  warriors  Ihine, 
Or  fnatch'd  the  dangerous  palm  of  praife 
'Where  the  Sambre  meets  the  Maefe  ;'    " 
Or  Danube  rolls  his  wat'ry  tr.iin  ; 
Or  the  yellow  trelled  Mayne 
Through  Dettingen's  immortal  vale  — 
Sv'n  Fontenoy  could  tell  a  tale. 
Might  modeft.  Worth  ingenuous  I'peak,    . 
To  raiie  a  blufli  on  victory's  cheek  5 


And  bid  the  vanquifli'd  wreaths  difplay 
Great  as  on  Ctilloden's  day. 

But  glory  which  afpires  to  laft 
Leans  not  meanly  on  the  p4lh 
'I'is  the  prefeTit  now  demands 
Eritifh  hearts,  and  Britilh  hands. 
Curftbe  he,  the  willing  flave. 
Who  dou'o's,  who  lingers  to  be  brave. 
Curft  be  the  coward  tongue  that  dare 
B''eathe  one  accent  of  defuair. 
Cold  as  winter's  icy  hand 
To  chill  the  genius  of  the  land. 

Chiefly  you,  who  ride  the  tleep 
And  bid  our  thunders  wake  or  lleep 
As  pity  pleads,  or  glory  calls— 
i\'Ionarchs  of  our  wooden  walls  1 
Midft  your  mingling  feis  and  ikies 
'Rife  ye  Blakts,  ye  Raltiglis  rife  1 
Let  the  fordid  luft  of  gain 
Be  banilh'J  from  the  liberal  main. 
He  who  ftrikes  the  geherous  blow 
-Aims  it  at  the  public  foe. 
Let  glory  be  the  guiding  ftar, 
Wealth  and  honours  follow  her. 

See  !  fhe  f|>j-eads  her  iullre  wide 
O'er  the  vatt  Atl.-mtic  tide  1 
Conftant  as  the  folar  ray 
Points  the  path  and  leads  the  way  ! , 
Other  worlds  demand  your  care. 
Other  worlds  to  Bi  itain  dear ; 
Where  the  foe  irfidious  roves 
O'er. headlong  ftreams,  and  pathlcfs  groves; 
And  Jullice'  limjiler  laws  confounds 
With  imaginary  bounds. 

If  protected  commerce  keep 
Her  tenor  o'er  yon  heaving  deep, 
What  have  we  from  war  to  fear  ? 
Commerce  fteelstlie  nerves  of  war; 
Henls  the  havoc  rapine  makes, 
And  new  ftrength  from  conqueft  takes. 

Nor  lefs  at  home  O  deign  to  fmile, 
Goddefs  of  Britannia's  ifle  1 
Thou,  that  from  her  rocks  furvey'ft 
Her  boundlefs  realms  the  wat'ry  wafte; 
Thou,  th.it  rov'lt  the  hill  and  mead 
Where  her  flocks,  and  heifers  feed  ; 
Thou,  that  cheer'll  th'  induftrious  fwain. 
While  he  ftroM's  the  pregnant  grain; 
Thou,  that  hear'fl:  hiscaroU'd  vows 
When  th'  expanded  barn  o'erdows; 
Thou,  the  bulwark  of  ourcaufe. 
Thou,  the  guardian  of  our  laws, 
Sweet  liberty  1 — O  deign  to  fmilc, 
Goddefs  of  Britannia's  ifle  1 

If  to  us  indulgent  Heaven 
Nobler  feeds  of  ftrength  has  giv^Hj 
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Nobler  (hould  the  produce  be  ; 
Brave,  yet  gen'rous,  are  the  free. 
I  Come  then,  all  thy  powers  diftufe, 
Goddefs  of  extended  views ! 
(Every  breaft  which  feels  thy  flame 
Shall  kindle  into  martial  fame, 
Till  fliame  fliall  make  the  coward  bold, 
And  indolence  her  arms  unfold  : 
'  £v'n  avarice  fhall  prote<fl  his  hoard, 
And  the  plough-fliare  gleam  a  fword, 
Goddefs,  all  thy  powers  diftufe  1— 
And  thou,  genuine  Britifli  mule, 
Nurs'd  amidfl:  the  druids  old 
Where  Deva's  wizard  waters  roH'd, 
Thou  that  bear'ft  the  golden  key 
To  unlock  eternity, 

Summon  thy  poetic  guard 

Britain  ftill  has  many  a  bard. 

Whom,  when  time  and  death  fliall  join 

T'  expand  the  ore,  and  llamp  the  coin. 

Late  pofterity  fliall  own 

Lineal  to  the  mule's  throne — 

Bid  them  leave  th'  inglorious  theme 

Of  fabled  fliade,  or  haunted  itream. 

In  the  daify  painted  mead 

'  ris  to  peace  we  tune  the  reed  ; 

But  when  war's  tremendous  roar 

Shakes  the  ille  from  fliore  to  Quote, 

Every  bard  of  purer  fire 

Trytaeus-like  fliould  grafp  the  lyre  ; 

Wake  with  verfe  the  hardy  deed. 

Or  in  the  generous  ftrife  like  *  Sydney  bleed. 
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A  CHARGE  TO  THE  POETS. 

Tirjl  Printed,   176a. 
Quafi  ex  Cathedra  loquitur-*' — 


Full  twenty  years  have  roll'd,  ye  rliiming  band. 
Since  firft  I  dipt  in  ink  my  trembling  hand, 
For  much  it  trembled,  though  th'  obliging  few. 
Who  judge  with  candour,  prais'd  the  f  iketch  I 

drew  ; 
And  echo,  anfwering  from  the  public  voice, 
Indulg'd  as  genius,  what  I  fear'd  was  choice. 

At  length,  arriv'd  at  thofe  maturer  years 
So  rarely  rais'd  by  hope,  or  funk  by  fears, 
I  reft  in  peace  ;  or  f^-nbble  if  I  pleafe  : 
In  point  of  wealth  not  affluent,  but  at  eafe; 
(For  eafe  is  truly  theirs  vi'ho  dare  confine 
Their  wiflies  to  fuch  moderate  views  as  mine) 
In  point  of  what  the  world  and  you  call  fame, 
(I  judge  but  by  conjecflure)  much  the  fame. 

But  whether  right  or  wrong  I  judge,  to  you 
It  matters  not :  the  following  facfV  is  true. 
From  nobler  names,  and  great  in  each  degree, 
The  penfion'd  laurel  has  devolv'd  to  me. 
To  me,  ye  bards  ;  and,   what  you'll  fcarce  con- 
ceive. 
Or,  at  the  belt,  unwillingly  believe, 

*  Sir  Philip  Sydney,  jnot  tally  tuounded  in  an 
aliion  7tear  Zutpken,  in  GelderUuid. 

t  "  T^he  danger  of  ivriting  Verfe.''''  Firft 
printed  in  the  yearJj^i;  to  ivhicb  this  I'Qevi 
tnrfy  be  confidcred  as  ajeqiiel. 


Howe'er  unworthily  I  wear  the  crown, 
Unalk'd  it  came,  and  from  a  hand  unknown. 
Then,  lince  my  king  and  patron  have  thought 
fit 
To  place  me  on  the  throne  of  modern  wit, 
iVIy  grave  advice,  my  brethren,  hear  at  large  ; 
As  bifliops  to  their  clergy  give  their  charge, 
Though  many  a  prieft,  who  liftens,  might  afford 
Perhaps  more  lolid  counfel  to  my  lord. 

To  you,  ye  guardians  of  the  iacred  fount. 
Deans  and  archdeacons  of  the  double  mour^t. 
That  through  our  realms  inteltine  broils  may  ceafe. 
My  firft  and  laft  advice  is,  "  Keep  the  peace  !*' 
What  is't  to  you,  that  half  the  town  admire 
Falfe  fenfe,  falfe  ftrength,  falfe  foftnefs,  or  falfe 

fire  ? 
Through  heav'n's  void  concave  let  the  metears 

blaze. 
He  hurts  his  own,  who  wounds  another's  bays. 
What  is't  to  you  that  numbers  place  your  name 
Firft,  fifth,  or  twentieth,  in  the  lifts  of  fame  ? 
Old  time  will  fettle  all  your  claims  at  once, 
Record  the  genius,  and  forget  the  dunce. 

It  boots  us  much  to  know,  obfervers  fay. 
Of  what  materials  nature  forni'd  our  clay  ; 
From  what  ftrange  beaft  Prometheus'  plaftic  art 
Purloin'd  the  particle  which  rules  the  heart. 
If  milky  foftnefs,  gliding  through  the  veins, 
Incline  the  mufe  to  panegyric  ftrains, 
Infipid  lays  our  kindeft  friends  may  lull, 
Be  very  moral,  yet  be  very  dull. 
If  bile  prevails  and  temper  didlates  fatire. 
Out  wit  is  fpleen,  our  virtue  is  ill-nature  ; 
With  it's  own  malice  arm'd  we  combat  evil. 
As  zeal  for  God's  fake  fometimes  plays  the  devil, 
O  mark  it  well  I  does  pride  aftecfl  to  reign 

The  folitary  tyrant  of  the  brain  ? 
Or  vanity  exert  her  quick'ning  flame. 

Stuck  round  with  ears  that  lilten  after  fame  ? 
O  to  thefe  points  let  ftncT.  regard  be  given. 

Nor  *  "  Know  thyfelf "  in  vain  defcend  from  hea» 
ven. 
Do  critics  teaze  you  ? — with  a  fmile  I  fpeak. 

Nor  would  fuppoff  my  brethren  were  fo  weak. 

'Tis  on  ourfelves,  and  not  our  foes,  or  friends. 

Our  future  fame,  or  infamy,  depends. 

Let  envy  point,  or  malice  wing  the  darts. 

They  only  wound  us  in  our  mortal  parts. 

Befides,  'tis  much  too  late  to  go  to  fchool. 

Grown  men  will  judge  by  nature's  nobleft  rule. 

Admire  true  beauties  and  flight  faults  excufe. 

Not  learn  to  dance  from  f  journals  and  reviews. 
If  fools  traduce  you,  and  your  works  decry. 

As  many  fools  will  rate  your  worth  too  high  ; 

Then  balance  the  account,  and  fairly  take 

The  cool  report  which  men  of  judgment  make.    - 
In  writing,  as  in  life,  he  foils  the  foe, 

Who,  confcious  of  his  ftrength,  forgives  the  blow. 

*  "  E  ccelo  defcendit,''  yvuSi  ftctujov.     Juv. 

f  This  is  not  intended  as  a  rejleii'on  on  either 
the  Journals  or  Reviews.  'l  hey  ai  e  nor  the 
mnflers,  but  the  fcholars,  the  uroivn  gfntlemen, 
at  'whom  the  author  fin'iles  :  and  iL'ho,  bethinks, 
had  much  better  not  pretend  to  judges  at  all, 
than  borro'zu  opinions  which  never  f„t  eafy  vpori 
them, 
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They  court  the  infult  who  but  feem  afraid  : 
And  then,  by  anfwering,  you  promote  the  trade, 
'And  give  them,  v;hat  their  oivn  weak  claims 

deny, 
A  chance  for  future  laughter,  or  a  figh. 

You,  who  as  yet,  nnfullied  by  the  piefs. 
Hang  o'er  your  labours  in  their  virgin  drefs : 
And  you,  who  late  the  public  tafte  have  hit, 
And  ftill  enjoy  the  honey-moon  of  wit. 
Attentive  hear  me  :  grace  may  ftill  abound, 
"Whoever  preaches,  if  the  dot^fine's  found, 
■'    If  nature  prompts  you,  or  if  friends  perfuade. 
Why  write  ;  but  ne'er  purfue  it  as  a  trade. 
And  feldoni  ]niblifh  :  manufcripts  difarm 
*The  cenlor's  frown,  and  boad  an  added  charm, 
F-nhance  their  worth  by  feeming  to  retire. 
Tor  what  but  few  can  prate  of,  all  admire. 

Who  trade  in  verfe,  alas,  as  rarely  find. 
The  public  grateful,  as  the  mufes  kind. 
Ffbm  conftant  feails  like  fated  giiefts  we  flcal, 
And  tir'd  of  tickling  lofe  all  power  to  feel. 
'Tis  novelty  we  want ;  with  that  in  view. 
We  praife  llale  matter,  fo  the  bard  be  new  j 
Or  from  known  bards  with  exftacy  receive 
Lach  pert  new  whim  they  almoftblufli  to  give. 
"  A  life  of  writing,  unlefs  wond'rous  Ihort, 
No  w'it  can  brave,  no  genius  can  fupport. 
Some  foberer  province  for  your  bufinefs  choofe, 
3e  that  your  helnnet,  and  your. plume  the  mufe. 
Through  Fame's  long  rubric,   down  from  Chau- 
cer's time. 
Few  fortunes  have  been  rais'd  by  lofty  rhyme. 
And,  when  our  toils  fuccefs  no  longer  crowns, 
"What  flieher  find  we  from  a  world  in  frowns? 
"O'er  each  diftrefs,  which  vice  or  folly  brings. 
Though  charity  extend  her  healing  wings. 
No  maudlin  hotpitals  are  yet  aflign'd 
For  flip-flicd  mufes  of  the  vagrant  kind  ; 
■^Vhere  anthems  might  fucceed  to  fatireskeen, 
And  hymris  of  penitence  to  fongs  obfcene.      [grin 
'"  What    refuge"  then   remains  ! — with    gracious 
Some  pradlis'il  bookfeller  invites  you  in.      [town, 
"Where   lucklefs   bards,   condemn'd   to   court  the 
*  Not  for  their  parents'  vices,  but  their  own)  1    ' 
"Write  gay  conundrums  with  an  achlhg  head, 
Or  earn  by  defamation  daily  bread. 
Or,  friendlefs,  (hirtlefs,  pennylefs,  complain. 
Not  of  the  world's,  but  "  Ca^Ha's  cold  difdaln." 

Lords  of  their  workhoufe  fee  the  tyrants  lit, 
!Br6kers  in  books,  and  itock-jobbers  in  wit, 
iBeneath  whole  lafh,  oblig'd  to  write  or  faft. 
Our  cohfefiors  and  martjrs  breathe  their  laft  '. 

And  can  ye  bear  futh  infolence  ? — away. 
For  fhame  ;  plough,  dig,  turn  pedlars,  drive  the 

dray  ; 
■^''ith  minds  indignant  each  employment  fuits. 
Our  fleets  want  failors,  and  our  troops  recruits; 
And  many  a  dirty  ftreet,  on  1  hames's  fide. 
Is  yet  by  ftocjl  and  brufli  unoccupied. 

Time  was  when  poets  play'd  the  thorough  game. 
Swore,  drank,  and  blulter'd,  and  blafphem'd  for 

fame. 
The  firft  in  brothels  with  their  punk  and  mufe; 
Your  toaft,  ye  bards?  "  Parnaffus  and  the  ftews  1" 
Thank  H"-aven  the  times  are  chang'd;   no  poet 
'    .     \t)ow 
Kecd  roar  for  Bacchus,  or  to  Venus  bow. 


W.  WHITEHEAD. 

I  'Tis  our  own  fault  if  Fielding's  lafh  we  feel, 
I  Or,  like  French  wits,  begin  with  the  BalUle- 
i       Ev'n  in  tbofe  daysfome  few  efcap'd  their  fatCj 
By  better  judgment,  or  a  longer  date. 
And  rode,  like  buoys,  triumphant  o'er  the  tide. 
Poor  Otway  in  an  ale-houfe  dos'd,  and  died  1 
While   happier  Southern,  though  with  fpot»  of 

yore. 
Like  Plato's  hovering  fpitits,  crufted  o'er, 
Liv'd  every  mortal  vapour  to  remove,  J 

And  t»  our  admiration  join'd  our  love. 

Light  lie  his  funeral  turf. — for  you,  who  join 
H'S  decent  manners  to  his  art  divine. 
Would  ye  (while,  round  you,  tofs  tho  proud  anl 

vain 
Convuls'd  with  feeling,  or  with  giving  pain) 
Indulge  the  mufe  in  innocence  and  eafe. 
And  tread  the  flovvery  path  of  life  in  peace  ? 
Avoid  all  authors. — What  1  th'  illuftrious  few, 
Who,  fhunning  fame,  have  taught  her  to  purfue, 
Fair  virtue's  heralds  ? — yes,  1  fay  again. 
Avoid  all  authors,  till  you've  read  the  men. 
Full  many  a  peevilh,  envious,  flandering  elf. 
Is,  in  his  work,  benevolence  itfelf. 
For  all  mankind  unknown,  his  boiom  heaves. 
He  only  injures  thofe  with  whom  he  lives. 
Read  then  the  man  :  does  truth  his  actions  guide, 
Exempt  from  petulance,  exempt  from  pride? 
To  focial  duties  does  his  heart  attend, 
As  Ion,  as  father,  hafband,  brother,  friend? 
Do  thofe  who  know  him  love  him  ?  if  they  do, 
You've  my  permillion,  you  may  love  him  too. 
But  chief  avoid  the  boift'rous  roaring  fparks. 
The  Ions  of  fire  !< — you'll  know  them  by  their 

marks. 
Fond  to  be  heard,  they  always  court  a  croud. 
And,  thougli  'tis  borrovv'd  nonfenie,  talk  it  loud; 
One  epithet  fupplies  their  eonllant  chime, 
Damn'd    bad,    damn'd    good,   damti'd  low,  and 

damn'd  fublime  1 
Bnt  molt  in  quick  fliort  repartee  they  fliine 
Of  local  humour;  or  from  plays  purloin 
Each  quaint 'ftale  fcrap  which  every  fubjeifl  hits. 
Till  fools  almoft  imagine,  they  are  wits. 
Hear  them  oti  Shakfpeare  !  there  they  foam,  they  ; 

rage; 
Yet  tafte  not  half  the  beauties  of  his  page. 
Nor  fee  that  art,  as  well  as  nature,  ftrove 
Tip  place  him  foremoft  in  th'  Aonian  grove. 
For  there,  there  only,  where  the  fitters  join. 
His  genius  triumphs,  and  the  works  divine. 

Or  would  ye  lift  more  near  thefe  tons  of  fire, 
'Tis  Garrick,  and  not  Shakfpeare,  they  admire. 
Without  his  breath,  infpiring  every  thought. 
They  ne'er  perhaps  had  known  what  Shakfpeare 

wrote; 
Without  his  eager,  his  becoming  zeal. 
To  teach  them,  though  they  fcarce  know  why,  tQ 

feel, 
A  wude  unmeaning  mafs  had  Jonfon  been. 
And  a  dead  letter  ihakfpeare's  nobleft  fcene. 

O  come  the  time,  when  diffidence  again 
Shall  bind  our  youth  in  nature's  modelt  chain  I 
Born  in  a  happier  age,  and  happier  clime, 
Old  Sophocles  had  merit,  in  his  time  ; 
And  fo,  no  doubt,  howe'er  we  flout  his  plajs, 
Had  poor  Euripides,  in  foimer  days, 
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Some  feeming  faults  we  furely  might  forget, 
Becaule  'twould  puzzle  even  the  wife  to  (liow 
Whether  thofe  faults  were  real  faults,  or  no. 

To  all  true  merit  give  its  jult  applaufe, 
The  worft  hav^e  beauties,  and  the  beft  have  flaws. 
Greek,  French,  Italian,  Englifli,  great  or  imall, 
1  own  my  frailty,  I  admire  them  all. 

There  are,  miftaking  prejudice  for  tafte, 
Who  on  one  fpecies  all  their  rapture  wafte. 
Though,   various  as  the  iluwers  which   paint  the 

year, 
In  rainbow  charms  the  changeful  nine  appear, 
The  different  beauties  coyly  they  admit. 
And  to  one  ftandard  would  conline  our  wit. 
Some  manner'd  verfe  delights ;  while  fome  can 

raife 
To  fairy  fidlion  their  exftatic  gaze, 
Admire  pure  poetry,  and  revel  there 
On  fightlefs  forms,  and  pidlures  of  the  air  I 
Some  hate  all  rhyme  ;  fome  ferioiifly  deplore 
That  Milton  wants  that  one  enchantment  more. 
Tir'd  with  th'  ambiguous  tale,  or  antique  phrafe, 
O'er  Spenfer's  happieft  paintings,  lovelieit  lays. 
Some  heed lefs  pais;  while  fome  with  tranfport 

view 
Each  quaint  old  word,  which  fcarce  Eliza  knew  ; 
And,  eager  as  the  fancied  knights,  prepare 
The  lance,  and  combat  in  ideal  war 
Dragons  of  luft,  and  giants  of  defpair. 

Why  be  it  lb ;  and  what  each  thinks  the  teft 
Let  each  enjoy  :   but  not  condemn  the  reft. 
Readers  there  are  of  every  clafs  prepar'd  : 
Each  village  teems;  each  hamlet  has  its  bard. 
Who  gives  the  tone ;  and  all  th'  inferior  fry, 
Like  the  great  vulgar  here,  will  join  the  cry. 
Eut  be  it  mine  with  every  bard  to  glow. 
And  tafte  his  raptures  genuine  as  they  flow. 
Through  all  the  mufes  wilds  to  rove  along 
From  plaintive  elegy  to  epic  fong  : 
And,  if  the  fenfe  be  juit,  the  numbers  clear, 
And  the  true  colouring  of  the  work  be  there, 
Again,  fubdued  by  truth's  ingenuous  call, 
I  own  my  frailty,  I  admire  them  all. 

Nor  think  I,  with  the  mob,  that  nature  now 
No  longer  warms  the  foil  where  laurels  grow. 
'Tis  true,  our  poets  in  repofe  delight. 
And,  wifer  than  their  fathers,  feldom  write. 
Yet  1,  but  I  forbear  for  prudent  ends. 
Could  name  a  lift,  and  half  of  them  my  friends. 
For  whom  pofterity  its  wreaths  ftiall  twine, 
And  its  own  bards  negledl,  to  honour  mine. 

Their  poets  in  their  turn  will  grieve,  and  fwear. 
Perhaps  with  truth,  no  patron  lends  an  ear. 
Complaints  of  times  when  merit  wants  reward 
Defcend  like  fimilies  from  bard  to  bard  ; 
We  copy  our  diftrels  from  Greece  and  Rome ; 
As  in  our  northern  lays  their  flowrets  bloom. 
We  feel  their  breezes,  with  their  heats  we  burn. 
And  plead  prefcription  to  rejoice  or  mourn. 

All  prefent  times  are  bad  :    then  call  your 
eyes 
Where  fairy  fcenes  of  blifs  in  profpedl  rife. 
As  fond  enthufiafts  o'er  the  weftern  main 
With  eager  ken  prophetical  in  vain, 
See  the  mix'd  multitudts  from  every  land 
Oiow  pure  by  blerding,  virtuous  by  command ; 


Till  phcenix-like,  a  new  bright  world  of  gold 
Springs  from  the  dregs  and  refufe  of  the  old. 

I'm  no  enthufiaft,  yet  with  joy  can  trace 
Some  gleams  of  funlhine  for  the  tuneful  race. 
If  monarchs  liften  when  the  mufes  woo, 
Attention  wakes,  and  nations  liften  too. 
The    bard    grows    rapturous,    who   wa$    dumh 

before. 
And  every  frelh.plum'd  eagle  learns  to  foar  ! 

Friend  of  the  finer  arts,  when  Egypt  law 
Her  fecond  Ptolemy  give  fcience  law. 
Each  genius  waken'd  trom  his  dead  repole. 
The  column  fwell'd,  the  pile  majeilic  rofe, 
Exadl  proportion  borrow'a  Itrength  from  eaftj 
And  ufe  was  taught  by  elegance  to  pleafe. 
Along  the  breathing  walls,  as  fancy  flow'd, 
Thefculpture  foften'd,  and  the  pi(flure  glow'i. 
Heroes  reviv'd  in  animated  ftone. 
The  groves  grew  vocal,  and  the  *  Pleiads  flione  ! 
Old  Nilus  rais'd  his  head,  and  wond'ring  cried, 
Long  live  the  king  I   my  patron,  and  my  pride  ! 
Secure  of  endlefs  praife,  behold,  I  bear 
My  grateful  fuffrage  to  my  fovereign's  ear. 
rhough  war  fhall  rage,  though  time  ftiall  level 

all, 
Yon  colours  ficken,  and  yon  columns  fall. 
Though   art's  dear  treafures  feed   the    waiting 

flame. 
And  the  proud  volume  (inks,  an  empty  name. 
Though  plenty  may  defert  this  copious  vale. 
My  ftreams  be  fcatter'd,  or  my  fountain  fail. 
Yet  Ptolemy  has  liv'd  :  the  world  hastuiown 
A  king  of  arts,  a  patron  on  a  throne. 
Ev'n  utmoft  Britain  fhall  his  name  adore, 

''  And  Nile  be  fung,  when  Nile  Ihall  flow  no 

more  f* 
One  rule  remains.  Nor  fhun  nor  court  the  great. 
Your  trueft  centre  is  that  middle  (tate 
From  whence  with  eafe  th'  obferving  eye  may  go 
To  all  which  foars  above,  or  finks  below. 
'Tis  yours  all  maimers  to  have  tried,  or  known, 
T'  adopt  all  virtues,  yet  retain  your  owm : 
To  ftem  the  tide,  where  thoughtlcfs  crowds  are 

hurl'd. 
The  firm  fpeftators  of  a  buftling  world  1 

Thus  arm'd,  proceed  ;  the  breezes  court  yout 

wing. 
Go  range  all  Helicon,  tafte  every  fpring; 
From  varying  nature  cull  th'  innoxioui.  fpoil. 
And,  while  amufement  fooths  the  generous  toil, 
Let  puzzled  critics  with  judicious  fpite 
Defcant  on  what  you  can,  or  cannot  write. 
True  to  yourfelves ,  not  anxious  for  renown, 
Nor    court  the  world's  applaufe,  nor  dread  iti 

frown. 
Guard  your  own  breafts,  and  be  the  bulwark 

there 
To  know  no  envy,  and  no  malice  fear. 
At  lealt  you'll  find,  thus  ftoic-like  prepar'd. 
That  verfe  and  virtue  are  their  own  reward. 

*  Thefe'ven  poets  patronifed  by  Ptolemy  Phi- 
lade  Iphus,  are  vjually  called  by  the  name  of  that 
CQiijlellatiQiu 
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And  Eoyne  be  fung,  when  it  has  ceas'd  to 
"  flow."  AODJSOWi 
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VARIETY. 

A  TALE  FOR  MARRIED  FEOPLK. 

"  Nec  tecum  pofTum  vivere,  nee  fine  te." 

Mar. 

/  catCt  live  'with  you,  or  ^without  yon. 

A  GENTLE  maid,  of  rural  breeding. 
By  nature  firft,  and  then  by  reading. 
Was  fiil'd  with  all  thofe  foi't  fenfations 
Which  we  relirain  in  nearrelations, 
Left  future  hufbands  fliould  be  jealous. 
And  think  their  w  ives  too  fond  of  feliowsw 

The  morning  fun  beheld  her  rove 
A  nymph,  or  goddefs  of  the  grove  1 
At  eve  flie  pac'd  the  dewy  lawn, 
And  call'd  each  clown  Ihe  faw,  a  faunf 
Then,  fcudding  homeward,  lock'd  her  door. 
And  turn'd  fome  copious  volume  o'er. 
For  much  (he  read  ;  and  chiefly  thofe 
Great  authors,  who  in  verfe,  or  profe, 
Or  fomething  betwixt  both,  unwmd 
The  fecret  fprings  whic4i  move  the  mind. 
Thefe  much  flie  re  id :   and  thought  Ihe  knew 
The  human  heart's,  rninnteft  clue  ; 
Yet  fhrewd  obfervers  Itill  declare, 
(To  fhow  how  iLrewd  obfervers  are) 
Though  plays,  winch  breich'd  heroic  Same, 
And  novels,  in  profufion,  came. 
Imported  frelh  ar.dfrelh  from  France, 
She  only  read  tne  neart's  romance. 

The  world,  no  doubt,  was  well  enough 
Tofmooth  the  manners  of  the  rough  ; 
Might  pleafe  the  giddy  and  the  vain, 
Thofe  tinfcliM  flaves  oi  folly's  train  ; 
]But,  for  her  part,  the  trueft  tafte 
She  found  was  in  retirement  plac'd. 
Where,  as  in  verfe  it  fweetly  flows, 
"  On  every  thorn  inltru(flu)n  grows." 

Mot  that  fhe  wifh'd  to  "  be  alone," 
As  fome  aflfedtcd  prudes  have  done  ; 
She  krew  it  was  decreed  on  high 
We  (hould  "  increafe  and  multiply ;" 
And  therefore,  if  kind  fate  would  grant 
Her  fondeft  wifli,  her  only  want, 
A  cottage  with  the  man  (he  lov'd 
Was  what  her  gentle  heart  approv'd; 
In  fome  delightful  folitude 
Where  ftep  profane  might  ne'er  intrude;         ^ 
lut  Hymen  guard  the  iacred  ground. 
And  virtnous  Cupids  hover  round. 
J^ot  fuch  as  flutter  on  a  fan 
Round  Crete's  vile  bull,  or  Leda's  fwan, 
(Who  fcatter  myrtles,  fcattcr  roles. 
And  hold  their  fingers  to  their  nofes). 
But  fimp'ring,  mild,  and  innocent 
As  angels  on  a  monument. 

Fate  heard  her  pray'r  :  a  lover  came. 
Who  felt,  like  her,  th'  innoxious  flame  ; 
One  who  had  trod,  as  well  as  (he. 
The  flow'ry  paths  of  poefy  ; 
Had  warm'd  himfelf  with  Milton's  heat, 
Could  ev'ry  line  of  Pope  repeat, 
Or  chaunt  in  Shenftone's  tender  drains, 
"  The  lover's  hopes,"  "  the  lover's  pains,'' 


Attentive  to  the  charmer's  tor.gue. 
With  him  (he  thought  no  ev'ning  long  ; 
With  him  (he  faunter'd  half  the  dayj 
And  fometimes,  in  a  laughing  way. 
Ran  o'er  the  catalogue  by  rote 
Of  who  might  marry,  and  who  not. 
Confider,  Sir,  we're  near  relations— 
"  I  hope  foin  cur  inclinations."— 
In  (hort,  (he  lock'd,  Ihe  blulh'd  confent; 
He  grafp'd  her  hand,  to  church  they  went; 
And  ev'ry  matron  that  was  there, 

With  tongue  fo  voluble  and  fupple. 
Said,  for  her  part,  (he  muft  declare. 

She  never  faw  a  finer  couple. 

0  Halcyon  days  I   'twas  nature's  reign, 
'Twas  Tempe'svale,  and  Enna's  plain. 
The  fields  affum'd  unufual  bloom, 
And  ev'ry  zephyr  breath'd  perfume. 
The  laughing  fun  with  genial  beams 
Danc'd  lightly  on  th*  exulting  (Ireams; 
And  the  pale  regent  of  the  night, 

In  dewy  foftnefs  (hed  delight. 
'Twas  tranfport  not  to  be  expreft; 
'Twas  paradife  '. — But  mark  the  reil. 

Two  fmiling  fprings  had  wak'd  the  fiow'rs 
That  paint  the  nieads;  or  fringe  the  bow'rs, 
(Ye  lovers,  lend  your  wond'ring  ears, 
Who  count  by  months,  and  not  by  years) 
Two  fmiling  fprings  had  chaplets  wove 
To  cruwn  their  folitude,  and  love  : 
When  lo,  they  find,  they  can't  tell  how, 

1  heir  walks  are  not  fo  pleafant  now. 
The  feafons  fure  were  chang'd  ;  the  place 
Had,  fome  how,  got  a  diiT'rent  face, 
Some  blalt  had  ilruck  the  cheerful  fcene; 
The  lawns,  the  woods  were  not  fo  green. 
The  purling  nil,  which  murraur'd  by. 
And  once  was  liquid  harmony, 
Became  a  flupgilh,  reedy  pool : 

The  days  grew  hot,  the  ev'nings  cool. 
The  moon  with  all  the  ftarry  reign 
Were  melancholy's  filent  train. 
And  then  the  tedinus  winter  nighfi— 
They  could  not  read  by  candle-light* 

Full  oft,  unknowing  why  they  did, 
They  call'd  in  adventitious  aid. 
A  faithful  fav'rite  dog  ('twas  thus 
With  Tobit,  and  Telemachus) 
Amus'd  their  fteps  ;  and  for  a  while 
They  view'd  his  gambols  with  a  fmile. 
The  kitten  too  was  comical. 
She  play'd  fo  oddly  with  her  tail. 
Or  in  the  glafs  was  pleas'd  to  find 
Another  cat,  and  peep'd  behind. 

A  courteous  neighbour  at  the  door 
Was  deem'd  intrufive  noife  no  more. 
For  rural  vifits,  now  and  then. 
Are  right,  as  men  muft  live  with  men. 
Then  coufin  Jenny,  frelh  from  town, 

A  new  recruit,  a  dear  delight  1 
Made  many  a  heavy  hour  go  down. 

At  morn,  at  noon,  at  eve,  at  night ; 
Sure  they  could  hear  her  jokes  forever, 
She  was  fo  fprightlr,  and  fo  clever  ! 

Yet  neighbours  were  not  quite  the  thing; 
What  joy,  alas !  could  converfe  bring 
'vVith  awkward  creatures  bred  at  home— 
The  dog  grew  dull,  or  troublefeme. 
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The  cat  hati  fpoil'd  the  kitten's  merit. 

And   with  her  youth,  had  loi\  her  Ipirit. 

And  jokes  repeated  o'er  and  o'er, 

Had  quite  exhaulVed  Jenny's  (tore. 

— ''  And  then,  my  dear,  I  can't  abide 

"  This  always  Caunc'rirvg  fide  by  fide."— 

E'.iough,  he  cries  1  the  reafon's  plain  : 

For  caufes  never  rack  your  brain. 

Our  neighbours  aie  like  other  folks, 

Skip's  playful  tricks,  and  Jenny's  jokes 

Are  It  ill  delightful,  It'll  would  pleale 

Were  we,  my  dear,  ourlclves  at  eafe. 

Look  round,  with  an  impartial  eye, 

On  yonder  fields,  on  yonder  fky ; 

The  azure  cope,  the  flow'rs  below, 

With  all  their  wonted  colours  glow. 

The  riil  ftill  murmurs;  and  the  moon 

Shines,  as  (he  did,  a  fofter  fun. 

No  change  has  made  the  feafons  fail, 

No  comet  brudi'd  us  with  his  tail. 

The  fcene's  the  fame,  the  fame  the  weather— 

We  live,  my  dear,  too  much  together. 

Agreed,     A  rich  old  uncle  dies, 
And  added  wealth  the  means  fupplies. 
With  eager  hafte  to  town  they  flew. 
Where  all  mult  pleaie,  for  all  was  new. 

But  here,  by  Itritfl  poetic  laws 
Defcription  claims  its  proper  paufe. 

The  rofy  morn  had  rais'd  hcr'head 
From  old  Tithonus'  faffron  bed ; 
And  embryo  funbeams  from  the  ea(t. 
Half  chok'd,  were  (truggling  through  the  mift, 
When  forth  advanc'd  the  gilded  chaife. 
The  village  crowded  round  to  gaze. 
The  pert  po(tillion,  now  promoted 
From  driving  plough,  and  neatly  booted, 
His  jacket,  cap,  and  baldric  on, 
(As  greater  folks  than  he  have  done) 
Look'd  round  ;  and  with  a  coxcomb  air, 
Smack'd  loud  his  lafh.     The  happy  pair 
Eow'd  graceful,  from  a  fep'rate  door, 
And  Jenny,  from  the  (ttx)l  before. 

Roll  fwift,  ye  wheels  I   to  willing  eyes 
New  objedtsev'ry  moment  rife. 
Each  carriage  palfingon  the  road, 
From  the  broad  waggon's  pond'rous  load 
To  the  light  car,  where  mounted  high 
The  giddy  driver  feems  to  fly. 
Were  themes  for  harmlefs  fatire  fit. 
And  gave  frefli  force  to  Jenny's  wit. 
Whate'er  occurr'd,  'twas  all  delightful. 
No  noife  was  har(h,  no  danger  frightful. 
The  da(h  and  fplafli  through  thick  and  thin, 
The  hair-breadth  'fcapes,  the  buftling  inn, 
(Where  well-bred  landlords  were  fo  ready 
To  welcome  in  the  'fquire  and  lady). 
Dirt,  dult,  and  fun,  they  bore  with  eafe, 
Determin'd  to  be  pleas'd,  and  pleafe. 

Now  nearer  town  and  all  agog 
They  know  dear  London  by  its  fog. 
Bridges  they  crofs,  through  lanes  they  wind, 
Leave  Hounllow's  dang'rous  heath  behind, 
Through  Brentford  win  a  palfage  free 
By  roating,  Wilkes  and  liberty  1 
At  Knightlbridge  bleis  the  (liort'nin^  way, 
(Where  Bay's  troops  in  ambufli  lay)^ 
O'er  Piccadilly's  pavement  glide, 
^With  palaces  to  grace  its  fiJe} 


Till  Bond-ftreet  with  its  lamps  a-blaze 
Concludes  the  journey  of  three  days. 

Why  fhould  we  paint,  in  tedious  fong. 
How  ev'ry  day,  and  all  day  long. 
They  drove  at  firft  with  curious  hafte 
Through  Lud's  vad  town;  or,  as  theypafs'd 
'Midft  rifings,  fallings,  and  repairs 
Of  ilreetson  ftreets,  and  fquares  on  fquares, 
Defcribe  how  (trong  their  wonder  grew 
At  buildings — and  at  builders  too. 

Scarce  lefs  altoniflitnent  arofe 
At  architects  more  fair  than  thofe— 
Who  built  as  high,  as  widely  fpread 
Th'  enormous  loads  that  cioath'd  their  head. 
For  Britifli  dames  new  fellies  love, 
And  if  they  can't  invent,  improve. 
Some  with  eredt  pagodas  vie. 
Some  nod,  like  Pifa's  tow'r,  awry, 
Medufa's  (hakes,  with  Pallas'  crelJ, 
Convoiv'd,  contorted,  and  comprefs'd; 
With  intermingling  trees,  and  flow'rs, 
And  corn  and  grafs,  and  (hepherds'  bow'r5, 
Stage  above  (tage  the  turrets  run. 
Like  pendant  groves  of  Babylon, 
'Till  nodding  from  the  topmoit  wall 
Otranto's  plumes  envelope  all '. 
While  the  black  ewes,  who  own'd  the  hair. 
Feed  hatmlefs  on,  in  paitures  lair, 
Unconfcious  that  their  tails  perfume, 
In  fcented  curls,  the  drawing-room. 

When  night  her  murky  pinions  fpread. 
And  fober  folks  retire  to  bed. 
To  ev'ry  public  place  they  flew. 
Where  Jenny  told  them  who  was  who. 
Money  was  always  at  command, 
And  tripp'd  with  pleafure  haiid  in  hand. 
Money  was  equipage,  was  (hqw, 
Gallini's  Almack's,  and  Soho; 
The  paj'e  par  ?ow^  through  ev'ry  vein 
Of  dilTipation's  hydra  reign. 

0  London,  thou  prolific  fource. 
Parent  of  vice,  and  folly's  nurfe  ; 
Fruitful  as  Nile  thy  copious  fprings 
Spawn  hourly  births,— and  all  with  flings  4 
But  happieftfar  the  he,  or  flie, 

1  know  not  which,  that  livelier  dunce 
Who  firft  contriv'd  the  coterie. 

To  crulh  domeftic  blifs  at  once. 
Thengrinn'd  no  doubt,  amidft  the  dames. 
As  Nero  fiddled  to  the  flames. 

Of  thee.  Pantheon,  let  me  fpeak 
With  rev'rence,  though  in  numbers  weak  ; 
Thy  beauties  fatire's  frown  beguile. 
We  fpare  the  follies  for  the  pile. 
Flounc'd,  furbelow'd,  and  trick'd  for  {how. 
With  lamps  above,  and  lamps  below, 
Thy  charms  even  modern  talte  defy'd, 
They  could  not  fpoil  thee,  though  they  try'd. 

Ah,  pity  that  time's  hafty  wings 
Muft  fweep  thee  off"  with  vulgar  things  I 
Let  architedls  of  humbler  name  ' 

On  frail  materials  build  their  fame. 
Their  nobleft  works  the  world  might  want, 
Wyat  (hould  build  in  Adamant. 

But  what  are  thefe  to  fcenes  which  lie 
Secreted  from  the  vulgar  eye, 
And  baffle  all  the  pow'rs  of  long?— 
A  brazen  throat,  an  iron  tongue, 
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(Which  poets  wifli  for,  when  at  length 
Their  fubjeA  foars  above  their  ftrength) 
Would  flmn  the  talk.     Our  humbler  mufc, 
(Who  only  reads  the  public  news, 
And  idly  utters_what  fhe  gleans    • 
From  chronicles  and  magazines) 
Kecoiling  feels  her  feeble  fires. 
And  blulhing  to  her  fliades  retires. 
Alas  I  (heknoivs  not  how  to  treat 
The  finer  follies  of  the  great. 
Where  ev'n,  Democritus,  thy  fneer 
Were  vain  as  Heraciitus'  tear. 

SufHce  it  that  by  juft  degrees 
They  reach'd  all  heights,  and  rofe  with  cafe  ; 
(For  beauty  wins  its  way,  uncall'd. 
And  ready  dupes  are  ne'er  black-ball'd). 
Each  gambling  dame  (he  knew,  and  he 
Knew  ev'ry  Ihark  of  quality; 
From  the  grave,  cautious  few,  who  live 
On  thoughtlefs  youth,  and  living  thrive, 
To  the  light  train  who  mimic  France, 
And  the  foft  fons  of  Nonchalance. 
While  Jenny,  now  no  more  of  ufe, 
Excafe  fucceeding  to  excufe. 
Crew  piqued,  and  prudently  withdrew 
To  fliilling  whift,  and  chicken  lu. 

Adwanc'd  to  fafhion's  wav'ring  head. 
They  now,  where  once  they  follow'd,  le"d. 
Devis'd  new  fyftems  of  delight, 
A-bed  all  day,  and  up  all  night, 
In  diff'pent  circles  reign'd  fupreme. 
Wives  copied  her,  and  hufbands  him ; 
Till  fo  divinely  life  ran  on. 
So  feparaie,  fo  quite  bon-toit. 
That  meeting  in  a  public  place, 
They  fcarcely  knew  each  other's  face. 

At  laftthey  met,  by  his  delire, 
jl'tite-i-tite  acrofs  the  fire ; 
Look'd  in  each  other's  face  a-while, 
With  half  a  tear,  and  half  a  fmile. 
The  ruddy  health,  which  wont  to  grace 
With  manly  glow  his  rural  face. 
Now  fcarce  retain'd  its  fainted  ftreak ; 
So  fallow  was  his  leathern  cheek. 
She  lank,  and  pale,  and  hollow-ey'd. 
With  rouge  had  fttiven  in  vain  to  hide 
What  once  was  beauty,  and  repair 
The  rapine  of  the  midniglit  air. 

Silence  is  eloquence,  'tis  faid. 
Both  wifli'd  to  (peak,  both  hung  the  head. 

At  length  it  burlL "  Tis  time,"  he  cries, 

"  When  tir'd  of  folly,  to  be  wife. 

*'  Are  you  too  tir'd  ?"— then  check'd  a  groan. 

She  wept  confent,  and  he  went  on. 

"  How  delicate  the  married  life  \ 
**  You  love  your  hufband,  I  my  wife. 
"  Not  ev'n  fatiety  could  tame, 
"  Nor  diffipation  quench  the  flame. 

"  True  to  the  bias  of  our  kind 
"  *Tis  happinefs  we  wifli  to  find. 
"  In  rural  fcenes  retir'd  we  fought 
*'  In  vain  the  dear,  delicious  draught. 
*'  Though  bleft  with  love's  indulgent  (lore, 
"  We  found  we  wanted  fomething  more. 
•*  *Twas  company,  'twas  friends  to  (hare 
»*  The  biifs  we  languilh'd  to  declare. 
«•  'Twas  focial  converfe,  change  of  fcene, 
«'  To  foothc  tije  fuikn_lioar  ol'  fpleea  J__ 
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"  Short  abfences  to  wake  defire, 
"   And  fweet  regrets  to  fan  the  fire. 

'*  We  left  the  lonefome  place  ;  and  foundj 
"  In  difTipation's  giddy  round, 
*'  A  thoul^nd  novelties  to  wake 
"  The  fprings  of  lire  and  not  to  break. 
''  As,  from  the  neft  not  wand'ring  far, 
"  In  light  excurfions  through  the  air, 
"  The  feather'd  tenants  of  the  grove 
''  Around  in  mazy  circles  move, 
"  (Sip  the  cool  fprings  that  murm'ring  flow, 
"  Or  tafte  the  bluirom  on  the  bough). 
"  We  fported  freely  with  the  re(t ; 
"  And,  ftill  returning  to  the  neft, 
"  In  eafy  mirth  we  chatter'd  o'er 
•'  The  trifles  of  the  day  before. 

"  Behold  us  now,  dilfolving  quite 
"  In  the  full  ocean  of  delight  ; 
«'  In  plealures  ev'ry  hour  employ, 
''  Immers'd  in  ail  the  world  calls  joy. 
''  Our  affluence  eafnig  the  expence 
"  Of  fplendour,  and  magnificence. 
''  Our  company,  th'  exalted  fet 
"  Of  all  that's  gay,  and  all  that's  great : 
''  Nor  happy  yet  1— and  where's  the  wonder  I 
"  We  live,  my  dear,  too  much  alunder." 

The  moral  of  my  tale  is  this, 
"Variety's  the  foul  of  blifs. 
But  fuch  variety  alone 
As  makes  our  home  the  more  our  own. 
As  from  the  heart's  impelling  pow'r 
The  life-blood  pours  its  genial  (tore  ; 
Though  taknig  each  a  various  way. 
The  aiifive  (treams  meanJ'ring  play 
Through  ev'ry  artery,  ev'ry  vem, 
All  to  the  heart  return  again  ; 
From  thence  relume  their  new  career, 
But  ftill  return,  and  centre  there : 
So  real  happinefs  below 
Mull  from  the  heart  fincerely  flow; 
Nor,  lill'ning  to  the  Syren's  fong, 
Mult  Itray  too  far,  or  reft  too  long. 
Ail  human  pleafures  thither  tend  ; 
Muft  there  begin,  and  there  mull  end  ; 
Muft  there  recruit  their  languid  force, 
And  gain  frelh  vigour  from  their  fource. 

THE  GOAT'S  BEARD.* 


"  Propria  quae  maribus — 

"  Foemineo  generi  tribuuntur." 

Lilly's  Gram. 

lib.  iv.  fab.  14. 

CapelU  €t  Hirci. 

Barbam  Capellae  quura  impetraflent  ab  Jove, 
Hirci  Hicerentes  indignari  coeperant, 

*  Hie  purport  of  the  above  Fable  is  this.  When 
the  She-goats  had,  by  their  intrcaties,  obtai?ied  of 
fi/piter  the  privilege  of  having  beards  as  ivell  as 
tbi  males,  the  He-goats  grew  angry  ;  atid  com- 
plained, that  he  had  degraded  their  dignity  by  ad- 
mitting the  females  to  equal  honours  ivitb  theni- 
felves. 

I0  -which  the  god  replied.  That  if  they  nvould 
take  cae  to  fr^erie  the  real  and effi.ntial  ad- 


Quod  dignitatem  foeminse  squatTent  fuam  ; 
•*  Sinitc,  inquit,  illis  gloria  vara  frui, 
*«  Et  ul'urpare  veftri  omatuin  muneris  : 
"  Pares  cium  non  l\nt  veftrss  foititudini."^ 

Hoc  argumentum  monet  ut  fultineas  tibi 
Habitu  efle  luniles,  qui  fint  virtute  impares. 
Ik  eight  terfe  lines  has  Phoedrus  told 
(So  frugal  were  the  bards  of  old) 
A  tale  of  goats  ;  and  clos'd  with  grace 
Plan,  moral,  all,  in  that  fhort  fpace. 
Alas,  that  ancient  moraliit 
Knsw  nothing  of  the  llender  twill 
Which  Italy,  and  France,  have  taught 
To  later  times  to  fpin  the  thought. 
They  are  our  mailers  now,  and  we 
Obfequious  to  their  high  decree, 
Whate'er  the  claffic  critics  fay, 
Will  tell  it  in  a  modern  way. 
'Twas  fomewherc  on  the  hills,  vsrhich  lie 

'Tvvixt  Rome  and  Naples'  fofter  ciime, 
(They  can't  efcape  the  traveller's  eye, 

Nor  need  their  names  be  told  in  rhyme) 
A  herd  of  goats,  each  fliining  morn, 
'Midlt  fcrajigy  m)rtle,  pointed  thorn, 
Qiiick  glancing  to  the  fun  difplay'd 
7  heir  fpotted  fides,  and  piercM  the  (\>a.6.s. 
Their  goat-herds  Itill,  like  thofe  of  old, 
Pipe  to  the  ftragglers  of  the  fold. 

Twas  there— and  there  (no  matter  when) 
With  Virgil's  leave,  we  place  the  fcene. 
For  fcarcely  can  we  think  his  fwains 
Dealt  much  in  goats  oa  Mantua's  plains ; 
Much  lefs  could  e'er  his  fhepherds  dream 
Of  pendant  rock^  on  Mincio's  ftream. 
From  Naples  his  enliven'd  thought 
Its  fondeft,  belt  ideas  caught, 
Theocritus  perhaps  beiide 
Some  kind  embelliOiments  fupply'd, 
And  poets  are  not  common  men — 
Who  talks  of  goats  in  Ely  fen  1 

'Tw?s  there,  on  one  important  day, 
It  chanc'd  the  he-goats  were  away, 
The  ladies  of  the  colony 
Had  form'd  a  female  coterie  ; 
And,  as  they  browz'd  the  cliffs  among, 
Exerted  all  their  power  of  tongue. 
Of  eafe  and  freedom  much  they  fpoke, 
Enfranchis'd  from  the  hufband's  yoke  ; 
How  bright  thg  fun,  how  fuft  the  air, 
The  trefoil  flowers  were  fweeter  far, 
While  thus  alone  they  might  debate 
The  hardfhips  of  the  married  ftate. 

Encourag'd  by  the  quick'ning  flame 
Which  fpread,  and  caught  from  dame  to  dame, 
A  matron,  fager  than  the  reft, 
Tiie  fair  enthufiahs  thus  addrefs'd  : 
•*  Ladies,  I  joy  to  fee,  what  I 
*'  Have  felt,  and  fmother'd  with  a  figh, 
•*  Should  touch  at  length  the  generil  breaft, 
"  And  honefl  nature  Itand  coufelt. 
.    *'  Queens  as  we  are,  we  fee  our  power 
"  Ufurp'd,  and  daily  finking  lower. 

vantages  lobich  their  ftx  gaie  them  over  the 
other,  they  luould  ha-ve  no  reafon  to  be  dijj'atis- 
Jied  ivith  letting  them  p.irtjci/ate  in  what  iocs 
riers'y  ornamental. 
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"  Why  do  our  lords  and  maftcrs  reign 
"  Sole  monarchs  o'er  their  fubjcct  train  ? 
"  What  ftamp  has  nature  given  their  line, 
"  What  mark  to  piove  their  right  divine 
"  To  lead  at  will  the  paffive  herd  ? 
«  __lt  can  be  nothing  but  their  beard. 

"  Obferve  our  fhapes,  our  winning  airs, 
"  Our  fpots  more  elegant  than  theirs; 
"  With  equal  eafe,  with  equal  fpeed 
"  We  fwim  the  brook,  or  ikim  the  mead; 
"  Climb  the  tall  cliff,  where  wild  thyme  grows, 
"  On  pinnacles  undaunted  browze, 
"  Hang  fearlefs  o'er  th'  impetuous  ftreatn, 
♦'  And  Ikip  from  crag  to  crag  like  theni, 
«  Why  are  they  then  to  us  prefcrr'd  ? 
«  — It  can  be  nothing  but  their  beard. 
"  Then  let  us  to  great  Jove  prepare 
"  A  facrifice  and  folemn  prayer, 
"  That  he  would  gracioufly  relieve 
"  Our  deep  diftrcfs,  and  kindly  give 
"  The  all  we  want  to  make  us  fhine 
"  Joint  emprefTcs  by  right  divine." 

A  general  murmur  (ofapplaufe 
Attends  the  fpeech.     The  common  caufe 
Glows  in  each  breafl,  and  all  defy 
The  bonds  of  Salique  tyranny. 
The  mild,  the  timorous  grov/  bold; 
And  as  they  faunter  to  the  fold, 
Ev'n  kids,  with  voices  fcarcely  heard, 
Lifp  out — "  'Tis  nothing  but  the  beard." 

Agreed.  And  now  with  fecrec  care 
The  due  luftrations  they  prepare ; 
And  having  mark'd  a  facred  field, 
Of  horns  a  fpacious  ahar  build ; 
Then  from  the  fragrant  herbs  that  grow 
On  craggy  cliff,  or  mountain's  brow. 
They  cull  the  fweets  :  and  ftufF  the  pile 
With  *  tragopogon's  downy  fjwil, 
Aud  gums  of  f  tragacanth  to  raife 
The  bickering  flame,  and  fpeed  the  blaze. 
But  chief  the  flower  beyond  compare, 
The  flaunting  |  woedbine  revell'd  there. 
Sacred  to  goats  ;  and  bore  their  name. 
Till  botauifls  of  modern  fame 
New-fangled  titles  chofe  to  give 
To  almoft  all  the  plants  that  live. 
Of  thefe  a  hallow'd  heap  they  place 
With  all  the  (kill  of  female  grace  ; 
Then  fpread  the  fprigs  to  catch  the  air. 
And  light  them  with  the  bruftiy  hair 
Pluck'd  flily  from  their  hufbands'  chins, 
In  feeming  fport,  when  love  begins. 

"  Hear,  father  Jove,  if  ftill  thy  mind         • 
"  With  partial  fondnefs  views  our  kind ; 
"  If  nurs'd  by  goats,  as  fl^ory  fays, 
"  Thou  fl;ill  retain'ft  their  ganiefome  ways;. 
"  If  on  [|  thy  ftiield  her  fliin  appears, 
Who  fed  with  milk  thy  infant  years ; 
If  Capricorn  advanc'd  by  thee, 
Shines  in  the  fphere  a  deity,  &c.  &c. 


*   /^ plant  called  in  Englijh  ihegoat^s  beard. 

f  The  goat's  tborn.  The  gums  of  this  plant  are  ufed 
in  medicine. 

\  The  caprifolium,  or  goat's  leaf  of  the  ancients  ani 
of  Tournefort.  Linnsus  ranks  it  under  the  genus  of  1^ 
nicera,  as  he  does  the  tragncanth  under  that  J  ajiragalus. 

II  The  ergis,  ca'.i<4  fc  from  the goii' s ficir.  ■wbiih  (Oi^ 
vers  iti 
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"  Hear,  father  Jove,  our  juft  requeft; 
"  O  grant  us  beards,  and  make  us  bleft  ?" 

Swift  mounts  the  blaze,  the  fcented  Iky 
Seems  pleas'd,  the  zephyrs  gently  figh, 
And  Jove  himfelf,  in  frolic  mood, 
Reclining  on  an  amber  cloud, 
Snuft'd  in  the  gale  ;  and  though  he  hides 
A  laugh  which  almoft  burfts  his  fides, 
Smil'd  gracious  on  the  fuppliant  crew  ; 
And  from  the  left  his  thunder  flew  : 
JBlf  ft  omen  of  fuccefs  !  Ye  fair. 
Who  know  what  tyrant  fpoufes  are, 
if  e'er  you  flipt  the  tighten'd  rein. 
Or  gave  a  furly  hufband  pain, 
Guefs  at  their  joy. — Devoutly  low 
They  bent,  and  with  prophetic  glow 
They  vi^reath'd  their  necks,  they  cock'd  their  tails. 
With  Ikittifh  coynefs  met  the  males, 
And  fcarce  admitted  the  embrace, 
JBut  merely  to  preferve  the  race. 

But  chief  the  river  banks  they  throng?; 
IMarciflus-like  o'er  fountains  hung, 
And  not  a  puddle  could  they  ^ afs 
Without  a  fquint  to  view  their  face, 
Happy  to  fee  the  fprouts  arife, 
"Which  promis'd  future  dignities. 

Whenlo!   their  ucmoft  wilh  prevails. 
A  beard,  as  graceful  as  the  male's, 
flows  from  their  chins  ;  and  forth  they  mov'd, 
At  once  to  be  rever'd  and  lov'd ; 
Xiooking  (to  borrow  a  quaint  phrafe 
From  Young,  to  deck  our  humbler  lays), 
•'  Delightfully  with  all  their  might," 
The  he-goats  ftarted  at  the  fight. 
"  Angels  and  miniflers  of  grace  !" 
Appear'd  on  theirs,  like  *  Garrick's  face. 
Glance  after  glance  oblique  they  fent. 
Then  fix'd  in  dumb  aftonifhment. 
Scarce  more  amaz'd  did  f  Atlas  Hand, 
Sole  monarch  of  th'  Hefperian  ftrand, 
When  Perfeus  on  his  fhield  difplay'd 
Terrific  charms,  the  Gorgon's  head. 

At  lafh  recovering  their  furprife. 
Tor  goats,  like  men,  are  fometimes  wife, 
On  this  abfurd,  ncw-modell'd  plan, 
Like  human  couples  they  began. 
Unwilling,  for  decorum's  fake, 
Quite  to  unite',  or  quite  to  break. 
With  ftiort  half  words,  and  loolwthat  leer'd. 
They  frown'd,they  pouted,  and  thcyfneer'd. 
In  general  terms  exprefs'd  their  thoughts 
On  private  and  peculiar  faults ; 
Dropp'd  hints  they  fcarccly  wifli'd  to  fmother, 
And  talk'd  not  to,  but  at  each  other. 
Till  ftrife  eijgend'ring  more  and  more,      ' 
They  downright  wrangled,  if  not  fworc ; 
And  ev'n  the  fair  could  fcarce  refrain 

From  broad  expreffions,  when  they  faw 
Th'  accomplifliments  they  wifii'd  to  gain, 

Created  not  refpcdl,  but  awe  ; 
And  fofter  kids  ufurp'd  the  flames 
Due  only  to  expericnc'd  dames. 

'Twas  then  the  general  difcord  rofe ; 
And  Jove  (induftrious  to  compofe 
The  cafual  feuds  his  hafly  nod 
•  J-Iad  caus'd) ;  well  worthy  fuch  a  god, 


*   In  the  cbaralier  of  Hamlet. 

f  Ovid's  Mdamorfhofts,  book  /^th.  fab.  l^t^. 


Conven'd  the  flates.  And  though  he  knew 
What  mortals  fay  is  really  true, 
"  Advice  is  fometimes  thrown  away," 
He  bade  them  meet,  and  fix'd  the  day. 

Each  confcious  of  their  claim,  divide 
In  feparate  bands  on  either  fide. 
Like  clients  in  a  party  caufe, 

Determin'd  to  fucceed  or  die 
(What':'er  their  judge  may  talk  of  laws), 

Staunch  martyrs  to  integrity. 
The  god  appear'd  in  proper  fl:ate, 
Not  as  the  arbiter  of  fate. 
With  all  tbofe  enfigns  of  command 
Which  fway  the  air,  the  fca,  the  land, 
But  yet  with  dignity,  to  draw 
Attention,  and  becomming  avVe. 
"  Approach,"  he  cry'd,  "  your  idle  flriftf 
"  Has  rais'd  a  thought :  I'll  give  it  life. 
"  For  know,  ye  goats,  my  high  behcfts 
"  Shall  not  be  thrown  away  on  beafls. 
"  When  fexes  plead,  the  caufe  is  common; 
"  Re  goats  no  more,  but  man  and  woman.* - 

The  change  enfues.   He  fmil'd  again. 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  motley  train  : 
(Here  might  we  tell  in  Ovid's  lay. 
How  forms  to  other  forms  gave  way. 
How  pert-cock'd  tails,  and  fhaggy  hides. 
And  horns,  and  twenty  things  befides. 
Grew  fpruce  bag-wigs,  or  well  queu'd  hair. 
The  floating  fack,  the  Pei-cn-l'air, 
Fur  gown,  gold  chain,  or  regal  robe. 
Which  rules  in  ermin'd  ftate  the  globe. 
We  wave  all  this,  and  fay  again. 
He  thus  addrefs'd  the  motley  train). 
"  When  firfl  I  different  fexes  form'd, 
Happy  myfelf,  with  goodnefs  warm'd, 
I  meant  you  helpmates  for  each  other  ; 
The  ties  of  father,  fon,  and  brother, 
And  all  the  charities  below 
I  kindly  meant  fhould  fpriug  from  you. 
Were  more  exalted  fcenes  your  lot, 
I  kindly  meant,  as  who  would  not. 
The  fair  fhould  footh  the  hero's  care, 
The  hero  fhould  proteiSb  the  fair  ; 
The  ftatefman's  toils  a  refpite  find 
In  pleafures  of  domeftic  kind  ; 
And  kings  themfelves  in  focial  down 
Forget  the  thorns  which  line  a  crown. 

In  humbler  life  that  man  Hiould  roans 
Bufy  abroad,  while  Hie  at  home, 
Impatient  for  liis  dear  return. 
Should  bid  the  crackling  inccnfe  burn, 
And  fpread,  as  fortune  might  afford. 
The  genial  fcaft,  or  frugal  board; 
The  joys  of  honefl  competence. 
The  folace  even  of  indigence. 

But  things  are  chang'd,  no  matter  how  5 
Thefvi  blefiinge  are  not  frequent  now. 
\xx.  time  account,  as  he  glides  on. 
For  all  his  wings  and  fcythe  have  done ; 
We  take  you  in  liis  prefent  page, 
The  refufe  of  an  iron  age. 
Then  hear  our  fober  thoughts. 
Ye  dames, 
AfTeftioH  and  good  breeding  claims 
That  firft,  in  preference  to  the  males. 
We  place  your  merits  in  the  fcales. 
For  whether  'twas  defign'd  or  notj 
You  foijjje  afccndency  have  got. 
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Ladies,  we  own,  have  had  their  fhare 

In  learning,  politics,  and  war. 

To  pafs  at  once  the  doubtful  tale 

Of  Amazons  in  coats  of  mail 

(Fables  which  ancient  Greece  has  taught, 

And  if  I  knew  them,  I've  forgot). 

Authentic  records  itill  contain, 

To  make  the  females  juflly  vain, 

Examples  of  heroic  worth — 

Semiramis  of  *  call  and  f  north. 

;  Marg'ret  the  Anjouvine,  of  Spain 

jj  Fair  Blanche,  and  §  Ellen  of  Guicnne. 

•*  Catherine  of  France  immortal  grew 

A  rubric  faint  with  Barthol'mew  : 

In  Ruflia  Catherines  more  than  one 

Have  done  great  things ;  and  many  a  Joan 

Has  buftled  in  the  aftive  fcene  ; 

If  The  Pope,  the  warrior,  and  the  queen  ! 

But  thefe  are  liars  which  blaze  and  fall ; 

O'er  Albion  did  Eliza  rife 
A  conftellation  of  them  all, 

And  lliines  the  Virgo  of  the  ikies  ! 
^\  Some  dames  of  lefs  athletic  mould, 
jBy  mere  misfortune  render'd  bold. 
Have  drawn  the  dagger  in  defence 
Of  their  own  fpbtlefs  innocence. 
O'er  thefe  the  penfive  mufe  fhall  mourn, 
And  pity's  tear  fhall  grace  their  urn. 
Jl  Others,  a  more  heroic  part. 

By  jull  revenge  to  fury  led, 
Have  plung'd  it  in  a  hufband's  heart. 

And  triumph'd  o'er  the  mighty  dead. 
Though  laurels  are  their  meed,  'tis  true, 
Let  milder  females  have  their  due. 
And  be  with  humbler  myrtles  crown'd, 
Who  IJII  fuck'd  the  poifon  from  the  wound. 
For  folks  there  are  who  don't  admire 
In  angel  forms  that  foul  of  fire, 

*    Tie  'wife  of  Minus. 

\  Margaret  dt  VV aldemar ,  commonly  called  the  Se- 
miramis of  the  Korth.  She  united  in  her  aivn  iierfon 
the  three  kingdoms  of  Norzuay,  Denmark,  and  S-jjedtn. 
Thefrjl  by  dfcent,  the  fccond  by  marriage,  and  the  third 
by  conqueji.  See  the  union  of  Calmar,  1393.  . 

\  Wife  of  Henry  the  Sixth  of  England,  icho  [not- 
tvithjlanding  her  fuppofed  intrigue  luith  the  Duke  of  Suf- 
folk )  ,fuf ported  the  interejl  of  ber  hiifband  and  his  family 
luiib  the  mrfl  heroic  fpirit. 

II  Blanche  of  Caflile,  luifs  to  Louis  ths  Eighth  of 
f  ranee.  She  governed  thai  kingdom  during  the  minority 
tf  her  fan  St.  Louis,  and  during  his  abfence  at  the  Holy 
Wars,  "with  great  fortitude  and  fuccefs,  The  ivicked 
chronicles  of  the  times  have  been  I'ery  free  "With  her  cha- 
raSier. 

§  An  adventurer  in'the  CTufades .  She  ivas firf}  mar- 
rie4  to  Ltbis  the  Seventh  of  France,  by  "whom  fhe  tvas 
divorced,  under  a  pretence  cfcotfangtiinity  ;  and  ivas  rf- 
teriuards  lufe  to  Henry  the  Second  of  England.  Her 
tehavicur  here  is  tvell  knczvn. 

**  The  famous  Catherine  of  Medlcis ,  wfe  to  Henry 
the  Stcerid  of  France,  and  mother  to  the  three  fucceeding 
fonorchi.  The  maffacre  of  Pans  on  St.  Barthulomeiu'  s 
Day  -was  cortduSled  un  -er  her  aufpices. 

■}•■}■   Pope  Jean,  Juan  of  .Arc,  aitdjocn  of  T*aples. 

%\  Some.  Others,]  Of  theftivo  ajfertions  the  author 
does  not  cboofe  to  9ive  examples,  as  fame  might  be  thought 
fabulous,  and  others  invidious. 

K|[  Whether  the  fory  of  Eleanor  of  Caf  He,  ivifeW 
£dzu«rd  tbs  Firfi  ef  England^  is  fkVitiaut  or  not,  the 
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Nor  are  quite  pleas'd  with  wounds  and  fear* 

On  limbs  befl  fram'd  for  fofter  wars. 

Nay,  now,  fo  fqueamifh  men  are  grown. 

Their  manners  are  fo  like  our  own, 

'I'hat  though  no  Spartan  dames  we  view 

Thump'd,  cufTd,  and  wreftled  black  and  blutfj 

Ev'n  {lighter  blemifhes  offend 

Sometimes  the  fair  one's  fondefl  friend. 

Glorious  no  doubt  it  is,  to  dare 

'1  he  dangers  of  the  fylvan  war, 

When  foremoft  in  the  chafe  you  ride 

Some  headlong  fteed  you  cannot  guide, 

And  owe,  by  Providence  or  chance. 

Your  fafety  to  your  ignorance. 

But  ah  !  the  confequential  ill 

Might  there  reftrain  ev'n  woman's  wilL 

The  furrow  plough'd  by  '  Tyburn  hat 

On  the  fair  forehead's  Parian  flat. 

The  freckles,  blotches,  and  parch'd  ikins. 

The  worms,  which  lilic  black-headed  pins 

Peep  through  the  damafk  cheek,  or  rife 

On  nofes  bloated  out  of  lize. 

Are  things  which  females  ought  to  dread.— 

But  you  know  beft,  and  I  proceed. 

Some  fages,  a  peculiar  thought. 
Think  politics  become  you  not. 
Nay  one,  wellvers'd  in  nature's  rules. 
Calls  •{•"  cunning  women  knavifh  fools." 
— Your  pardon — 1  but  barely  hint 
What  impious  mortals  dare  to  print. 

In  learning,  doubtlefs,  you  havefliin'd 
The  paragons  of  human  kind. 
Each  abflradt  fcience  have  explor'd  ; 
Have  pierc'd  through  nature's  coyefl  hoard; 
And  cropp'd  the  lovelieft  flowers  that  blow 
On  fleep  Parnalfus'  double  brow. 

And  yet  what  fmall  remains  we  find ! 
\  Afpafia  left  no  tradls  behind  ; 
Content  her  doftrines  to  impart, 
As  oral  truths,  warm  from  the  hegrt. 
And  ill-bred  time  has  fwept  away 
Full  many  a  grave  and  fprightly  lay. 
Full  many  a  tome  of  ju(l  renown, 
Fram'd  by  the  numerous  fair,  who  fhonc 
Poetic  or  hiftoric  queens, 
From  Sappho  down  to  ||  Anne  Comnenes. 

In  modern  days  the  female  pen 
Is  paramount,  and  copes  with  men. 
Ladies  have  led  th'  inflrucftive  crew. 
And  kindly  told  us  all  they  knew. 
In  France,  in  Britain,  many  a  fcore.— 
I  mention  none — to  praife  the  more. 


Eleanor  croffes  exifing  at prefcnt  are  efuffcient  teflimony 
of  her  hufhand's  ajfcSiions,  and  his  gratitude  to  her  me- 
mory. 

"  The  fmall  round  hat,  -which  acquired  its  name  from 
its  being  the  diflinguifhed  mark  of  a  pickpocket :  it  is  noil) 
adopted  by  gentlemen  and  ladies. 

f   "  .^  cunning  luomcr.  is  a  knavifh  fcol.^' 

Lord  Lyttleton's  Advice  to  a  Lady. 

J  The  pupils  of  this  learned  lady  {Jf  -we  except  So- 
crates^ -jjcre  mofi  of  them  her  Lovers  too,and  confequently 
received  inJiruSiion  in  the  moll  agreeablt  manner  it  could 
be  conveyed. 

II  A  princefs  of  great  learning,  daughter  of  Alexius 
Comnenus,  emperor  of  Confiar.tinople,  during  tbs  time  of 
thefrflcrufades.  She  lurote  the  hijlory  of  her  father  s 
hng  ttign,  and  it  rar.kid  am?r.gtke  Jiyziit'tins  hiferians. 
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And  yet  in  that  fame  little  ifle 
I  view  with  a  peculiar  fmile, 
And  wifh  to  name  a  chofen  few : 

Or But  I  won't.  It  envy  raifes. 

Few  men  can  bear  each  other's  praifes. 
And  in  the  fair  one  would  not  fee 
A  Genus  irritabih. 

Swift  fays,  a  clever  fchoolboy's  fame 
Is  all  at  which  the  fex  fhould  aim. 
It  may  be  fo,  and  he  be  wife— 
But  I  authorities  defpife. 
Men  cannot  judge  in  fuch  affairs. 
1  grant  your  talents  great  as  theirs. 
■  Your  wit  of  a  more  piercing  kind, 
Your  fenfe  more  moral  and  refin'd  ; 
And  (hould  ye  from  ftriift  reafoning  fwerve, 
You  ftill  have  conquell  in  referve. 
If  arguments  are  fometimes  flight, 
*  "  Your  eyes  are  always  in  the  right  J* 
In  love  your  empire  is  fupreme, 
The  hero's  palm,  the  poet's  theme. 
Jlor  will  we  dare  to  fix  a  date 
When  the  foft  empire  yields  to  fate. 
At  feventy  great  Elira  lov'd. 
Though  coy,  perhaps  f  her  heroes  prov'd, 
And  \  Ninon  had  a  longer  leign. 

She  lov'd,  and  was  belov'd  aeain ; 
I.et  Gedoyne  the  jult  era  fix. 
At  eighty,  or  at  eighty-fix. 

One  little  hint  before  we  clofe 
This  tedious  foporific  dofc, 

One  Uttle  hint  we  choofe  to  give, 

That  nuptial  harmony  may  live. 

As  hulbands,  though  on  fmall  pretence, 

Are  wond'rous  jealous  of  their  fenfe, 

Perhaps 'twere  prudent  to  conceal 

The  great  accomplifhments  you  feel. 

Then  fcreen  what  pains  the  naked  eye 

With  that  thin  gauze  call'd  modefty  ; 

At  leaft  with  diffidence  maintain 

The  triumphs  you  are  fure  to  gain. 

Arm'd  with  this  caution,  juftly  claim 

Your  genuine  ftiare  of  power  and  fame; 

Be  every  thing  your  confcioui  merit 

Infpires,  and  with  becoming  fpirit 

Expand  each  paifion  of  the  heart, 

Each  talent  nature  gives  exert ; 

Be  wife,  be  learn'd,  be  brave,  nay  fear'd— 

But  keep  your  fex,  and  ||  hide  the  beard. 

•  A  line  of  Prior. 

•^  EJfex  and  Courtney. 

\  It  is  recorded  of  the  celebrated  Ninon  V Enclos,  that 
«  young  French  jibbi,  of  the  name  of  Gedoyne,  had  long 
fol'icited  her  favours.,  and  ivas  rather  ojion'ifhed  at  her 
eoynefs.  Wbenjhe  yielded  at  laji,  Jhe  begged  his  pardon 
for  fo  dilatory  a  tompUance,  and  pleaded  as  her  excufe, 
that  her  female  •vanity  ivas  piqued  upon  having  a  lover 
after  Jhe  ivas  fourfcore  ;  that  Jhe  had  only  completed  her 
eightieth  year  the  day  bej'ore,  and  thei  ejore  hoped  her  em- 
prefTment  to  oblige  him  ivoutd  be  a  proper  ackr.oivledg- 
meni  of  her  gratitude  fur  his  attentions. 

Hotv  long  the  attachment  lajled,  the  author  af  this  poem 
kas  modefily  left  undetermined. 

II  A  certain  Grecian  painter,  ivho  hadufually  exert- 
*d  his  talents  on  lafciviuus  f.hjeHi,  ivas  commanded  by 
ibejlatc  under  %uhich  he  lived  to  atune  for  his  errors,  by 
forming  a  piece  "wbicbjboifld  damp  the  m^  licentious  ap- 
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Ladles,  your  flave.— The  dam*s  withdrew. 
Now,  gentlemen,  I  turn  to  you. 
You  heard  the  leffons  which  I  gave,  ^  jg 

At  once  both  ludicrous  and  grave,  .  .    ■* 

And  fneer'd  perhaps ;  but  have  a  care, 
I  only  banter'd  with  the  fair. 
When  your  important  caufe  comes  on. 
We  take  it  in  a  higher  tone. 

Is  there  a  fault  in  womankind 
You  did  not  make,  or  ftrive  to  find  ? 
To  rife  on  your  defedls  you  teach  them. 
And  lofe  your  virtues  ere  they  reach  them. 
Would  e'er  ambition  touch  their  brain, 
Did  you  your  lawful  rule  maintain, 
With  tendernefs  exert  your  fway. 
And  mildly  win  them  to  obey  ? 
Had  Caefar,  Antony,  been  men. 

We  fcarce  had  heard  of  *  Egypt's  queen. 

Follies  and  vices  of  his  own 

Sunk  to  a  flave  great  Philip's  fon ; 

Nor  did  f  Alcides  learn  to  fpin 

Till  he  put  off  the  lion's  fkin. 

Henry  the  Fourth  of  France  (a  name 

We  love,  we  pity,  and  we  blame"). 

Had  frailties  which  the  meaneft  clown 

Of  native  fenfe  would  blufh  to  own. 

D'Etree,  Vernueil,  and  twenty  more, 

Will  prove  him  vaffal  to  a 

Nothing  could  tame  the  headllrong  lad, 

Waofe  pure  good  nature  was  run  mad. 

Ev'n  toil,  and  penury,  and  pain. 

And  \  Sully,  teaz'd  and  preach'd  in  vain. 

Nothing  could  flop  th'  infatiate  rage, 

Not  even  the  hafty  ||  fnoW  of  age  ; 

Not  even  his  laft  provoking  §  wife, 

That  firebrand  of  perpetual  ftrife. 

Who  let  half  Europe  in  a  flame, 

And  died,  poor  wretch,  an  empty  name. 
In  what  the  world  calls  politics. 

You  teach  the  fair  a  thoufand  tricks. 

Full  many  a  miftrefs  of  a  king. 

At  firft  a  plain  unheeded  thing, 

But  fwells  in  fancied  dignity. 

And  glories  in  her  infamy  ; 

I'ill  to  diflrefs  a  weaker  brother, 

You  play  her  off  againfi  eacli  other  ; 

Improve  the  fex's  native  wiles, 

Th'  artillery  of  tears  and  fmiles; 

Flatter  her  pride  or  peevifhnefs. 

Till  Ihe,  elated  by  fuccefs, 
Feels  her  own  force,  and,  bolder  grown 
By  your  inftrudlions,  aifts  alone  ; 
Procures  now  this,  now  that  man's  fall, 

And  fairly  triumphs  o'er  you  all. 

petite.  He  accordingly  dreiv  a  naied  Venus,  ivito  U 
the  charms  his  imagination  could  Juggeji,  and  then,  t* 
make  her  totally  difgufing,  clapped  on  her  a  beard. 

*  Cleopatra. 

^   His  condefcenfions  to  Omphale  are  ivell  known, 

\   See  bis  Memoirs. 

II    He  mas  very  early  gray, 

§  Mary  of  AleJicis.  This  lady -was  of  an  amhiti(iut% 
intrigxting  fpirit,  iviih  a  very  mean  underjlanding.  That 
Jhe  ivas  a  ^'■provoking  tvije,"  Sully's  Memoirs  fifficient' 
ly  lejiify.  The  difurhances  Jhe  raijed  at  home,  and  the 
cabals  Jhe  entered  into  abroad  durin^r  her  exile,  are  a  proof 
of  the  fecond  pojition.  The  lajl  fhe  mujl  have  feverely 
feltf  for  fhe  dUd  at  Cologne  m  164a,  in,  cfttreme  mifeifj. 
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file  lecond  Cliarles  on  England's  ihronc 
(Sav'd  IVom  oblivion  by  his  crown), 
Call  him  whatever  you  think  fit, 
A  knave,  an  idiot,  or  a  wit. 
Had  from  his  travels  learnt  no  more 
Than  modern  youths  from  Europe's  tour. 
To  all  that  fliould  improve  his  mind, 
The  voluntary  dupe  was  blind. 
Whate'er  calamities  fell  on  him, 
Diilrcfs  was  thrown  away  upon  him  ; 
The  fame  unfeeling  thoughtlefs  thing. 
Whether  an  exile,  or  a  king. 

Clcavcland  and  Portfmouth  had  fine  features, 
And  yet  they  were  but  filly  creatures, 
Play'd  off  like  fhuttles  in  a  Icoin 
(To  weave  the  web  of  Kngiand's  doom ! 
By  knaves  abroad,  and  knaves  at  home). 
Of  all  who  footh'd  his  ^  idle  hours 
(To  wave  his  en  fajfaitt  amours). 
Of  all  who  gloried  in  the  flame. 
And  in  broad  day-light  blaz'd  their  fhame, 
Spite  of  her  f  frolics  and  expence, 
Nell  Gwyn  alone  had  common  fenfc. 

Of  gaming  little  fhall  be  laid, 
You're  furlcittd  upon  that  head. 
AVhat  arguments  can  move  the  mind. 
Where  folly  is  with  madnefs  join'd  ? 
What  fober  reafoning  can  prevail. 
Where  even  contempt  and  ruin  fail  i 
Yet  let  me  mention,  betwixt  friends, 
•'  Burn  not  the  taper  at  both  ends." 
Why  mull  your  wives  be  taught  by  you, 
That  needlefs  art  to  fquander  too  ? 
Whene'er  they  {how  their  bracelet  firings. 
Their  dear  white  hands,  and  brilliant  rings. 
It  {hould  be  in  a  quiet  way  ; 
Ladies  fhould  piddle,  and  not  play. 

You  know  too  well  your  glorious  power, 
Greatly  to  lofe  in  half  an  hour 
What  cofl  your  anceftors  with  pain 
At  lead  fuU  hall  an  age  to  gain. 
Then  let  your  fpoufes  ^to  be  grave) 
For  coals  and  candles  fomething  fave. 
And  keep  their  pin-money  and  jointures, 
To  free  from  jail  tiie  kind  appomcers. 

Learning— you  fcarce  knovr  what  it  is. 
Then  put  the  queftion,  and  'tis  this  : 
True  learning  is  the  mind's  good  breeding, 
'Tis  Common  Senfe  improv'd  by  reading. 
If  Common  ycnle,  tliat  corner-flone, 
Is  wanting,  let  the  reil  alone. 
Better  be  fools  without  pretence, 
Than  coxcombs  even  cf  eniinrnce. 

\  Eve  from  hen  huroand's  lips  preferr'd 
What  file  from  angels  might  have  heard. 

*  There  ivas  as  much  of  lazi.iefs  as  of  love  in  allthofe 
hcitrs  ivh'ub  he  pajfed  among  his  m'flrejf::  ,■  luho  fer-veJ 
only  lofill  up  hisfcrj^lio,  ivLile  a  heivi  -  hing  Uindofplea- 
Jure,  called  fauntcriiig,  iujs  th:  fultana  queen  he  deii'jht- 
*din.  Duke  of  Buckingham's  Charadler  of  Charles 
the  Second. 

■{■  B'tfhop  Burnet,  in  his  Hijlcry  of  his  czvn  Times, 
Jiiys  of  Airs.  Giuyn,  that  fie  ivus  the  indifcrutell  and 
ivildejl  creature  that  ever  -was  in  a  court,  yet  continued 
to  the  end  of  the  ki/:g''s  life  in  great favout',  andivas  main- 
tained  at  a  -vef}  rxpence. 

■    He  -might  ha-je  added  to  her  credit,   that  Jhe  never 
meddled  at  aliivith  ih:  luretched  politics  of  thoFe  times, 

I  In  the  eighth  book  of  Paradife  Loii, 
Vol.  XI. 
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And  wifely  chofe  to  undcrftand 

Exalted  truths  at  fecond  hand, 

Miould  your  fofr  mates  adopt  her  notions, 

And  for  inllui6t:on  wait  your  motions. 

To  what  improvements  woild  they  reach  ? 

— Lord  blclb'  you,  what  have  you  to  teach? 

Yes,  one  thing,  I  confefs  you  deal  in, 
And  read  in  fairly  without  Ipeliing. 
In  that,  I  own,  your  zeal  is  luch, 
You  even  communicate  too  much. 
In  rKitter,  fpirit,  and  in  fate, 
Your  knowledge  is  extremely  great, 
Nobly  deftrting  Common  Senfe 
For  metaphyhc  excellence. 
And  yet  vvfhate'er  you  fay,  or  Cng, 
Religion  is  a  ferious  thing. 
At  leak  to  me  you  will  allow 
A  deity,  it  nuifl  be  fo. 
Then  let  me  v;hifper — «  Don't  perplex 
"  ^^'■ilhfpecious  doubts  tlie  weaker  fex. 
"  Let  them  enjoy  their  Tates  and  Bradys, 
"   Free-thinking  is  not  fport  for  ladies." 

Is't  not  enough  you  read  Voltaire, 
While  fneering  valets  frizz  your  hair. 
And  half  allcep,  with  half  ah  eye, 
Steal  in  dear  infidelity  ? 
Is't  not  enough  Helvetius' fchemcs 
Elucidate  your  waking  dreams 
(  I'hough  each  who  on  the  doiflrine  doats 
Skips  o'er  the  text,  to  ficim  the  notes), 
Why  mull;  the  fair  be  made  the  wife 
Partakers  of  \our  myfleries.' 
Y'ou'U  fay  they  liflen  to  your  chat. 
I  grant  them  fools,  but  what  of  that  ? 
Your  prudence,  fure,  might  be  fo  civil 
To  let  your  females  f;ar  the  devil. 
Even  for  the  comfort  of  your  lives, 
Sr.me  muft  be  mothers,  daughters,  V7iv(fsj 
Howe'er  it  v.ith  your  genius  fuits. 
They  fliall  not  all  be  pioftitutes. 

Firm  as  the  lage  Lucretius  draws 
Above  religion,  morals,  laws. 
Secure  (thojgh  at  a  proper  diftance) 
Of  that  great  blefllng  nonexillence, 
You  triumph  ;  each  a  deity 
In  all,  but  iaunortahty. 
Why,  therefore,  will  ye  condefcend 
To  teaze  a  weak  believing  friend, 
Whole  honeft  ignorance  might  gain 
From  error  a  relief  in  pa.n, 
.■Irid  bear  Vvfith  fortitude  and  honour 
The  miferies  you  brought  upon  her  ? 
IVlomus  perhaps  Avould  flily  fay, 
For  Momus  has  a  merry  way, 
VVhy  v.'ill  your  wifdem  and  your  wit 
To  fucli  degrading  tricks  fuLmit  ? 
Why  in  fofc  bofoms  raife  a  riot  ? 
Can't  ye  be  d — mn'u  yourfelves  in  quiet  t 
But  that's  an  after  thought;  at  prcfent 
We  merely  wifh  you  to  be  decent. 
And  juil  v.ill  add  fome  trifling  things, 
From  w  hence  we  think  confufion  IpringSa 

You'll  eafily  conceive  in  gods, 
Who  fix  in  air  their  thin  abodes, 
And  feaft  on  inccnfc  and  ambrofia  ; 
Fou-1  feeding  muft  create  a  naufca. 
Yet  we  ourfclves  to  flefti  and  blood 
Have  granted  more  fubl'^antial  food,^ 
Nor  wonder  that,  in  times  like  yourSj 
All  but  ths  poor  are  Epkures, 
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And  reafon  from  eireifts  to  caufes 
On  roti's,  entremets,  and  fauces. 
But  here  be  wife,  the  reafon's  clear. 
Be  niggards  of  your  knowledge  here, 
And  to  yourfelves  alone  confine 
That  firfl  of  bleffings,  how  to  dine. 
For  fliould  the  fair  your  tafle  purfue, 
And  eating  be  their  fcience  too, 
Should  they  too  catch  this  nafty  trick 
(The  bare  idea  makes  me  fick), 
Svhat  would  become  of  nature's  boafl  ? 
Their  beauty  and  their  fex  we're  loft. 
—I  turn  difgufted  from  the  fcene^ — 
She-gluttons  are  fha-aldermen. 
Another  precept  lingers  yet. 
To  make  the  tirefome  group  complete. 
In  all  your  commerce  with  the  fex, 
Whether  you  mean  to  pieafe  or  vex  ', 
If  not  well  bred,  at  kafl  be  civil; 
111  manners  are  a  catching  evil. 
I  fpeak  to  the  fupcrior  few — 
Ye  Britifh  youths,  1  fpeak  to  you. 
The  ancient  heroes  of  romance, 
Idolaters  in  complaifance, 
So  hit  the  fes's  deareil  whim, 
So  rais'd  them  in  their  own  efteem. 
That  ev'ry  confcious  worth  increas'd. 
And  every  foible  funk  to  reft. 
Nay,  e'en  when  chivalry  was  o'er, 
And  adoration  reign 'd  no  more, 

Within  due  bounds  the  following  fe<ft 

Reftrain'd  them  by  profound  refpeft; 

Politely  grafp'd  the  filken  reins, 

And  held  them  in  ideal  chains. 

But  now,  when  you  appear  before  'em, 

You  want  all  deference  and  decorum  ; 

And,  confcious  of  good  Heav'n  knows  what. 

Noddle  your  heads,  and  flouch  your  hat ; 

Or,  carelefs  of  the  circling  throng. 

Through  full  affemblies  lounge  along. 

And  on  a  couch  politely  throw 

Your  liftlefs  limbs  v/ithout  a  bow, 

■'A'^hile  all  the  fair,  like  Sheba's  queen, 

Crowd  eager  to  the  inviting  fcene. 

And  o'er  that  couch  in  raptures  hang, 

To  hear  their  Solomon's  harangue. 

l\'o  doubt,  'tis  edifying  fluff 

^i  or  gentle  ears  are  cannon  proof). 

And  wife  the  doiftrines  which  you  teach. 

But  your  examples  more  than  preach  : 

For  'tis  from  hence  your  higii-bred  laffes 

Lofe  or  dcfpife  their  native  graces. 

Hence  comes  it  that  at  every  rout 

They  hoyden  in,  and  hoyden  out. 

The  modcft  dignity  of  yore. 

The  ftcp  chaftis'd,  is  feen  no  more. 

They  hop,  they  gallop,  and  they  trot, 

A  curt'fy  is  a  thing  forgot. 

Th'  affeiflcd  ftare,  the  thrufl-out  chin. 

The  leer,  the  titter,  and  the  grin, 

Supply  what  "  hung  on  Hebe's  check, 

"  And  lov'd  to  live  in  dimple  fleek." 

Nay,  fomc  who  boafl  their  Cxteen  quarters 

One  might  miftake  for  chandlers  daughters. 
Ah,  could  thefe  triflers  of  a  day 

Know  what  their  mafters  think  and  fay, 

When  o'er  their  claret  they  debate 

£uch  pretty  viftim's  future  fate ; 
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With  what  contempt  and  malice  fraught 

They  fneer  the  follies  they  have  taught ; 

How  deep  a  blufh  their  cheek  would  fire  '. 

Their  little  breafts  would  burft  with  ire; 

And  the  mofl  heedlefs  mawkin  there, 

The  lovelieft  idiot,  drop  a  tear. 
Virtues  have  fexes,  paft  a  doubt, 

Mythologifts  have  mark'd  them  out ; 

Nor  yet  in  excellence  alone 

Have  this  peculiar  difference  {hown  : 

Your  vices — that's  too  hard  a  name — 

Your  follies — fliould  not  be  the  fame. 

In  every  plant,  in  every  grain 

Of  nature's  genuine  works,  we  find 

Some  innate  effences  remain, 

Which  mark  the  fpecies  and  the  kind. 

Thougli  forms  may  vary,  round  or  fquarc. 

Be  fmooth,  be  rough,  be  regular  ; 

Though  colours  feparate  or  unite, 

The  fport  of  fuperficial  light  ? 

Yet  is  there  fomething,  that,  or  this, 
By  nature's  kind  indulgence  fown. 

Which  makes  each  thing  be  what  it  is, 

A  tree  a  tree,  a  flonc  a  ftone. 
So  in  each  fex  diflindi:  and  clear 
A  genuine  fomething  fliould  appear, 
A  ^e-nefcd\  quor,  however  flight, 

To  vindicate  the  natural  right. 

Then,  firs,  for  I  perceive  you  yawn. 
Be  this  conchifion  fairly  drawn; 
Sexes  are  proper,  and  not  common  ; 
Man  muft  be  man,  and  woman  woman. 
In  Ihort,  be  coxcombs  if  you  pieafe, 
Be  arrant  ladies  in  your  drefs ; 
Be  every  name  the  vulgar  give 
To  what  their  groffnefs  can't  conceive  : 
Yet  one  fmall  favour  let  me  aflc. 
Not  to  impofe  too  hard  a  taflc — 
Whether  you  fix  your  fancied  reign 

In  brothels,  or  in  drawing-rooms, 
The  little  fomething  dill  retain. 

Be  gamefters,  gluttons,  jockies,  groomSj 
Be  all  which  nature  never  meant, 
Free-thinkers  in  the  full  extent. 
But  ah  ;  for  fomething  be  rever'd, 
And  keep  your  fex,  and  Ihow  the  beard. 


i 


TO   nER    GRACE  THE 

DUTCHESS  OF  QUTENSBURY  v 

Say,  fliall  a  bard  in  thefe  late  times 
Dare  to  addrefs  his  trivial  rhymes 
To  her,  whom  Prior,  i'ope,  and  Gay, 
And  every  bard  who  breath'd  a  lay, 
Of  happier  vein,  was  fond  to  choofc 
I'he  patroiicfs  of  every  mufe  .' 

Say,  can  he  hope  that  you,  the  theme 
Of  partial  Swift's  fcverc  cfleem, 

*  In  thefirf  edition  of  this  UttU  poem,  the  nam 
-.vas  not  f»inteJ.  As  the  Dulchsfs  is  j'mcc  dead,  it  can 
rot  be  neccff.u-y  to  conceal  it.  Sbe  ivas  of  a  great  ag 
tcl'cn  this  comjlimaU  ivas  paid  to  her,  ivhicb  luasfin 
giilarly  ivell  adapted,  as  her  Grace  never  changed  he. 
drefs  according  to  the  fafbion,  but  retained  that  ivhici 
had  been  in  vogue  "^henjbe  was  a  young  biautj. 
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Tou,  v^rho  have  borne  meridian  rays, 
And  triumph'd  in  poetic  blaze, 
--v'li  with  indulgence  flioidd  receive 
The  faintei^jeams  of  ebbing  eve. 

He  will ;  and  boldly  fay  in  print. 
That  'twas  your  Grace  who  gave  the  hint ; 
vl'ho  told  him  that  the  prefent  fcenc 

Of  drefs,  and  each  prepoflerous  fafhion, 
riow'd  from  fiipineneis  in  the  men. 

And  not  from  female  inclination. 
That  women  were  oblig'd  to  try 
'VU  ftratagems  to  catch  the  eye, 
■^nd  many  a  wild  vagary  play. 
To  gain  attention  any  way. 
Twas  merely  cunning  in  the  fair.— 
This  may  be  true— But  have  a  care; 
it'our  Grace  will  contradicl  in  part. 

Your  own  aflerticn,  and  my  fong, 
i.Vhofe  beauty,  undifguis'd  by  art, 

Has  charm'd  fo  much,  and  charm'd  fo  long. 

VENUS  ATTIRING  THE  GRACES. 

. "  In  naked  beauty  more  adorn'd, 

"  Alore  lovely."  Milton. 

As  Venus  one  day,  at  her  toilet  affairs, 
,V~ith  the  graces  attending,  adjurtcd  her  airs, 
n  a  negligent  way,  without  boddice  or  hoop, 
\.s  *  Guido  has  painted  the  beautiful  group, 
For  Guido,  no  doubt,  in  idea  at  leafl, 
fad  feen  all  the  graces  and  Venus  undrefl"), 
idK  penfive,  half  fmiling,  the  goddefs  of  beauty 
.ook'd  round  on  the  girls,  as  they  toil'd  in  their 

duty  :  [carry'd, 

ind  furely,  fhe  cry'd,  you  have  ftrangely  mif- 
hat  not  one  of  the  three  fhould  have  ever  been 

marry'd.  [nofes, 

,ct  me  nicely  examine — Fair  foreheads,  flraight 
Vnd  cheeks  that  might  rival  Aurora's  own  rofes  ; 
^ips ;  teeth ;  and  what  eyes !  that  can  languifli 

or  roll, 
"o  enliven  or  foften  the  elegant  whole.       [deck  ; 
'he  fweet  auburn  treffes,  that  fhade   what  they 
he  fhnulders,  that  fall  from  the  delicate  neck; 
lie  polifh'd  round  arm,  which  my  llatues  might 

own,  [zone. 

Ind  the  lovely  contour  which  defcends  from  the 

Then  how  it  fhould  happen  I  cannot  divine: 
either  you  are  too  coy,  or  the  gods  too  fupine. 
believe  'tis  the  latter;  for  every  foft  bofom 
luft  have  its  attachments, and  wifh  to  difclofe  'em. 
onae  lovers  not  beauty,  but  novelty  warms, 
liey  have  feen  you  fo  often,  they're  tir'd  of  your 

charms, 
iut  lil  find  out  a  method  their  langour  to  move, 
i.nd  at  lead   make  them  flare,  if  1  can't  make 

them  love.  [face  |, 

!ome  here,  you  two  girls,  that   look  full  in  my 

And  you  that  fo  often  are  turning  your  back, 
'ut  on  thefe  cork  rumps,  and   then  tighten  your 

flays 
'Till  your  hips  and  your  ribs,  and  the  firings 

themfe'ivcs  crack. 
:an  ye  fpeak  .''  can  ye  breathe .' — Not  a  word — 

Then  'twill  do.  [yo"- 

'ou  have  often  drefs'd  me,  and  for  once  I'll  drefs 


!■  The  celebrated p'tiiiire  cf  Venus  alt'ired  by  fhe  graces. 
■  Eluding  to  the  uftial  reprsCeniaUm  of  the  grams. 


Don't  let  your  curls  fidi  with  that  natural  bend. 
But  flretch  them  up  tight  'till  each  hair  flands  an 

end.  [tow'rs; 

One,  two,  nay  three  cufliions,  like  Cybele's 
Then  a   few  ells  of  gauze,  and  fome  bafkcts  of 

flow'rs. 
Thefe  bottles  of  neiSlar  will  ferve  for  perfume «. 
Go  pluck  the  flcdg'd  Cupids,  and  bring  me  their 

plumes. 
If  that's  not  enough,  you  may  flrip  all  the  fowls, 
IMy  doves,  Juno's  peacocks,  and  Pallas's  owls. 
And  flay,  from  Jove's  eagle,   if  napping  *   yoit 

take  him. 
You  may  fnatch  a  few  quills — but  be  fure  you 

don't  wake  him. 
Hold  !  what  are  ye  doing !  I  vow  and  protefl:. 
If  I  don't  watch  you  dofely,  you'll  fpoil  the  whole 

jcfl. 
What  I  have  diforder'd,  you  fiill  fet  to  rights. 
And   feem   half  unwilling    to    make   yourfi-lvea 

frights. 
What  I  am  concealing,  you  want  to  difplay ; 
But  it  flia'n't  fcrve  the  turn,  for  1  will  have  my 

way. 
Thofe  crimp'd  colet'montes  don't  reach  to  your 

c'li'is,  [pins. 

And  the  heels  of  your  flippers  are  broader  than 
You  can  ftand,  you  can  walk,  like  the  girls  in  the 

flreet;  ["feet. 

Thofe  buckles  won't  do,  they  fcarce  cover  your 
Here,  run  to  the  Cyclops,  you  boys  without  wing?, 
And  bring  up  their  boxes  of  contraband  things.— 

Well,  now  you're  bedizen'd,  I'll  fwear,  as  ye 

Pafs,  [glafs. 

I  can  fcarcely  help  laughing— Don't  look  in  the 
Thofe  tittering  boys  fhali  be  whipt  if  they  teaze 

you; 
So  come  away  girls.     From   your    torments   to 

eafe  you, 
We'll  hade  to  Olympus,  and  get  the  thing  oyer; 
I  have  not  the  kail  doubt  but  you'll  each  find  a 

lover. 
And  if  it  fucceeds,  with  a  torrent  of  mirth 
We'll  pefler  their  godlliips  agen  and  agen  ; 

*  Toe peping  Eagle  In  Plidar,  thus  tranjlated  by  IVefl, 
Perch'd  on  the  fceptre  of  th'  Olympian  king, 

The  thrilling  darts  of  harmony  he  feels; 
And  indolently  hangs  his  rapid  wing. 

While  gentle  fleep  his  doling  eye-lids  feals  ; 
And  o'er  his  heaving  limbs  in  loofe  array 
To  ev'ry  balmy  gale  the  ruffling  feathers  play. 

'/Z..J-  imitated  by  ylkenf.de. 

V/ith  flacken'd  wings, 
While  now  the  folemn  concert  breathes  around. 
Incumbent  o'er  the  fceptre  of  his  lord 
Sleeps  the  flern  eagle;  by  the  number'd  notes 
Poflsfs'd ;   and  fatiate  with  the  melting  tone ; 
Sovereign  of  birds. 

Add  thus  by  Gray, 
Perching  on  the  fceptered  hand 
Of  Jove,  thy  magic  lulls  the  feather'd  king 
With  ruffled  plumes,  and  flagging  wing  : 
Quench'd  in  dark  clouds  of  ilumber  lie 
Inc  terror  of  his  boak,  and  lightnijigs  of  his  eye 
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Then  fend  the  receipt  to  the  ladies  on  cartli, 
And  bid  them  become  monllcrs,  till  men  be- 
come men. 

ON  A  MESSAGE-CARD  IN  VERSE, 

SENT    By  A  LADY. 

Hermes,  the  g;imefter  of  the  ficy, 

To  fliaie  ior  once  mankind's  delights, 
Slipp'd  down  to  earth,  exceeding  fly, 

And  bade  his  coaclmian  drive  to  White's. 
In  form  a  beau,  fo  light  he  trips, 

You'd  I'wear  his  wings  were  at  Ills  heels  ; 
From  glafs  to  glafs  alert  he  Ikips, 

And  bows  and  pratiles  while  he  deals. 
In  fhort,  fo  well  his  part  he  play'd. 

The;  waiters  took  him  for  a  peer  ; 
And  cv'n  fome  great  ones  whifp'ring  faid 

He  was  no  vulgar  foreigner. 
Whate'er  he  was,  he  fwept  the  board, 

W'on  every  bett,  andevery  game; 
Stripp'd  ev'n  the  rooks,  who  ftamp'd  and  roar'd, 

And  wonder'd  how  the  devil  it  cams  ! 
He  v/ondcr'd  too,  and  thought  it  hard  ; 

But  found  at  lafl  this  great  command 
Was  ovi^ing  to  one  fav'rite  card. 

Which  ftiU  brought  luck  into  his  hand. 
The  four  of  fpades;  whene'er  he  law 

Its  fable  fpots,  he  laugh'd  at  rules, 
Took  odds  beyond  the  gaming  law. 

And  Koyle  and  Phihdor  were  fools. 
JBut  now,  for  now  'twas  time  to  go, 

What  gratitude  Ihall  he  exprefs  ? 
And  what  peculiar  boon  beftow 

Upon  the  caufe  of  his  fuccefs  ? 
Suppofe,  for  fomething  muft  be  done. 

On  Juno's  felf  he  could  prevail 
To  pick  the  pips  out,  one  by  one, 

And  flick  them  in  her  peacock's  tail. 
Should  Pallas  have  it,  was  a  doubt, 

To  twill  her  filk,  or  range  her  pins, 
Or  fhould  the  mufes  cut  it  out, 

For  bridges  to  their  violins. 
To  Venus  fhould  the  prize  be  given, 

Superior  beauty's  jufl  reward, 
And  'gaintl;  the  next  great  rout  in  heaven 

Be  lent  her  for  a  mefl'age-card. 
Or  liold — by  Jove,  a  lucky  hit ! 
Your  goddtffes  are  arrant  farces; 

Go,  carry  ii  to  Mrs 

And  bid  her  fill  it  full  of  verfes. 

ON  THE  BIRTH-DAY  OF  A  YO  U  NG  LADY 

f  OUR   YEARS   OLD. 

Old  creeping  time,  with  filent  tread, 
Has  ftol'n  four  years  o'er  Molly's  head. 
The  rofe-bud  opens  on  her  cheek. 
The  mcaniiig  eyes  begin  to  fpeak  ; 
And  in  each  fniiling  lock  is  Icen 
The  innocence  which  plays  with!n. 
Nor  is  the  fault'ring  tongue  confin'd 
To  lifp  the  dawnings  of  the  n'.ind, 
But  fair  and  full  her  W(;rds  convey 
The  little  all  tliey  have  to  lay; 
And  each  fond  parent,  as  they  fallj 
finds  volumes  in  that  little  ail. 


,— 


May  every  charm  which  now  appear?, 
Increafe,  and  brighten  with  her  years  ! 
And  may  tliat  fame  old  creeping  time 
Go  on  till  Ihe  has  rcach'd  her  prime,  c  • 
Then,  like  a  matter  of  his  trade, 
Stand  ftill,  nor  hurt  the  work  he  made, 

THE  JE  NE  SCAI  quOI. 


Yes,  I'm  in  love,  I  feel  it  now. 

And  Cffilia  has  undone  me  ; 
And  yet  I'll  fwear  I  can't  tell  hovsr 

The  pleallng  plague  ftole  on  me. 

'Tis  not  her  face  which  love  creates, 

For  there  no  graces  revel; 
'Tis  not  her  fliape,  for  there  the  fates 

Have  ratlier  been  uncivil. 

'Tis  not  her  air,  forfure  in  that 

There's  nothing  more  than  common 

And  all  her  fcnfe  is  only  chat, 
Like  any  other  woman. 

Her  voice,  her  touch,  might  give  th'  alarm^ 
'Twas  both  perhaps,  or  neither; 

In  fliort,  'twas  that  provoking  charm 
Of  Cffilia  all  together. 

THE  DOUBLE  CONQUEST. 


Or  mufic,  and  of  beauty's  power, 
I  doubted  much,  and  doubted  long  : 

The  faireft  face  a  gaudy  flower. 
An  empty  found  the  fvveetell  fong. 

But  when  her  voice  Clarinda  rais'd, 
And  fung  fo  fwect.  and  I'mil'd  fo  gay. 

At  once  1  liften'd,  and  I  gaz'd ; 

And  heard,  and  look'd  my  foul  away. 

To  her,  of  all  his  beauteous  train, 

This  wond'rous  power  had  love  aflign'd, 

A  double  conquuft  to  obtain. 

And  cure  at  once  the  deaf  and  blind. 

SONG  FOR  RANELAGH. 

Ye  belles  and  ye  flirts,  and  ye  pert  little  things 

Who  trip  in  this  frolickfome  round,       [fpring 
Pray   tell    me    from    whence    this   impertinem 

I'he  fexes  at  once  to  confound  ?  [ai 

What  means  the  cock'd  hat,  and  the  mafciuii 

With  each  motion  delign'd  to  perplex  f 
Bright  eyes  were  intended  to  languifh,  not  ftare 

And  Ibftnefs  the  tell  of  your  fex. 

The  girl  who  on  beauty  depends  for  fupport, 

May  call  ever)-  art  to  her  aid ; 
The  bofom  difplay'd,  and  the  petticoat  fhort. 

Are  famples  fhe  gives  of  her  trade. 
But  you  on  wl)om  fortune  indulgently  fmiles, 

And  whom  pride  has  prefeiv'd  from  the  fnare, 
Sliould  flily  attack  us  with  coyntfs  and  wiles, 

Not  with  open  and  infolcnt  war. 

The  Venus,  whofe  flatue  delights  all  mankind. 
Shrinks  modefily  back  froni  the  view, 

And  kindly  fliould  fcem  by  the  artifl  defign'd 
To  f;;rve  a?  a  nioclel  iav  vou. 
i  4 
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"■hen  learn,  with  her  beauty,  to  copy  her  air, 

Nor  venture  too  much  to  reveal  : 
)ur  fancies  will  paint  what  you  cover  with  cars, 

And  double  each  charm  you  conceal. 

rhe  blufhes  of  morn,  and  the  mildiiefs  of  May, 

Are  charms  which  no  art  can  procure : 
')  be  but  yourfelves,  and  our  homage  we  pay, 

And  your  empire  isfolid  and  furc. 
)Ut  if,  i'lmazon-like,  you  attack  your  gallants, 

And  put  us  in  fear  of  our  lives, 
feu  may  do  very  well  for  fillers  and  aunts, 

Bat,  believe  me,  you'll  never  he  v/ives. 

AN  INSCRIPTION 

IN    THE   COTTAGE   OF   VENUS, 
AT    MIDDLETON   PARK,    OXFORnSHIRE. 

^isciyis  cs,  O  juvenis,  noflro  vagus advena  luce, 

Cui  cor  eft  tenerum,  cuique  puella  comes; 
^ifquis  es,  ah  fugias ! — liic  fuadent  omnia  amo- 
rcm, 

Incue  cafa  hac  latitans  omnia  fuadet  amor, 
vfpice  flore  capri  quam  circum  aflringitur  ilex 

Hxrenti  amplexu,  ct  luxuriante  coma! 
ylva  tegit,  taciturn  fternit  tibi  lana  cubile, 

Aut  tamet  in  vivos  moUior  herba  toros. 
i  quis  ad-rft  fubitum  dant  tintinnabula  lignum, 

Et  ilrepit  in  primo  limine  porta  loquax. 
Jec  rigidum  oftendit  noftro  de  parjcte  vultuni 

Acl;cufve  fciiex,  dimidiufve  Cato  : 
i-tnuda  afpirat  dukes  Cythtrea  furores, 

Atque  fuos  ritus  confecrat  ipla  Venus. 

THE  SAME  IN  ENGLISH. 

Vhoe'er  thou  art,  whom  chance  ordains  to  rove 
i.  youthful  llranger  to  this  fatal  grove, 
),  if  fhy  breaft  can  feel  too  I'oft  a  flame, 
^nd  with  thee  wanders  fome  unguarded  dame, 
ly,    fly   the   place  ! — Each  objcCi  through   the 
ihade  1 

'erfuades  to  love  ;  and  in  this  cottage  laid,         > 
Vhat  cannot,  may  not,  will  not,  love  pei  fuade?  j 
ee  to  yon  oak  how  clofe  the  woodbine  cleaves, 
k.nd  twines  around  its  luxury  of  leaves  ! 
ibove,  the  boughs  a  ple.iling  darknels  Ihed, 
Seneath,  a  noifelefs  couch  loft  fleeces  fpread, 
)r  fofter  herbage  forms  a  living  bed. 
)o  fpies  approacii ; — Shrill  bells  the  found  repeat, 
Ind  from  the  entrance  fcreams  the  confciousgate. 
Jor  from  thefe  walls  do  rigid  builos  frown, 
Jr  philolbphic  cenfors  threat  in  ftone. 
iut  Venus'  felf  does  her  own  rites  approve        "J 
S  naked  ftate,  and  through  the  raptur'd  grove  J. 
teathes  the  fweei  madnci's  of  excellive  love.     J 

EIYMN  TO  VENUS. 

S  A  CHEAT  VARIETY  OF  ROSES  BEING  PL.1.VTED 
ROUND   HER   COTTAGE. 

i  Te,  tlea,  te  fugiunt  venti,  te  nubila  cali 
'  Adventumque  tuum  ;  tibi  fuaves  Dsedala  tellus 
'Summittit  flores." Lucret. 

O  Venus,  whofe  infpiring  breath 
Firft  waken'd  nature's  genial  pow'r, 
iVnd  cloatlrd  tlie  teeming  earth  beneath 
'   VVith  every  plaiit,  with  every  flowtr^ 
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Wh  ch  paints  the  verdant  lap  of  fpring, 

Or  w.  ntons  in  the  fummcr's  ray  ; 
^^^hicIl,  brufh'd  by  zephyr's  dewy  wing, 
W'itii  fragrance  hails  the  opening  day  ; 
Or,  pour'd  profufe  on  hill,  on  plain,  on  dale, 
Refervcs   its    treafur'd    Iweets    for    evening's 
fofter  gale ! 

To  thee,  behold,  what  new  deliglits 

The  mafler  of  tliis  fhade  prepares  ! 
Iiiduc'd  by  far  inferior  rites, 

You've  heard  a  Cyprian's  foftcft  prayers; 

There,  form'd  to  wrcfiths,  the  fickly  flower 
Has  on  thy  altars  bloom'd  and  died  j 

But  here,  around  thy  fragrant  bower. 
Extends  tlie  living  incenfe  wide  ; 

From  the  lirft  rofe  the  foil' ring  zephyrs  rear. 
To  that  v;iiofe  fainter  blufh  adorns  the  dying  year. 

Behold  one  beauteous  flower  aifumc 

J  lie  luilre  of  tli'  uniuilied  fiiow  ! 
While  there  the  Belgic's  fofter  bloom 

Improves  the  damafk's  deeper  glow ; 
The  Auftrian  here  in  jiurple  breaks, 

Or  flaunts  in  robes  of  yellow  light ; 
WliU'j  there,  in  more  fantafl:ic  llreaks, 

'ihe  red  rofe  *  mingles  with  the  white. 

And  in  its  name  records  poor  Albion's  woes, 

Albion  that  oft  has  wept  the  colours  of  the  rofe  ! 

Then,  Venus,  come  ;  to  every  thorn 

'1  liy  kind  prolific  influence  lend; 
And  bid  ihc  tears  of  eve  and  morn 

In  gently  dropping  dews  defcend ; 
Teacli  every  funbeam's  warmth  and  light 

To  pierce  thy  thicket's  iumofl;  Ihade  ; 
Nor  let  th'  ungenial  damps  of  night 

The  breeze's  fcarching  wings  evade. 
But  every  plant  confels  the  power  that  guides. 
And  all  be  beauty  here,  where  beauty's  queeq 
preudcs. 

So  fliall  the  mafler's  bounteous  hand 

New  plans  defign,  new  temples  raife 
To  thee,  and  wide  as  his  command 

Extend  the  trophies  of  thy  praife. 
So  daily,  nightly,  to  thy  flar 

The  liard  fhall  grateful  tribute  pay, 
Whether  it  gilds  Aurora's  car. 

Or  loiters  in  the  train  of  day  ;  [grace 

And   each   revolving    year   new   hymns   Ihall 
Thy    fhowery  month,    which   wakes   the   vege^ 
table  race. 

IN  A  HERMITAGE, 

AT  THE   SAME   PLACE. 

Tiir  man  whofe  days  of  youth  and  eafc 
In  nature's  calm  enjoyments  pafs'd. 

Will  want  no  monitors  like  f  thefe. 
To  torture  and  alarm  his  lall. 

The  gloomy  grot,  the  cyprcfs  fliade, 

The  zealot's  Ufl  of  rigid  rules. 
To  him  are  merely  dull  parade. 

The  tragic  pageantry  of  fools. 

*  T'ori  and  lyjncajler  vfes^ 
\   AJkull,  hour  glafs^  fcjV, 
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What  life  affords  he  freely  taftes, 

When  nature  calls,  refigns  his  breath; 

Nor  age  in  weak  repining  wafles. 
Nor  a(5ts  alive  the  farce  of  death. 

Not  fo  the  youths  of  folly's  train, 

Impatient  of  each  kind  reflraint 
Wiilch  parent  nature  fix'd,  in  vain, 

To  teach  us  man's  true  blifs,  content. 

For  fomething  ftill  beyond  enough 

With  eager  impotence  they  ftrive. 
Till  appetite  has  learn'd  to  loath 

The  very  joys  by  which  we  live. 

Then,  fill'd  with  all  which  four  difdain 

To  difappointed  vice  can  add, 
Tir'd  of  himfelf,  man  flies  from  man, 

And  hates  the  world  he  made  fo  bad. 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  COLD  BATH. 

Whoe'er    thou    art,    approach.— Has    med'cine 

fail'd  ?  [vain  ? 

Have  balms  and  herbs  effay'd  their  powers  in 

Nor  the  free  air,  nor  foft'ring  fun  prevail'd 

I'o  raife  thy  drooping  ftrength,  or  foothe  thy 

pain  ? 

Yet  enter  here.     Nor  doubt  to  truft  thy  frame 
To  the  cold  bofom  of  this  lucid  lake.       [flame, 

Here  health  may  greet  thee,  and  life's  languid 
Ev'n  from  its  icygrafpnew  vigour  take. 

What  foft  Aufonia's  genial  fliores  deny. 

May  Zembla  give.  Then  boldly  truft  the  wave  : 

So  fliall  thy  grateful  tablet  hang  on  high, 

And  frequent  votaries  blefs  this  healing  cave. 

INSCRIPTION  ON  AN  OAK, 

AT  ROMEr.Y,    IN  DERBYSHIRE. 

T&e  oak  is  fuppojed  to  fpeai, 

Okce  was  I  fam'd,  an  awful  fage, 

The  filent  wonder  of  my  age  ! 

To  me  was  every  fcience  known. 

And  every  language  was  my  own. 

The  fun  beheld  ray  daily  toil, 

1  labour'd  o'er  the  midnight  oil. 

And.  hid  in  woods,  conceal'd  from  view? 

Whate'er  I  was,  whate'er  I  knew. 

In  fliort,  conl'um'd  with  learned  care, 

I  liv'd,  I  died. — I  rooted  here ! 

For  Heaven,  that's  pleas'd  with  doing  good, 

To  make  me  ufcful,  made  me  wood. 

INSCRIPTION  FOR  A  TREE  *. 

ON  THE  TERRACE  AT  NUNRUAM,  OZr  O  RD  S  HIKE  . 

This  tree  was  planted  by  a  female  band. 
In  the  gay  dawn  of  niftic  beauty's  glow  ; 

*  This  tree  is  •jrel!  kiwvui  to  the  (ounir'j  peoph.  '>  v 
the  numc  if  Bab's  Tree.  It  was  plavtcd  hy  one  Bai  . 
hara  Wyat,  tvLo  tvjs  f<i  much  attached  to  it,  ihot,  on 
the  rem^-val  of  the  •village  of  Nuiieham,  to  zcherc  it  it 
rmu  built,  Jbe  eannfily  entreated  that  fhs  might  Jlill 
vemoin  hi  her  old  habitation.  Her  requcll  ivas  ccm- 
plied'wiih,  end  ker  cMr^e  not  pulled  dovii  till  after 
iir  death , 


And  faft  befide  it  did  her  cottage  fland,       [fnow.; 

When  age  had  cloath'd  the  matron's  head  with; 
To  her,  long  us'd  to  nature's  fimple  ways, 

This  fingle  fpot  was  happinefs  complete  ; 
Her  tree  could  ftiield  her  from  the  noon-tide  blaze,! 

And  from  the  tempefl  fcreen  her  little  feat. 
Here  with  her  Collin  oft  the  faithful  maid 

Had  led  the  dance,  the  envious  youths  among:! 
Here,  when  his  aged  bones  in  earth  were  laid, 

The  patient  matron  turn'd  her  wheel,  andfung.l 
She  felt  her  lofs  ;  yet  felt  it  as  fhe  ought. 

Nor  dar'd  'gainft  nature's  general  law  exclaim;! 
But  check'd  her  tears,  and  to  her  children  taught  ■ 

That  well-known   truth,  "  Their  lot  would  be 
"  the  fame."  [fliores 

Though  Thames  before  her  flow'd,  his  farther 
Slie  ne'er  explor'd  ;  contented  with  her  own. 
And  diftant  Oxford,  though  Ihe  faw  its  towers, 

To  her  ambition  was  a  world  unknown. 
Did  dreadful  tales  the  clowns  from  market  bear 

Of  kings  and  tumults,  and  the  courtier  train. 
She  coldly  liflen'd  with  unheeding  ear. 

And  good  queen  Anne,  for  aught   flie  car'd, 
might  reign. 
The  fun  her  day,  the  feafons  mark'd  her  year. 

She  tojl'd,  /he  flept,  from  care,  from  envy  free. 
For  what  had  flie  to  hope,  or  what  to  fear, 

Bleft  with  her  cottage,  and  her  fav'rlte  tree. 
Hear  this  ye  great,  whofe  proud  poffeffions  fpread 

O'er  earth's  rich  furface  to  no  fpace  confin'd  ;    jJ 
Ye  learn'd  in  arts,  in  men,  in  manners  read,         | 

Who  boafl.  as  wide  an  empire  o'er  the  mind,  I'lj 
With  reverence  vifit  heraugufl  domain  ;  "I 

To  her  unletter'd  memory  bow  the  knee:         U 
She  found  that  happinefs  you  feek  in  vain, 

Blefl:  with  a  cottage,  and  a  fingle  tree. 

INSCRIPTION 

ON   THE   PEDESTAL  OF   AN  URN. 

i 

ErcSfed  in  the  flo-wer-garden  at  Nuneham,  iy  G.  S, 
Harcouit,  avd  the  Honourable  Elizabiih  Vernon^ 
Vf count  and\Vifcouvtefs  Niinehan?.  Sacred  to  the 
memory  of  Frances  Pode,  Vifcountfs  Palmerjlon. 

Here  fliall  our  ling'ring  footfleps  oft  be  found, 
This  is  her  flirine,  and  confecrates  the  ground. 
Here  livin,^  fweets  around  her  altar  rife. 
And  breathe  perpetual  incenfe  to  the  Ikies. 

Here  too  the  thoughtlefs  and  the  young  may 
tread, 
Who  fliuii  the  drearier  manfions  of  the  dead  ; 
May  lure  be  taught  what  worth  the  world  has 

known.  \i 

Her  wit,  her  fenfe,  her  virtues  were  her  own ;  •' 
To  her  jieculiar — and  for  ever  loft 
To  tliofc  who  knew,  and  therefore  lov'd  hermoft. 

O,  if  kind  pity  fleal  on  virtue's  eye. 
Check  not  the  tear,  nor  flop  the  ufeful  flgh ; 
lioni  foft  huinanity's  ingenuous  flame 
A  wifli  may  rife  to  emulate  her  fame. 
And  fonie  faint  image  of  her  worth  reftore, 
When  thoi'c  who  now  lament  her  arc  no  more. 

AN  EPITAPH. 
Here  lies  a  youth,  (ah  wherefore  breathlefs  lies!) 
l,earn'd  without  pride,  and  diflidently  wife. 
Mild  to  all  faults,  which  from  weak  nature  flow'dj 
Fond  cf  all  virtiics,  whcrcfoc'tr  beflow'd* 
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VJJio  never  gave,  nor  fliglitly  took  offence, 
The  beft  good-nature,  and  the  beft  good  fcnfe. 
Who  living  hop'd,  and  dying  felt  no  fears, 
His  only  iling  of  death,  a  parent's  t^ars. 

EPITAPH  IN  \rESTMINSTER-ABBEY. 

TO   THE    MEMORY    OF   MRS    rslTCnARD. 

Till  tablet  is  placed  here  hy  the  voluntary  fubfcripi'nn 
ef  thoj'i  ivbo  admired  and  ((leemtd  her.  She  retiiej 
Jromthejiage,  of  ivhich  Jhe  had  long  been  the  i/rna- 
vient,  U!  the  7nonth  oj  Apt  it  1 7  08,  and  died  at  Bath 
in  the  month  of  Aiigvjl  folhivir.g,  in  the  ^-Jib  year 
of  her  age. 

Her  comic  vein  had  every  charm  to  plcafe, 
'Twas  nature's  dictates  breath'd  with   nature's 

eale. 
Ev'n  when  her  powers  fufiain'd  t)ie  trcigic  load. 
Pull,  clear,  and  juil  th'  harmonious  accents  flow'd; 
And  the  big  pafiions  of  her  fee-Hug  heart 
J3urft  freely  forth,  and  Ihaui'd  the  mimic  art. 

Oft,  on  the  fcene,  with  colours  not  her  own, 
She  painted  vice,  and  taught  us  wJiat  to  ihun : 
One  virtuous  track  her  real  life  purJucd, 
That  nobler  part  was  uniformly  good, 
liath  duty  there  to  fuch  perfection  wrought, 
1'hdt,  if  the  precepts  fail'd,  th*  example  taught. 

ON    THE   LATE 

I?JPROV£MENTS  AT  NUNEHAM, 

TUE    SEAT    OF     THE    EARL    OF     H.'iRCOURT. 

Dame  nature,  the  goddcfs,  one  very  bright  day, 
In  drolling  through  Nuneham,  met  Brown  in  her 

way  : 
And  bleis  me,  fhe  faid,  with  an  infolent  fneer, 
I  wonder  that  fellow  will  dare  to  come  here. 
\^''hat  mote  tlian  I  didhas your  impudence plann'd.' 
The  lawn,  "wood,  and  water,  are  all  of  my  hand; 
In  my  very  befl  munr.er,  with  Tliemis's  fcalcs, 
I  lifted  the  hills,  and  I  fcoop'd  out  the  vales; 
With  Sylvan's  own  umbrage  I  grac'd  cv'ry  brow, 
And  pour'd  the   rich  Thames  through  the   mea- 
dows belovtf.  [mand 
I  grant   it,  he   cry'd;  to  your  fov'reigu  tjm- 
I  bow,  as  I  ought. — Gentle  lady,  your  hajid  ; 
The  weather's  inviting,  fo  let  usi:iove  mi  ; 
You  know  what  you  did,  and  nov/  fee  what  I've 

done. 
I,  with  gratitude,  own  you  have  reafon  to  plead. 
That  to  tl'.efe   happy  fcenes  you  were  bounteous 

indeed  : 
My  lovely  materials  were  many  and  great ! 
(Forfometimes,  you  know,  I'm  oblig  d  to  cre::te). 
But  fay  in  return,  my  adorable  dame. 
To  all  you  fee  here,  can  you  lay  a  juil  claim  ^ 
Were  there  no  {lighter  parts  which  you  finifli'd  in 

hsfte. 
Or  left,  like  a  friend,  to  give  fcopc  to  my  tafle  t 
Who  drew  o"er  the  furface,  did  you,  or  did  I, 
The  iimooth-flowjiig  outline,  that  ileais  from  the 
eye  *, 

*  fljefrf.  tivo  -words  in  this  couplet  have  identical, 
rather  than  correjpondxng  founds ,  and  therefore  only  ap' 
fear  to  rhyne,     This  defeii,  /  O'its'iYr,  may  eifily  te 


The  foft  undulations,  both  diHant  and  near. 
That  heave  from  the  lawns,  and  yet  fcarccly  ap- 
pear ^ 
(So  bends  the  ripe  harveft  the  breezes  beneath, 
As  if  earth  was  in  flumber,  andgently  took  breath). 
Who  thinn'd,  and   who  group'd,  and  v,'ho  fcat- 

ler'd  thoi'e  trees. 
Who  bade  the  fiopes  fall  with  tiiat  delicate  eafe, 
W'ho  ca(}  them  in  Ihade,  and  who  plae'd  them  in 

light, 
W  ho  bade  tJiem  divide,  and  who  hade  them  unite  .' 
The  ridges  are  melted,  the  boundaries  gone  : 
Obferve  all  thej'e  clianges,  and  candidly  own 
1  h.ave  cioath'd  you  when  naked,  and,  when  over- 

drcll, 
I  have  flripp'd  you  again  to  your  boddice  .ind  vcfl ; 
Conceai'd  cv'ry  blemiih,  each  beauty  difiilay'd, 
As  Reynolds  would  picture  fome  cxquihtc  maid, 
Each  fpirited  feature  would  happily  place. 
And  ihed  o'er  the  whole  inexpreflibie  grace. 

One  queflion  remains.  Dpthe  green  of  yonflce", 
W'ho  threw  the  hold  vv-alk  witii  that  elegant  fweep  r 
— There  is  little  to  fee,  till  the  fummit  we  gain  ; 
Nay,  never  draw  baek,  you  may  chnib   without 

pain. 
And,  I   hope,  will  perceive  how  each  objecSl  is 

caught. 
And  is  loft  in  exa(51:ly  the  point  v.-here  it  ought. 
Th.at  ground  of  your  moulding  is  certainly'fine. 
Bat  the  fwcil  of  that  knoll  and  thofe  openings 

are  mine. 
The  profpecl:,  wherever  beheld,  muft  be  good. 
But  has  ten  times  its  charms,  when  you  burfl.  from 

tliis  wood,  [hold ! 

A  wocd  of  my   planting. — The   goddefs   cried, 
'Tis  grov.'n  very  hot,  and  'tis  grown  very  cold  : 
She  fann'd  and  flie  fhudder'd,  jhe  cough'd  and 

fhe  fneez'd, 
Inclin'd  to  be  angry,  inclin'd  to  be  pleas'd. 
Half  fmil'd,  and  half  pouted — then  turn'd  from 

the  view,  [drew. 

And  dropp'd  liim  a  curtfey,  and  biufliing  with- 
Yet  foon  recolledling  her  thoughts,  as  fhe  pafs'd, 
"  I  may  have  my  revenge  on  this  fellow  at  laft  : 
"   For  a  lucky  conjeifture  comes  into  my  head, 
"  I'hat,  whate'er  he  has  done,  and  whate'er  he 

"  has  laid, 
"  The  world's  little  malice  will  balk  his  defign  j 
"  Each  fault  they  call  hii,  and  each  excellence 
,"  mine." 

TG-  LADY  NUNEHAM, 

NOW  COUNTESS   OF  H.\RCOtfRT. 

On  the   death   of  her  Jlfler,  the  Honourable  Catherine 
Veiiables    Vernon,  "June  1 7 75. 

Mild  as  the  opening  morn's  ferenefl  ray, 
J'l'ild  as  the  clofe  of  fummer's  fofteft  day. 
Her  form,  her  virtues,  (fram'd  alike  to  pleafe 
With  artlefs  grace  and  unaffuming  eafe), 

removed,  hy  tranfpofng  the  two  -verfes,   and  reading- 
them  thus  ; 

"  That  fwect-flowing  outline,  that  fleals  frow 

"  the  view, 
"  Whodite  w  o'er  the  furface,  did  I,  or  did  you 
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On  every  bread  their  min^lino;  influence  ftole. 
And  in  fweet  union  bi  eath'd  one  beauteous  whole. 

Oft,  o'er  a  fifter's  much-lamented  bier. 
Has  genuine  anguifh  pour'd  the  kindred  tear  : 
Oft,  on  a  dear  lov'd  friend's  untimely  grave, 
Have  funk  in  fpeedilels  grief,  the  wife  and  brave. 

— Ah  haplefs  thou  1  for  whofe  fevcrer  vv'oe 
Death  atm'd  with  double  force  his  fat^l  blow, 
Condemn'd,  (jult  Heaven!  for  what  myilerious 

end,) 
To  lofe  at  once  the  filler  and  the  friend  *  ! 

THE  BATTLE  OF  ARGOED  LLWyPA-INf. 

MoRNiiiG  rofe  ;  the  ilTuing  fun 
Sav/  the  dreadful  fight  begun ; 
And  that  fun's  defcending  ray 
Clos'd  the  battle,  clos'd  the  day. 

Fflamdwyn  pour'd  his  rapid  bands, 
Legions  four,  o'er  Reged's  land?. 
The  numerous  hoft,  from  fide  to  fide. 
Spread  dellrucSlion  wild  and  wide, 
From  Argned's  \  fummits,  forell-crown'd, 
To  flecp  Arfyndd's  \\  utmofl  bound. 
Short  their  triumph,  fhort  their  fvvay, 
Born  and  ended  with  the  day! 
Flulh'd  with  conqv.cf:,  Fflamdv.-yn  faid, 
Boaflful  at  his  army's  head, 
*'  Strive  not  to  oppofc  the  flream, 
"  Redeem  your  lands,  your  lives  redeem, 
"  Give  me  pledges,"  Fflamdwyn  cried. 
"  Never,"  Urien's  fon  replied. 
Owen  §,  of  the  mighty  flrokc, 
Kindling,  as  the  hero  fpoke. 


*  Thejirjljix  Vines  of  this  elegant  elegiac  poem  are 
infcribed  on  a  rfat  irarbh  tablet  ffimiiar  to  that  of 
JS/Irs.  Pritcharfs  monument  in  W cjlmhifler- Abbey j, 
ivhich  is  placed  in  the  chancel  of  the  parijh-church  of 
Sudbiay,  in  Stnffordfbire,  and  the  four  fol!nt"ing  ad- 
^cd,  inflead  of  ivhat  is  here  perfonally  addrffed  to  the 
^rcfe.it  Lady  Harcourt. 

*'  This  fafr  example  to  the  v/orld  was  lent, 

"  As  the  fhort  lefibn  of  a  life  well  fpent ; 

*'  Alas,  how  Ihort !    but  bounteous  Heav'n  befl 

"  knows 
"  When  to  reclaim  the  bleffings  it  bellows." 

■f-  The  folloiving  is  a  tranfatior.  cf  a  poem  of  Ta- 
liej'm,  kiii^  of  the  bards,  and  is  a  defcripiion  of  the 
battle  of  Ai-^ncd  Lltvyfain,  fought  about  the  rear  548, 
i>y  Godden,  a  king  of  North  Britain,  and  Urien  Eerred, 
ting  of  Cambria,  againfl  Ffamd'iuyn,  a  Saxon  (ycneral, 
Juppofed  to  be  Ida,  ting  (f  Northumberland.  It  is 
infertcd  in  Jones's  Hijlorical  Ac  ount  of  the  Weljb 
Bards,  pubiyhed  in  1 784,  attd  is  thus  ii'troducal  by  the 
author  :  "  /  am  indebted  to  the  obliging  difpofilion  and 
"  undiminifhed  po-.vcrs  of  Air .  Whiiehcad,  for  the  fd- 
"  lowing  faithful  and  animated  -verffcation  of  this  -va- 
"  luable  antiq<'e.'' 

This  is  ihe  la/1  of  the  great  battles  of  Urien  Re^ed, 
celebrated  by  1'al/,JJiri,  in  poems  now  extant.  See  Carte's 
Hiflory  oi  England,  p.  211.  and  213. 

t  A  part  of  Cumbria,  the  country  cf  Prince  Lly- 
•zvareh  Hen,  from  whence  be  was  dru-vc  by  ihe  Sixom. 

II    Someplace  on  the  herders  of  Northumberland. 

'5   0%ven  ap  Urien  aficd  as  his  father's  ^-.ncraf. 


Ccnau    *,  Coel's  blooming  heir. 

Caught  the  flame,  and  grafp'd  the  fpear : 

"  Shall  Cnel's  iffue  pledges  give 

"To  the  infulting  foe,  and  live  ! 

"   Nev'.r  fuch  be  Briton's  fname, 

"  Never,  till  this  mangled  frame 

"  Like  fome  vnnquifh'd  Hon  lie, 

"  Drench'd  in  Mood,  and  bleeding  die." 

D.v/  advanc'd  :  and  ere  the  fun 
Reach'd  the  radiant  point  of  noon, 
Urien  came  witli  frefh  fupplies. 
"  Rife,  ye  fons  of  Cambria,  rife  ! 
"  Spread  your  banners  to  the  foe, 
"  Spread  them  on  the  mountain's  brow  : 
"  I, lit  your  lances  high  ill  air, 
"  Friends  and  brothers  of  the  war  ; 
"  Rufli  like  torrents  down  the  fleep, 
"  Through  the  vales  in  myriads  fvveep; 
"  Fflamdwyn  never  can  f'lftain 
"  The  force  of  our  united  train." 
Havoc,  havoc  rag'd  around, 

IMany  a  carcafe  flrcv.-'d  the  ground : 

Ravens  drank  the  purple  flood, 

Rav;-n  plumes  were  dyed  in  blood  ; 

Frighted  crowds  from  place  to  place. 
Eager,  hurrying,  breathlefs,  pale. 

Spread  the  news  of  their  difgrace. 
Trembling  as  they  told  the  tale, 
Thcfe  are  TaliefTin's  rhymes, 

Tlicfc  fliall  live  to  difi;ant  times, 

And  the  bard's  prophetic  rage 

Animate  a  future  age. 

Child  of  forrov/,  child  of  pain, 

Never  may  I  fmile  again, 

If  till  all-lubduing  death 

Clofe  thcfe  eyes,  and  flop  this  breath, 

Ever  I  forget  to  raife 

My  grateful  fongs  to  Urien's  praife  ! 

TFIE  SWEEPERS. 
I  SING  of  fweepers,  frequent  in  thy  flreets, 
Auguila,  as  the  flowers  whith  grace  the  fpring, 
Or  branches  withering  in  autumnal  fliades, 
To  form  the  brooms  they  wield.     Preferv'd  by 
them  [rheums 

From   dirt,  from  coach-hire,    and   th'  oppreflive 
Which  clog  the  fprings  of  life,  to  them  I  fuig, 
And  afk  no  infpirat^on  but  their  fmiles. 

Hail,  unowii'd  youths,  and  virgins  unendow'dj 
Whether  on  bulk  begot,  v;hile  rattled  loud 
The  pafTing  coaches,  or  th'  officious  hand 
Of  fportive  link-boy  wide  around  him  dafli'd 
The  pitchy  flame  obllruc*l-ive  of  the  joy  ; 
Or  more  propitious  to  the  dark  retreat 
Of  round-houfe  owe  your  birth,  where  nature's 

reign 
R.cvives,  and  emolous  of  Spartan  fame. 
The  mingling  fexes  iharc  promifcuous  love  ; 
And  fcarce  the  pregnant  female  knows  to  whom 
She  owes  the  precious  burden,  fcarce  the  fire 
Can  claim,  confus'd,  the  many-featur'd  child. 


*  Cenaii  led  to  the  afjiflance  of  Urien  Reged,  the 
forces  of  his  father  Coel  Godhebog,  king  of  a  northern 
trail  called  Godden,  probabh  inhabited  by  the  Godini  of 
Ptolemy.  Oiven  ap  Urien  and  Cenaii  ap  Coel,  were 
in  ihe  number  of  Arthur  s  hvghts.  Sce  Lcwi^'s 
Hiilory  of  Britain,  p.  ?oi. 


M  I  S  C  E  L 

Nor  blu/h  that  hence  your  origin  we  trace  : 
'Twas  thus  immortal  heroes  iprung  of  old 
Strong  from  the  {lorn  embrace :   by  fuch  as  you, 
Unhous'd,  uncloth'd,  unlettered,  and  unfed, 
Were  kingdoms  modell'd,  cities  taught  to  rife, 
Firm  laws  enadled,  freedom's  rights  niaintain'd, 
The  gods  and  patriots  of  an  infant  world  ! 

-Let  others  meanly  chant  in  tuneful  iong 
The  black-fhoe  race,  v/hofe  mercenary  tribes, 
Allur'd  by  halfpence,  take  their  morning  flaiul 
Where  ftreets  divide,  and  to  their  proffer'd  flools 
Solicit  wand'ring  feet ;  vain  penfioners. 
And  placemen  of  the  crowd  !  Not  fo  you  pour 
Your  blefTmgs  on  mankind.  Nor  traffic  vile 
Be  your  employment  deem'd,  ye  laft  remains 
Of  public  fpirit,  whoft;  laborious  hands. 
Uncertain  of  reward,  bid  kennels  know 
Their  wonted  bounds,  remove  the  bord'ring  filth, 
And  give  th'  obftrudled  ordure  where  to  glide. 

What  though  the  pitying  palTenger  bellows 
His  unextorted  boon,  mull'they  refufe 
The  well-earn'd  bounty,  fcorn  th' obtruded  ore? 
Proud  were  the  thought  and  vain.    And  fhail  not 

we 
Repay  their  kindly  labours,  men  like  them, 
With  gratitude  unfought  ?  I,  too,  have  oft 
Seen  in  our  ftreets  the  wither'd  hands  of  ai^e 
Toil  in  th'  induftrious  talk  ;  and  can  we  there 
Be  thrifty  niggards  ?  Haply  they  have  known 
Far  better  days,  and  fcatter'd  liberal  rouF.d 
The  fcanty  pittance  we  afford  them  now. 
Soon  from  this  office  grant  them  their  difcharge. 
Ye  kind  church-wardens  !  take  their  meagre  limbs, 
Shiv'ring  with  cold  and  age,  and  wrap  them  warm 
In  thofe  blefl  manfions  charity  has  rais'd. 

^  But  you  of  younger  years,  while  vigour  knits 
Your  lab'ring  finews,  urge  the  generous  talk, 
Nor  lofe  in  fruitlefs  brawls  the  precious  hours 
Affign'd  to  toil.     Be  your  contentions,  who 
Firfl  in  the  dark'ning  ftreets,  when  Autumn  ftieds 
Her  earlieft  fhowers,  ftiall  clear  th'  obftruded  pafs  ; 
Or  laft  (hall  quit  the  field,  v>'hen  Spring  diftiils 
Her  moift'ning  dews,  prolific  there  in  vain. 
So  may  each  lufty  fcavenger,  ye  fair, 
Fly  ardent  to  your  arms;  and  every  maid. 
Ye  gentle  youths,  be  to  your  wifhes  kind; 
Whether  Oftrea's  fifliy  fumes  allure. 
As  Venus'  trelTes  fragrant ;  or  the  fweets 
More  mild  and  rural  from  her  ftall  who  toils 
To  feaft  the  fages  of  the  Samian  fchool. 

Nor  ever  may  your  hearts,  elate  with  pride, 
Defert  this  fphere  of  love  ;  for  fhould  ye,  youths, 
When  blood  boils  high,  and  fame  more   lucky 

chance 
Has  fvvxll'd  your  ftores,  purfue  the  tawdry  band 
That  romp  from  lamp  to  lam.p — for  health  expetSl 
pijfcafe,  for  fleeting  pleafurc  foul  remorje, 
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And  daily,  nightly,  agonizing  pains. 
In  vain  you  call  for  ^fculapius'  aid 
rrom  Whitecrols  Alley,  or  the  azure  pofts 
Which  beam  through  Haydon  Yard :  the  god  dci 

mands 
More  ample  offerings,  and  rejedls  your  prayer. 

And  you,  ye  fair,  O  let  me  warn  your  bi calls 
To  Ihun  deluding  men  :  for  fonie  there  are, 
Great  lords  of  counties,  mighty  men  of  war, 
And  well-drefs'd  courtiers,  who  with  leering  eye 
Can  in  the  face  begrim'd  with  dirt  difcern 
Strange  charms,  and  pant  for  Cynthia  in  a  cloud. 

But  let  Lardclla's  fate  avert  your  own. 
I.ardeila  once  was  fair,  the  early  boaft 
Of  proud  St.  Giles's,  irom  Ils  ample  pound 
•  o  where  the  column  points  the  ieveii-fold  day. 
Happy,  thrice  happy,  had  Ihe  never  known 
A  ftreet  more  fpacious  !  but  ambition  led 
Her  youthful  footfteps,  artlefs,  uralTur'd, 
To  Whitehall's  fatal  pavement.  There  flic  ply'<j 
Like  you  the  adlive  broom.  At  Ught  of  her 
The  coachman  dropp'd  his  hih,  the  porter  oft 
Forgot  his  burden,  and  with  wild  amaze 
The  tall  well-booted  fentry,  arm'd  in  vain, 
Lean'd  from  his  horfc,  to  gaze  upon  her  charms. 

But  fate  referv'd  her  for  more  dreadful  ills : 
A  lord  beheld  her,  and  with  powerful  gold 
Seduc'u  her  to  his  arms.  What  can  not  gold 
Effedl,  when  aided  by  the  matron's  tongue. 
Long  tried  and  pradlis'd  in  the  trade  of  vice, 
Againft  th'  unwary  innocent !  A  while 
Dazzled  with  fplendour,  giddy  v.'ith  the  height 
Of  unexperienc'd  gre;.tnefs.  Ihc  looks  down 
With  thoughtlefs  pride,  nor  fees  the  gulf  beneath. 
But  focn,  too  foon,  the  high-wrought  tranfpofC 

links  * 

In  cold  indifference,  and  a  newer  face 
Alarms  her  reftlefs  lover's  fickle  heart. 
Diftrei's'd,  abandon'd,  whither  ffiall  fhe  fly  ? 
How  urge  her  former  talk,  and  brave  the  winds 
And   piercing   rains   with   hmbs  whole  daintier 
,,    .  ,  ^^"^^  [now, 

bhnnks  from  the  evening  breeze.?   Nor  has  Ihc 
Sweet  innocence,  thy  calmer  heart-felt  aid, 
To  folace  or  fupport  the  pangs  Ihe  feels. 

Why  Ihould  the  weeping  iiiufe  purfue  her  fteps 
Through  the  dull  round  of  infamy,  through  haunt* 
Of  public  luft,  and  every  painful  llagc 
Of  ill-feign'd  tranfport,  and  uneafy  joy.' 
Too  fure  flie  tried  them  all,  till  her  funk  eye 
Toll  its  laft  languifti ;  and  the  bloom  of  heahh. 
Which  revell'd  once  on  beauty's  virgin  cheek. 
Was  pale  difeafe,  and  meagre  penury. 
Then  loath'd,  deferted,to  her  life's  laft  pang. 
In  bitternefs  of  foul,  ihe  curs'd  in  vain 
Her  proud  betrayer,  curs'd  her  fatal  charms, 
And  perifli'd  in  the  ftreets  from  whence  llie  fprung 
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FATAL  CONSTANCY;  OR,  LOVE  IN  TEARS. 


A    SKETCH    OF    A 


TRAGEDY  IN  fTRE  HEROIC  TASTE. 


^' 


"  Sed  vetuere  patres  quod  non  potuere  vetare. 


Ovid, 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  folio-wing  (ketch  of  a  tragedy,  though  inter- 
rupted with  breaks  and  et  ceteras  (which  are  left  to 
be  fupplied  by  the  fancy  of  the  reader),  is  never- 
thelels  a  continued  foHloquy  fpoken  by  the  hero  of 
the  piece,  and  may  be  performed  by  one  adtor, 
with  all  the  Harts,  graces,  and  theatrical  attitudes 
in  pradice  at  prefcnt. 

If  any  young  author  Ihould  be  ambitious  of 
writing  on  this  model,  he  may  begin  his  prei'ace, 
or  his  advertifcmcnt,  which  is  the  more  farnion- 
able  term,  by  obferving,  that  "  it  is  a  melancholy 
<•  contemplation  to  every  lover  of  literature,  to 
«'  behold  that  univerfal  defedt  of  fcience  which  is 
*'  the  difgrace  of  the  prefent  times."  He  may 
then  proceed  to  affert,  "  that  every  fpecies  of  fine 
«<  writing  is  at  its  very  loweil;  ebb;  that  the  reign 
<(  of  ****  was  what  might  properly  enough  be 
"  ilylcd  the  golden  age  of  dramatic  poetry  ;  that 
«  fmce  that  happy  era,  genius  itfelf  has  gradually 
"  decayed,  till  at  length,  if  he  may  be  allowed 
«  the  expreflion,  the  effata  -vires  of  nature,  by  he 
«  knows  not  what  fatality,  feem  quite  exhaull- 
«  ed." 

In  his  dedication,  if  to  a  lord — the  proper  topics 
are  his  lordfnip's  public  fpirit;  the  noble  Hand 
•which  he  made  in  the  caule  of  liberty,  but  more 
particularly  his  heroic  difintcreftednefs,  in  hiding 
from  the  world  his  own  fpirited  performances, 
that  thole  of  inferior  authors  might  have  a  chance 
for  fuccefs. 

If  to  a  lady — after  the  ufual  compliments  of 
'wit,  beauty,  elegance  of  tafle,  and  every  focial 
virtue,  he  muft  by  no  means  forget,  that  like  Pro- 
metheus he  has  endeavoured  to  Ileal  tire  from  hea- 
ven ;  and  that  the  fineft  and  moll  animated  touch- 
es in  the  characSler  of  Lindamira,  are  but  faint  co- 
pies of  the  perfections  ©f  his  patronefs. 

He  may  take  hints  for  his  prologue  from  the 
following  lines : 

"  Critics,  to-night  at  your  dread  bar  appears 
«  A  virgin-author,  aw'd  by  various  fears. 
"  Should  ye  once  hifs,  poor  man,  he  dies  away, 
"  So  much  he  trembles  for  his  firil  eflay  ; 
"  And  therefore  humbly  hop(.3  to  gain  your  vote 
t(  —For  the  bcft  play  that  ever  yet  was  wrote. 
,"  Athens  and  Ronie,  the  Stagirite,  old  Ben, 
«  Corneillc'5  fublimity,  esiift  Racine, 


"  Rowe's  flowing  linesj  and  Otway's  tender- 

"  part, 
"  Hov.'  Southern  woiinds,  and  Shakfpeare  tears 

"  the  heart, 
"  Rules,  nature,  ftrength,  truth, greatnefSjtaftc, 

"  and  art,  &c.  &c.  &c. 

ACT  I. 

A   ROOM  OF   STATE, 
The  Hero  and  his  Friend  meeting. 
[If  this  manner  of  opening  thJ  play,  though  almofc 
univerfally  pradtifed,  fhould  be  thought  too  fim- 
ple  and  unafFedling,  the  curtain  may  rife  flowly 
to  foft  mufic,  and  difcover  the  hero  in  a  reclin- 
ing, pcniivepofture,  who,  upon  the  entrance  of 
his  friend,  and  the  ceafing  of  the  fymphony, 
may  fiart  from  liis  couch,  and  come  forward.] 
Welcome,  my  friend;  thy  abfence  long  has  tora 
My  bleeding  breaft — nor  haft  thou  heard  as  yet 
My  haplefs  ftcry.   'Twas  that  fatal  morn, 
The  frighted  fun  feem'd  confcious  of  my  grief, 
And  hid  himfelf  in  cloudo,  the  tuneful  birds 
Forgot  their  mulic,  &c. — O  Lyfimachus, 
Think' It  thou  flie  e'er  can  lifteii  to  my  vows? 
Think"ft  thou  the  king  can  e'er  refufe  her  to  me  M 
O  if  he  fliould  ! — I  cannot  bear  the  thought — 
The  fkipwreck'd  mariner,  the  tortur'd  wretch 
That  on  the  rack,  the  traveller  that  fees 
In  pathlefs  dcierts  the  pale  light's  lall  gleam 
Sink  in  the  deep  abyl's,  difli  viclcd,  loft — 
But  foft  ye  nov.',  for  Lindamira  comes. 
Ah,  cruel  maid  i   6cc.  6(.c.  &c. 
And  doil  thou  yield  ?  Ye  waters,  gently  glide ; 
Wind,  catch  the  found,  O  thou  tranfcending  fairj 
Stars,  fall  from  heaven  ;  and  funs,  forget  to  rife;^ 
And  chaos  come,  when  L,indamira  dies ! 

<JE,siui!i  embracint 

ACT  II. 

THE    PRESENCE   CHAMBER. 

The  Hero,  felm  ■ 

How  frail  is  man  1  what  fears,  what  doubts  pet 

ple.\ 
His  firmell  refolutions!  Sure  the  gods  *,  &c. 


*  It  is  a  ufual  coin^Lihii  in  tragedy,  as  well  as  to 
common  life,  ihjt  the  gads  have  r.al  made  us  at  t/jejjhouid 
have  doit:. 


FATAL   CONSTANCY. 
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But  hark  !  yon  trumptt's  fjirightly  notes  declare 
The  king's  approach :  be  Hill,  my  fintt'ring  heart. 

0  royal  Sir  I  if  e'er  thy  groveling  flave,  &c. 

[JCnceling. 

Refus'd  !  O  indignation  !  [l^'f>"g  hojiily. 

Is  it  day  ? 

Do  I  behold  the  fnn  ? — Thou  tyrant,  monfl;er~ 
Down,  down  allegiance  to  the  blackeft  hell, 

1  cannot,  will  not  bear  it. — O  my  fair, 
And  art  thou  come  to  witnefs  my  difgrace  ? 
And  is  it  poffible  that  charms  like  thine 

Could  fpring  fiom  fuch  a  fire  ? — Why  doft  thou 

weep  ? 
Say,  can  a  father's  harfh  commands  controul — 
Unkind  and  cruel !  then  thou  never  Icvedil. 
Curs'd  be  the  treacherous  lex,  curs'd  be  the  hour, 
Curs'd  be  the  world,  and  every  thing — but  her  ! 
By  heaven,  fne  faints !  Ah,  lift  thole  lovely  eyes, 
Turn  on  this  faithful  breaft  their  cheering  beams! 
— O  joy  !  O  ecftafy  !  and  wilt  thou  leek 
With  me  fome  happier  land,  fome  fafer  fhore  ? 
At  night  I'll  meet  thee  in  the  palmy  grove, 
When  the  pale  moon  beams,  confcious  of  the  theft 
— Till  then  a  long  adieu  ! 
The  merchant  thus,  &c. 

\_Ey.eiint  Jtverally,  lavgmjh'wg  at  each  other. 

ACT  III. 

THE   PALMY   GROVE. 

rheH,ro,folus. 

Night,  black-brow'd  night,   queen  of  the   ebon 

wand, 
Now  o'er  the  world  has  fpread  her  folemn  reign. 
The  glow-worm  twinkles,  and  from  every  flower 
The  pearly  dews  return  the  pale  reflex 
Of  Cynthia's  beams,  each  drop  a  little  moon  I 
Hark,  Lindamira  comes  I — No,  'tv.'as  the  breath 
Of  zephyr  panting  on  the  leafy  fpray. 
Perhaps  he  lurks  in  yonder  woodbine  bower, 
1"o  ileal  foft  kiffes  from  her  lips,  and  catch 
Ambrofial  odours  from  her  pafiing  iighs. 
O  thief  !— 

She  comes;  quick  let  us  hafte  away. 
The  guards  purfue   us  ?    heavens  ! — Come  then, 

my  love. 
Fly,  fly  this  moment.      \_Here  a  long  confireme  upon 
loiie,  iiirli/e,  ibe  n.ocn,  &c.  /;'//  the  guards  come  up. 
— Bogs,  will  ye  tear  her  from  me  ? 
Ye  mufl:  not,  fhall  not — O  my  heart-firings  crack, 
My  head  turns  round,  my  ftarting  eyeballs  hang 
Upon  her  parting  Heps — I  can  no  more  — 

So  the  firfl  man,  from  paradife  exil'd. 
With  fond  reludtance  leaves  the  blooming  wild : 
Around  the  birds  in  pleafing  concert  fing, 
Beneath  his  feet  th'  unbidden  flow'rets  fpring; 
On  verdant  hills  the  flocks  unnumberM  play, 
Through  verdant  vales  meand'ring  rivers  flray; 
Bloffoms  and  fruits  at  once  the  trees  adorn,  ") 

Eternal  rofes  bloom  on  every  thorn,  S- 

And  join  Pomona's  lap  to  Amalthssa's  horn.      3 
{Exeunt,  tt-rn  cjfun  dl^mtii  fides. 

ACT  IV. 

A  PRISON. 
The  Hero  in  Chains. 
Ye  deep,  dark  dunge.ons,  and  hard  prifon  walls, 

llfird  as  .my  fate,  and  durkfeme  .13  (,he  grave 


To  which  I  haflen,  wherefore  do  ye  bathe  , 
Your  rugged  bofoms  with  unwholefome  dews 
That  feem  to  weep  in  mockery  of  my  woe  ? 
— But  fee  !  fome  angel  brightnefs  breaks  the  gloom. 
'Tis  Lindamira  comes!   So  breaks  the  moni 
On  the  reviving  world.  Thou  faithful  fair! 

{Approaching  to  embrace  her, 
— Curfe  on  my  fetters,  how  they  bind  my  limbs, 
Nor  will  permit  me  talce  one  chaflc  embrace. 
Yet  come,  O  come  ! — 

What  fay'ft  thou  .'  Force  thee  to  it ! 
Thy  father  force  thee  to  Orofius'  arms  I 
He  cannot,  will  not,  fhall  not. — O  my  brain  ! 
Darknefs  and  devils  1  Burfl  my  bonds,  ye  powers, 
That  1  may  tear  him  peacemcal  from  the  eartii. 
And  fcatter  him  to  all  the  winds  of  heaven. 
— What  means  that  bell  i" — O  'tis  the  found  of 

death ! 
Alas,  I  had  forgot  I  was  to  die  ! 
Let  me  refledl  on  death,  &;c.— 

But  what  is  death, 
Racks,  tortures,  burning  pincers,  iloods  of  fire, 
What  are  ye  all  to  difappointed  Jove .'' 
Drag,  drag  me  hence,  ye  miniflers  of  fate. 
From  the  dire  thought — O'rofias  muft  eiijoy  her  I 
Death's  welcome  now — Orofius  mufl:  enjoy  her ! 
Hang  on  her  lip,  pant  on  her  breafl  ! — O  gods ! 
I  fee  the  luftful  fatyr  grafp  her  charms, 
1  fee  him  melting  in  her  amorous  arms : 
I'iends  feize  me,  furies  lafh  me,  vultures  tear. 
Hell,  horror,  madnefs,  darknefs,  and  defpair  ! 

{Runs  ojfto  execution. 

'     ACT  V. 

THE  ARE.\  BEIORE  THE  PALACE. 

The  Hero  and  Soldiers. 

I  thank  you,  friends ;  I  thank  you,  fellow- foldicr 3  : 

Ye  gave  me  liberty,  ye  gave  me  life. 

Yet  what  are  thofe  ?  Alas,  ye  cannot  give 

My  Lindamira  to  my  longing  arms. 

O  I  have  fearch'd  in  vain  the  palace  round, 

Explor'd  each  room,  andtrac'dmy  ileps  again. 

Like  good  iEneas  through  the  llrcets  of  Troy 

When  lofl:  Creufa,  &c.— 

Ha,  by  heaven  flie  comes ! 
'Tis  fhe,  'tis  flie,  and  we  fliall  ftill  be  bleft  I 
We  fhall,  we  fhall! — But  v/hy  that  heaving  brcafi? 
Why  floats  that  hair  difhevcll'd  to  the  wind  ? 
Why  burft  the  tears  in  torrents  from  her  eyes? 
Speak,  Lindamira,  fpeak  ! — 

Diftradlion!  No, 
He  could  not  dare  it.  What,  this  dreadful  night. 
When  the  dire  thunder  rattled  o'er  his  head. 
Marry  thee  !  bed  thee  !  force  thee  to  be  his ! 
Defile  that  heaven  of  charms  ! — What  means  thy 

rage  ? 
Thou  flialt  not  die  !  O  wrefl:  the  dagger  from  her! 
Thou  ftill  art  mine,  flill,  flill  to  me  art  pure 
As  the  foft  fleecy  fnow  on  Alpine  hills 
Ere  the  warm  breath  of  Spring  pollutes  its  white- 

nefs. 
— O  gods,  (he  dies !  And  dofl;  thou  bear  me,  earth  J 
Thus,  thus  1  follow  my  adventurous  love. 
And  we  fhall  reft,  together. 

Ha,  the  king  ! 
But  let  him  come  ;  I  am  beyond  his  reach, 
He  cannot  curie  me  more.     See,  tyrant,  fee. 
And  triupiph  in  the  mifchiefe  thou  hail  caus'a. 
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—By  heaven  he  \v8eps !  O,  if  humanity 
Can  touch  thy  flinty  heart,  hear  my  laft  prayer ; 
Be  kind,  and  lay  me  in  the  fame  cold  grave 
Thus  with  my  love  ;  one  winding-ftieetlhall  hold 
Our  wretched  reliques,  and  one  marble  tomb 
Tell  our  fad  flory  to  the  weeping  world. 
•—One  kifs — 'tis  very  dark— good  night — heaven 
—Oh !  {Dies. 

THE  MORAL. 

Let  cruel  fathers  learn  from  woes  like  thefe. 
To  wed  their  daughters  where  thofe  daughters 

pleafe. 
Nor  erring  mortals  hope  true  joys  to  prove, 
When  fuch  dire  ills  attend  on  virtuous  love. 


W;  WHITEHEAD. 

EPILOGUE. 

SPOKEN  BV  LINDAMIRA, 

StraKge  rules,  good  folks!  thefe  poets  are  fo  nice. 
They  turn  our  mere  amufements  into  vice. 
I^ard  !  mull  we  women  of  our  lives  be  lavifli, 
Becaufe  thofe  huge  flrong  creatures  men  will  ra- 

vifli! 
I'll  fwcar  I  thought  it  hard,  and  think  fo  ftill, 
To  die  for— being  pleas'd  againft  one's  will. 

But  you,  ye  fair  and  brave,  for  virtue's  fake, 
Thefe  fpotlefs  fcenes  to  your  protedtion  take. 


ODES. 


ODE  I. 

y  OR  HIS  *  majesty's  birth-day,  NOV.  10. 1758. 

THE  ARGUMENT. 

^BOUT  the  year  963  Ottoberto,  of  the  family  of 
Efte,  paffed  from  Italy  into  Germany  with  the 
Emperor  Otho  the  Great.  Azo,  his  defcendant 
in  the  next  century,  by  marriage  with  the  daug'n- 
ter  of  Welfus,  Count  Aldorf,  inherited  the  do- 
minions of  the  family  in  Suabia.  Welfus,  a  fon 
of  that  marriage,  received  the  dukedom  of  Ba- 
varia from  the  emperor  Henry  the  Fourth,  in 
3o6r.  1  he  defcendants  of  Welfus  became  af- 
terv.-ards  pofl'efl'ed  of  all  thofe  duchies  which  lie 
between  the  Elbe  and  the  Wefer  (Brunfwick, 
Wolfenbuttle,  Lunenburgh,  Zell,  Hanover, 
Sec.') ;  and  in  the  year  I714,  George  the  Firft, 
Duke  and  Eledor  of  Hanover,  fucceeded  to  the 
throne  of  Great  Britain. 

When  Othbcrt  left  th'  Italian  plain. 
And  foft  Atelte's  green  domain, 
Attendant  on  imperial  fway 
Where  fame  and  Otho  led  the  way. 
The  genius  of  the  Julian  hills 

(Whofe  piny  fummits  nod  with  fnow, 
Whofe  naiads  pour  their  thoufand  rills 

To  fwell  th'  exulting  Po), 
An  eager  look  prophetic  caft, 
And  hail'd  the  hero  as  he  pafs'd. 

Hail,  all  hail,  the  woods  replied, 

And  echo  on  her  airy  tide  [fide. 

RoU'd  the  long  murmurs  down  the  mountain's 

The  voice  refum'd  again  :  "  Proceed, 
"  Nor  caft  one  ling'ring  look  behind ; 

"  By  thofe  who  toil  for  virtue's  meed, 
"  Be  every  fofter  thought  refign'd ; 

"  Nor  focial  home,  nor  genial  air, 

*'  Nor  glov/ing  funs,  arc  worth  thy  care  : 

"  New  realms  await  thee  in  a  harflier  fsy, 
"  Thee  and  thy  chofen  race  from  Azo's  nuptial  tie. 
"  'Tis  glory  wakes ;  her  acSlive  flame 
]'  Nor  time  Ihall  quench,  nor  danger  tame ; 

*  Ccer^f  the  Second, 


"  Nor  *  Boia's  ampleft  range  confine; 

"  Though  Guelpho  reigns,  the  Guelphic  line. 

"  Yon  northern  ftar,  which  dimly  gleams 

■'  Athwart  the  twilight  veil  of  eve, 
"  iVluit  point  their  path  to  diftant  ftreams  : 

"  And  many  a  wreath  (hall  vi(flory  weave, 
"  And  many  a  palm  (liallfame  difplay 
*'  To  grace  tlie  vi'arriors  on  their  way, 

"  Till  regions  bow  to  their  commands 
"  Where  Albis  widens  through  the  lands, 
"  And  vaft  Vifurgis  fpveads  his  golden  fands. 

"  Nor  reft  they  there.     Yon  guiding  fire 

"  Still  fliines  aloft,  and  gilds  the  main  I 
*'  Not  Lion  Henry's  f  fond  defire 

"  To  grafp  th'  Italian  realms  again, 
"  Nor  warring  winds,  nor  wint'ry  feas, 
"  Shall  flop  the  progrefs  fale  decrees; 

"   ?'or  lo  I   Britannia  calls  to  happier  coafts, 
"  And  vales  more  verdant  far  than  loft  Atefte 
"  boalls. 

"  Behold,  with  euphrafy  I  clear 

"  Thy  vifual  nerve,  and  fix  it  there, 

"  Where,    crown'd  with  rocks  grotefque  and 

"  fleep, 
"  The  white  ille  rifes  o'er  the  deep  ! 

*  Bni)nria. 

t  Henry  the  Lion,  Duke  of  Bavaria,  Saxony, 
iyc.  nvas  one  of  the  greatrjl  heroes  of  the  tivelftb 
ceniiiry.  He  united  in  his  own  perfoii  the  here- 
ditary dominions  of  five  fainillcs.  His  claims 
upon  Italy  hindered  him  from  joining  ivith  the 
Emperor  Frederic  the  Firji,  in  his  third  attack 
7ipQ7i  the  i'ape,  though  he  had  aflfied  him  in  the 
tiuo  former  ;  for  which  he  nvas  /tripped  of  his  do- 
minions by  that  Emperor,  and  died  in  \^OS,pof- 
feffed  only  of  thofe  duchies  which  lie  betiLieen  the 
Elh  and  the  Wefer. 

From  this  Henry,  and  a  daughter  of  Flenry  the 
Second  of  England,  his  prefmt  Maje'jiy  is  lineally 
defcsnded. 


O    D 

*«  There  glory  refts.     For  there  arrive 
"  Thy  chofen  Ions ;   and  there  attain 
*'  To  the  firft  title  fate  can  give, 

"  The  father-kings  of  free-born  men  I 
"  Proceed  ;  rejoice  ;  deicend  the  vale, 
"  And  bid  the  future  monarchs  hail  1" 
Hail,  all  hail,  the  hero  cried; 
And  echo  on  her  airy  tide 
Purfued  him,   muraiuring  down   the  mountain's 
fide. 

'Twas  thus,  O  king,  to  heroes  old 

The  mountains  breath'd  the  ftrain  divine. 
Ere  yet  her  volumes  Fame  enrolTd 

To  trace  the  vvonders  of  thy  line  ; 
Ere  freedom  yet  on  ocean's  breaft 
Had  northward  fix'd  her  halcyon  neft  ; 
Or  Albion's  oaks  defcending  to  ihe  main 
Kad  roll'd  her  thunders  wide,  and  claim'd  the 
vvat'ry  reign. 

But  now  each  Briton's  glowing  tongue 
Proclaims  the  truths  the  genius  fung, 
On  Bruiil'wick's  name  with  rapture  dwells, 
And  hark  \  the  general  chorus  fwells  : 
*'  May  years  on  happy  years  roll  o'er, 

"  Till  glory  clofe  the  (liining  page, 
"  And  our  ill-fated  fons  deplore 

"  *  The  fliortnefs  of  a  Neftor's  age  ! 
"  Hail,  all  hail !  on  Albion's  plains 
"  The  friend  of  man  and  freediom  reigns  1 

"  Echo,  waft  the  triumph  round, 
"  Till  Gallia's  utmoft  fliores  rebound, 
"  And  all  her  bulwarks  tremble  at  the  found." 

ODE  II. 

FOR.  THE  NEW-YEAR    1759. 

Ye  guardian  powers,  to  whofe  command, 
At  nature's  birth,  th'  Almighty  mind 
The  delegated  talk  aflign'd 

To  watch  o'er  Albion's  favour'd  land, 

What  time  your  holls  with  choral  lay, 
Emerging  from  its  kindred  deep, 
Applaufive  hail'd  each  verdant  deep. 
And  white  rock,  glittering  to  the  new-born  day  1 

Angelic  bands,  where'er  ye  rove 
WhiKt  lock'd  in  deep  creation  lies  : 

Whether  to  genial  dews  above 
You  melt  the  congregated  (liies. 

Or  teach  the  torrent  ftreams  below 
To  wake  the  verdure  of  the  vale. 

Of  guide  the  varying  winds  that  blow 

To  fpeed  the  coming,  or  the  parting,  fail: 
Where'er  ye  bend  your  roving  flight, 
Whilft  now  the  radiant  lord  of  light 
Winds  to  the  north  his  Aiding  fphere. 

Avert  each  ill,  each  bills  improve. 

And  teach  the  minutes  as  they  move 
To  blefs  the  opening  year. 

Already  Albion's  lifted  fpear, 

And  rolling  thunders  of  the  main, 
Which  jultice  facred  laws  maintain. 

Have  taught  the  haughty  Gaul  to  fear. 
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Neftorise.brevitas  fenedtx." 

Mufce  Anglicatiie. 


On  other  earths,  in  other  fkies. 

Beyond  old  ocean's  weftern  bound, 

Though  bleeds  afrefli  th'  eternal  wound, 
Again  Britannia's  crofs  triumphant  flies. 
To  Britiih  George,  the  king  of  ifles. 

The  tribes  that  rove  th'  Arcadian  fnows, 
Redeem'd  from  Gallia's  polifli'd  wiles. 

Shall  breathe  their  voluntary  vows  : 
Where  nature  guards  her  lalt  retreat. 

And  pleas'd  Aftrea  lingers  ftill ; 
While  faith  yet  triumphs  o'er  deceit. 

And  virtue  reigns,  from  ignorance  of  ilL 
Yet,  angel  powers,  though  Gallia  bend, 
Though  fame  with  all  her  wreaths,  attend 

On  bleeding  war's  tremendous  fway, 
The  Tons  of  leifure  (till  complain, 
And  mufmg  fcience  fighs  in  vain, 

For  peace  is  ftill  away. 

Go  then,  ye  faithful  guides 
Of  her  returning  fteps,  angelic  band, 
Explore  the  facred  feats  where  peace  refides, 
And  waves  her  olive  wand. 
Bid  her  the  waftes  of  war  repair. 
— O  fouthward  feek  the  flying  fair. 
For  not  on  poor  Germania's  harafs'd  plain. 

Nor  where  the  Viflula's  proud  current  fwells. 
Nor  on  the  borders  of  the  frighted  Seine, 

Nor   in  the   depths    of  Ruflia's    fnows   fhe 
dwells. 
Yet  O,  where'er,  deferting  freedom's  ifle. 
She  gilds  the  flave's  delufive  toil ;  ^ 

Whether  on  Ebro's  banks  (he  ftrays. 
Or  fighing  traces  Taio's  winding  ways. 

Or  foft  A'lfonia's  fliores  her  feet  detain, 
O  bring  the  wanderer  back,  with  glory  in  her 
train. 

ODE  III. 
roR  HIS  majesty's  birth-DAT, 
November  lO.  1759. 
Begin  the  fong — Ye  fubjedl  choirs. 
The  bard  whom  liberty  infpires 
Wakes  into  willing  voice  th'  accordant  lays.— 
Say,  (hall  we  trace  the  hero's  flame 
From  the  firft  foft'ring  gale  of  fame. 
Which  bade   the  expanding   bofona    pant  for 
praife  ? 
Or  hail  the  ftar  whofe  orient  beam 
Shed  influence  on  his  natal  hour. 
What  time  the  nymphs  of  Leyna's  itream. 

Emerging  from  their  wat'ry  bower, 
Sung  their  loft  carols  through  each  efier  fliade, 
And  for  the  pregnant  fair  invok'd  Lucina's  aid  I 

No.     Halle  to  Scheld's  admiring  wave, 

Dillinguifli'd  amidlt  thoufands  brave. 
Where  the   young    warrior   flefli'd    his   eager 
fvvord : 

While  Albion's  troops  with  rapture  view'd 
The  ranks  confus'd,  the  GbuI  lubdu'd, 
And  hail'd,  prophetic  hail'd,  tlieir  future  lorc!> 
Waiting  the  chief's  maturer  nod. 

On  hisplum'd  helmet  vid'ry  fate, 
While  fuppliant  nations  round  him  bow'd» 

And  Auflria  tre.iibkd  fc;  her  fate, 


§59  THE   WORKS   OF   W.   WHITEHEAD, 

Till,  at  his  bidding  (laughter  fwell'd  the  Mayne, 
And  half  her  blooming  fons  proud  Gallia  wept  in 
vain. 


But  what  are  wreaths  in  battle  won  ? 
And  what  the  tribute  of  amaze 
Which  man  too  oft  miftaken  pays 
To  the  vain  idol  fhrine  of  falfe  renown  ? 
The  nobleft  wreaths  the  monarch  wears 
Are  thofe  his  virtuous  rule  demands, 
Unftain'd  by  widows'  or  by  orphans'  tears, 
And  woven  by  his  fubjedls'  hands. 
Comets  may  rife,  and  wonder  mark  their  way 
Above  the  bounds  of  nature's  fober  laws, 
But  'tis  th'  all-cheering  lamp  of  day, 
The  permanent,  th'  unerring  caufe. 
By  whom  th'  enliven'd  world  its  courfe  main- 
tains, 
By  whom  all  nature  fmiles,  and  beauteous  order 
reigns. 

ODE  IV. 

FOR  THE  NEW  YEAR,    lyGo. 

Again  the  fun's  revolving  fphere 
W^akes  into  life  th'  impatient  year. 

The  white-wing'd  minutes  faafte  : 
And,  fpite  of  fortune's  fickle  wheel, 
Th'  eternal  fates  have  fix'd  their  feal 

Upon  the  glories  of  the  part. 
Sufpended  high  in  memory's  fane. 

Beyond  ev'n  envy's  foaring  rage, 
The  deeds  furvive,  to  breathe  again 

In  faithful  hillory's  future  page  ; 
Where  diftant  times  fiiall  wond'ring  read 

Of  Albion's  ftrength,  of  battles  won, 
Of  faith  reilor'd,  of  nations  freed  ; 

Whilft  round  the  globe  her  conquefts  run, 
From  the  firft  blulh  of  orient  day, 

To  where  defceud  his  noontide  beams, 

On  fable  Afric's  golden  ftre;ims, 
And  where  at  eve  the  gradual  gleams  decay. 

So  much  already  haft  thou  prov'd 
Of  fair  fuccefs,  O  beft  belov'd, 

O  firft  of  favour'd  ides  I 
"What  can  thy  fate  aflign  thee  more, 
What  whiter  boon  has  Heaven  in  ftore, 

To  blefs  thy  monarch's  ceafelefs  toils  ? 
Each  riling  feafon,  as  it  flows, 

Each  month  exerts  a  rival  claim ; 
Each  day  with  expe(flation  glows, 

Each  fleeting  hour  demands  its  fame. 
Around  thy  genius  waiting  ftands 

Each  future  child  of  anxious  time  : 
See  how  they  prefs  in  fliadowy  bands, 

As  from  thy  fleecy  rocks  fublime 
He  rolls  around  prophetic  eyes, 

And  earth,  and  fea,  and  Heaven  furveys: 
•'  O  grant  a  portion  of  thy  praife  I 
"  O  bid  us  all,"  they  cry,  "  with  luftre  rife  I" 

Genius  of  Albion,  hear  their  prayer, 
O  bid  them  all  with  luftre  rife  1 

Beneath  thy  tutelary  care. 
The  brave,  the  vUtuous,  and  the  wife. 


Shall  mark  each  moment's  winged  fpee3 

With  foraething  that  difdains  to  die, 
The  hero's,  patriot's,  poet's  meed, 

And  paflport  to  eternity  1 
Around  thy  rocks  while  ocean  raves, 
While  yonder  fun  revolves  his  radiant  car, 
The  land  of  freedom  with  the  land  of  flaves, 
As  nature's  friends,  muft  wage  illuftrious  war. 
Then  be  each  deed  with  glory  crown'd. 
Till  fmiling  peace  refume  her  throne  j 
Till  not  on  Albion's  fhores  alone 
The  voice  of  freedom  fhall  refound, 
But  every  realm  fhall  equal  blefljngs  find, 
And  man  enjoy  the  birth-right  of  his  kind. 

ODE  V. 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR,     176:. 

Still  muft  the  mufe,  indignant,  hear 

The  clanging  trump,  the  rattling  car. 
And  ufher  in  each  opening  year 

With  groans  of  death,  and  founds  of  war? 
O'er  bleeding  millions,  realms  oppreft, 
The  tuneful  mourner  finks  diftreft. 

Or  breathes  but  notes  of  woe  s 
A;id  cannot  Gallia  learn  to  melt. 
Nor  feel  what  Britain  long  has  felt 

For  her  infulting  foe  ? 
Amidft  her  native  rocks  fecure. 

Her  floating  bulwarks  hovering  round. 
What  can  the  fea-girt  realm  endure, 

What  dread,  through  all  her  wat'ry  bound  ? 
Great  queen  of  ocean,  flie  defies 
All  but  the  power  who  rules  the  fkies. 

And  bids  the  ftorms  engage  ; 
Inferior  foes  are  dafh'd  and  loit, 
As  breaks  the  white  wave  on  her  coaft 

Confuni'd  in  idle  rage. 
For  alien  forrows  heaves  her  generous  breaft, 

She  proffers  peace  to  eafe  a  rival's  pain  : 
Her  crowded  ports,  her  fields  in  plenty  dreft, 

Blefs  the  glad  merchant,  and  th'  induftrious 
fwain. 
Do  blooming  youths  in  battle  fall  ? 

True  to  their  fame  the  funeral  urn  we  raife  ; 
And  thoufands,  at  the  glorious  call, 

Afpire  to  equal  praife. 

Thee,  glory,  thee  through  climes  unknown 

Th*  adventurous  chief  with  zeal  purfuesj 
And  fame  brings  back  from  every  zone 

Frefli  fubjedis  for  the  Britifli  mufe. 
Tremendous  as  th'  ili-omen'd  bird 
To  frighted  France  thy  voice  was  heard 

From  Minden's  echoing  towers : 
O'er  Bil'cay's  roar  thy  voice  prevail'd  ; 
And  at  thy  word  the  rocks  we  fcal'd. 

And  Canada  is  ours. 
O  potent  queen  of  every  breaft 

Which  aims  at  praife  by  virtuous  deeds. 
Where'er  thy  influence  fhines  confeft 

The  hero  a.(5ts,  th'  event  fucceeds. 
But  ah,  muft  glory  only  bear, 
Bellona-like,  the  vengeful  fpear  i 

To  fill  her  mighty  mind  .» 


i 
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Mud  bulwarks  fall,  and  cities  flam.e, 
And  is  her  ampleft  field  of  fame 

The  miferies  of  mankind  ? 
On  ruins  pil'don  ruins  muft  flie  rife, 

And  lend  her  rays  to  gild  her  fatal  throne  ? 
Muft  the  mild  power  who  melts  in  vernal  Ikies, 

By  thunders  only  make  his  godhead  known  i" 

No,  be  the  omen  far  away ; 
From  yonder  pregnant  cloud  a  kinder  gleam, 

Though  faintly  ftruggling  into  day, 
Portends  a  happier  theme  1 — 

—And  who  is  he,  of  regal  mien, 

Reclin'd  on  Albion's  golden  fleece, 
Whofe  polifli'd  brow  and  eye  ferene 

Proclaim  him  elder-born  of  peace  ? 
Another  George  I — Ye  winds  convey 

Th'  aufpicious  name  from  pole  to  pole  ! 
Thames,  catch  the  found,  and  tell  the  lubjeiTt  fea 
Beneath  whofe  fway  its  waters  roll, 
The  hoary  monarch  of  the  deep. 
Who  footh'd  its  murmurs  with  a  father's  care, 

Doth  now  eternal  Sabbath  keep, 
And  leaves  his  trident  to  his  blooming  heir. 
O,  if  the  mufe  aright  divine. 

Fair  peace  fliall  blefs  his  opening  reign, 
And  through  its  fplendid  progrefs  fliine, 

With  every  art  to  grace  her  train. 
The  wreaths  fo  late  by  glory  won, 
Shall  weave  their  foliage  round  his  throne. 
Till  kings,  abalh'd,  fliall  tremble  to  be  foes. 
And  Albion's  dreaded  ftreiigth  fecure  the  world's 
repofe. 

ODE  vr. 

FOR  HIS  majesty's    EIRTH-DAY,    Jt'NE    i}.    XjGl. 

'TwAS  at  the  uecftar'd  feaft  of  Jove, 

When  fair  Alcmena's  fon 
His  deftin'd  courfe  on  earth  had  run 

And  claim'd  the  thrones  above, 
Around  their  king  in  deep  debate, 
Conven'd,  the  heavenly  fynod  fate, 
And  meditated  boons  refin'd 
To  grace  the  friend  of  human  kind  : 
When  lo,  to  mark  th'  advancing  god, 
Propitious  Hermes  ftretch'd  his  rod, 

The  roofs  with  nnific  Jung  1 
For,  from  amidfl:  the  circling  choir, 
Apollo  ftruck  th'  alarming  lyre, 

And  thus  the  mules  fuug  : 
"  What  boon  divine  would  Heav'n  bellow  ? 
"  Ye  gods  unbend  the  ftudious  bow, 

"  The  fruitlefs  fearch  give  o'er, 
"  Whilft  we  the  juft  reward  affign, 
"  Let  Hercules  with  Hebe  join, 

'*  And  youth  unite  with  power  1" 

O  facred  truth  in  emblem  dreft! 

Again  the  Mufes  fing. 
Again  in  Britain's  blooming  king 

Alcides  ftands  confeft. 
By  temp'rance  nurs't4,  and  early  taught 
To  fliun  the  fmooth  fallacious  draught 
Which  fparkles  high  in  Circe's  bowl; 
To  tame  each  hydra  oi  the  foul, 


Each  lurking  peft,  which  mocks  its  birth, 
And  ties  his  fpirit  down  to  earth, 

Immers'd  in  mortal  coil ; 
His  choice  was  that  feverer  road 
Which  leads  to  virtue's  calm  abode, 

And  well  repays  the  toil. 
In  vain  ye  tempt,  ye  fpecious  harms. 
Ye  flow'ry  wiles,  ye  flatt'ring  charms, 

That  breathe  from  yonder  bower  ; 
And  Heav'n  the  juft  reward  alTigns, 
For  Hercules  with  Hebe  joins. 

And  youth  unites  with  power. 

O,  caJl'd  by  Heav'n  to  fill  that  awful  throne, 
Where  Edward,  Henry,  William,   George,  have 

flione, 
(Where  love  with  rev'rence,  laws  with  powef 

agree. 
And  'tis  each  fubje<5l*s  birthright  to  be  free) 
The  faireft  wreaths  already  won 

Are  but  a  prelude  to  the  whole: 
Thy  arduous  taflt  is  now  begun, 

And,  darting  from  a  nobler  goal. 
Heroes  and  kings  of  ages  part 

Are  thy  compeers:  extended  high 
The  trump  of  fame  expedls  the  blaft, 
The  radiant  lifts  before  thee  lie, 
The  field  is  time,  the  prize  eternity  I 
Beyond  example's  bounded  light 
'Tis  time  to  urge  thy  daring  flight, 

And  heights  untry'd  explore  : 
O  think  what  thou  alone  can'H  give, 
What  bleflings  Britain  may  receive 
When  youth  unites  with  power. 

ODE  VII. 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR  1752. 

God  of  flaughter,  quit  the  fcene, 

Lay  the  crefted  helmet  by  ; 
Love  commands,  and  beauty's  queen 

Rules  the  power  who  rules  the  (ky. 
Janus,  with  well-omen'd  gr^ce. 

Mounts  the  year's  revolving  car, 
And  forward  turns  his  fmiling  face, 

And  longs  to  clofe  the  gates  of  war- 
Enough  of  glory  Albion  knows. — 
Come,  ye  powers  of  fweet  repofe. 

On  downy  pinions  move  1 
Let  the  war-worn  legions  own 
Your  gentler  fway,  and  from  the  throne 
Receive  the  laws  of  love  1 

Yet,  if  juftice  ftill  requires 

Roman  arts,  and  Roman  fouls, 
Britain  breathes  her  wonted  fires, 

And  her  Wonted  thunders  rolls. 
Added  to  our  fairer  ifle 

Gallia  mourns  her  bulwark  gone: 
Conqueft  pays  the  price  of  toil, 

Either  India  is  our  own. 
Ye  fons  of  freedom,  grafp  the  fword  ; 
Pour,  ye  rich,  th'  imprifon'd  hoard, 

And  teach  it  how  to  fliine : 
Each  felfifli,  each  contradled  aim 
To  glory's  more  exalted  claim 

Let  loxury  relign. 
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You  too,  ye  Britifli  dames,  may  fiiare 
If  not  the  toils,  and  dangers  of  the  war, 
At  leaft  its  glory.     From  the  Baltic  Acre, 
From  Runic  virtue's  native  fliore. 
Fraught  with  the  tales  of  ancient  lore, 
Behold  a  fair  inltrudlrefs  come  ! 
When  the  fierce  *  female  tyrant  of  the  north 
Ciaim'd  every  realm  her  conquering  arms  could 
gain, 
When  diicord,  red  with  fiaughter,  ifTuing  forth, 
Saw  Albert  draggling  with  the  vigor's  chain  ; 
The  ftorm  beat  high,  and  liiook  the  coaft, 

Th*  exhaufted  trealures  of  the  land 
Could  fcarce  fupply  th'  emhattl'='d  hoft, 
Or  pay  th'  infulting  foe's  demand. 
What  then  could  beauty  do  ?  f  She  gave 
Her  treafur'd  tribute  to  the  brave, 
To  her  own  foftnefs  join'd  the  manly  heart, 
Suftain'dthe  foldier's  drooping  aims, 
Confided  in  her  genuine  charms. 
And  yielded  every  ornament  of  art. 

—  We  want  them  not.     Yet,  O  ye  fair. 

Should  Gallia,  obllinately  vain. 
To  her  own  ruin  urge  defpair. 
And  brave  th'  acknowiedg'd  mailers  of  the  main  : 
Should  flie  through  ling'ring  years  protradl  her 
fall. 
Through  feas  of  blood  to  her  deftrudlion  wade. 
Say,  could  ye  feel  the  generous  call, 
And  own  the  fair  example  here  pourtray'd? 
Uoubtlefs  ye  could.     The  royal  dame 
Would  ])lead  her  dear  adopted  country's  caufe, 
And  each  indignant  brealt  unite  its  flame, 
To  fave  the  land  of  liberty  and  laws. 

ODE  V1!I. 

FOR  HIS  majesty's  BIRTH-DAY,  JUNE  4.  l']62. 

"  Go  Flora"  (faid  the  impatient  queen 
Who  fliares  great  Jove's  eternal  reign) 

"  Go  breathe  on  yonder  thom  : 
"  Wake  into  bloom  th'  emerging  rofe, 
"  And  let  the  faireft  flower  that  blows 

"  The  fairell  month  adorn. 
"  Sacred  to  me  that  month  fiiall  rife, 
"  Whatever  %  conteds  lliake  the  Ikies 

"  To  give  that  month  a  name  : 
<'  Her  April  buds  let  Venus  boaft, 
•«  Let  Maia  range  lier  painted  hoil: 

"  Eut  June  is  Juno's  claim. 

"  And  goddefs,  know,  in  after-times 
"  (I  name  not  days,  I  name  not  climes) 


*  Margaret  de  fValdarmr,  commofity  called  the 
IScmiramis  of  the  North. 

t  In  the  year  1395,  the  ladies  of  Mechlenhurgl.<- 
toj'iippoit  their  DuLe  Albert's  pretarjioiis  to  the 
crown  of  Szueden,  and  to  redeem  him  nvhen  he 
•uuas  taken  frifoner^  gave  up  all  their  jeiuels  to 
the  public  ;  for  'whieh  they  afterivards  received 
^rcat  eTHOlurnents  and  privileges,  particularly  the 
right  offuccrfjion  infefs,  ivbich  had  before  been 
appropriated  to  males  only. 

X  Alluding  to  the  contention  hetiveen  the 
goddejj'es  in  Ovid's  Fa/li,  about  naming  the  mouth 
of  futte. 


*'  From  nature's  nobkft  throes 
"  A  human  flower  fliall  glad  the  earth? 
"  And  the  fame  month  difclofe  his  birtbi, 

"  Which  bears  the  blufhing  rofe. 
"  Nations  fliall  blefs  hi^  mild  command, 
"  And  fragrance  till  th'  exulting  land, 

'*   Where'er  I  fix  his  throne." 
Britannia  liften'd  as  flie  fpoke. 
And  from  her  lips  jirophetic  broke, 

"  The  flower  Ihall  be  my  own." 

O  goddefs  of  cunnubial  love, 
Thou  filler,  and  thou  wife  of  Jove, 
To  th-c  the  luppliant  voice  we  raife  I 
We  n.i'.ne  not  months,  we  n^me  not  days* 
For  where  thy  Imiles  propitious  fliine, 
The  whole  prolific  year  is  thine. 
Accordant  to  the  trembling  (trings, 

Hark,  the  general  chorui  fwells, 
From  every  heart  it  fprings. 

On  every  tongue  it  dvi'eils. 
Goddels  of  connubial  love. 
Sitter  thou,  and  wife  of  Jove, 
Bid  the  genial  powers  that  glide 
On  ether's  all-pervading  tide. 

Or  from  the  fount  of  life  that  ftream 

Mingling  with  the  folar  beam 

Bid  them  here  at  virtue's  flirine, 

In  chafleft  bands  of  union  join. 
Till  many  a  George  and  many  a  Charlotte  provc» 
How  much  to  thee  we  owe,  queen  of  connubial 
love  I 

ODE  IX. 

roR  THE    NEW-YEAR   I763. 

At  length  th'  imperious  lord  of  war 
Yields  to  the  fates  their  ebon  car, 

And  frowning  quits  his  toil : 
Dafli'd  fiom  his  hand  the  bleeding  fpesr 
Now  deigns  a  happier  form  to  wear, 

And  ptiaceful  turns  the  foil. 
Th'  infatiite  furies  of  his  train, 
Revenge  and  hate,  and  fell  difdain, 

With  heart  of  fteel,  and  eyes  of  fire, 
Who  (lain  the  fvvord  which  honours  draws, 
Who  fully  virtue's  facred  caufe, 

To  Stygian  depths  retire. 
Unholy  fliapes,  and  fliadows  drear. 
The  pallid  family  of  fear, 
.A.nd  rapine,  ftill  with  ihrieks  purfued. 
And  meagre  famine's  fqualid  brood 
Clofe  the  dire  crew. — Ye  eternal  gates  difplay 
Your  adamantine  folds,  and  ihut  them  from  the 
day  ! 

For  lo,  in  yonder  pregnant  flsies 
On  billowy  clouds  the  goddefs  lies, 
Whofe  prefence  breathes  delight. 
Whole  power  th'  obfequious  feafons  own. 
And  Winter  lofes  half  his  frown. 
And  half  her  (hades  the  night, 
Soft-fmiling  peace  1  whom  Venus  bore. 
When  tutor'd  by  th'  enchanting  lore 

Of  Rlaia's  blooming  ion, 
She  fooih'd  the  lynod  of  the  gods. 
Drove  dilcoid  from  the  bieft  abodes, 
And  Jove  rcium'd  his  throne. 
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Th'  attendant  graces  g^ird  her  round, 
AvA  fpoftive  eal'e,  with  locks  unbound, 
And  every  mule  to  leilure  born, 
•    And  plenty,  with  hertwifted  horn, 
■^Vhile  changeful  commerce  I'preads  his  loofcn'd 
fails,  [vails  1 

Blow  as  ye  lift,  ye  winds,  the  reign  of  peace  pre- 

And  low,  to  grace  that  milder  reign, 
And  add  frefli  luftre  to  the  year. 
Sweet  innocence  adorns  the  train. 
In  form  and  features,  Albion's  heir  ! 
A  future  George  ! — Propitious  powers, 

Ye  delegates  of  heaven's  high  King, 
Willi  guide  the  years,  the  days,  the  hours 

That  float  on  time's  progreflive  wing, 
Exert  your  influence,  bid  us  know 
From  parent  worth  what  virtues  flow  ! 
Be  to  lefs  happy  realms  refign'd 

The  warrior's  unrelenting  rage, 
We  alk  not  kings  of  hero-kind. 

The  dorms  and  earthquakes  of  their  age. 
To  us  be  nobler  bleffings  given  : 
O  teach  ns,  d'^legates  of  Heaven, 
What  mightier  blifs  from  union  I'prings! 

Future  fubjecfls,  future  kings. 
Shall  blefs  the  fair  example  Ihovvn, 
And  from  our  characfler  tranfcribt  their  own  : 

"  A  people  zealous  to  obey  ; 

"  A  monarch  whofe  parental  fway 
"  Defpifes  regal  art ; 

*'  His  (hield,  the  laws  which  guard  the  land  ; 

•'  His  fword,  each  Briton's  eigerhand, 
"  His  throne,  each  Briton's  heart." 

ODE  X. 

fOR  HIS  majesty's  BIRTH-DAY,  JUNE  4.   1753. 

Common  birth?,  lik^  common  things, 

Pafs  unheeded  ot  unknown  : 
Time  but  fpreads  or  waves  his  wings, 

The  phantom  fwelLs,  the  phantom's  gone  I 
Born  for  millions,  monarchs  rife, 

Heirs  of  infamy  or  fame. 
'W'hen  the  virtuous,  brave,  or  wife, 

Demand  our  praife,  with  loud  acclaim. 
We  twine  the  felfive  wreath,  the  (brines  adorn, 
'Tis  not  onr  king's  alone,  'tis  Britain's  natal  morn. 
Bright  examples  plac'd  on  high 

Shine  with  more  difting'iifh'd  blaze  ; 
Thither  nation?  turn  then' eye, 

And  grow  virtuous  as  they  gaze. 

Thonghtlefs  eafe  and  fportive  leifure, 

Dwell  in  life's  contradled  fphere  ; 

■  Public  is  the  monarch's  pieafure, 

Public  is  the  monarch's  care: 

If  Titus  fmiles,  the  obfervant  world  is  gay  ; 

If  Titus  frowns  or  fighs,  nve  (igh  and  lofe  a  day  ! 

Around  their  couch,  around  their  board, 

A  thoufand  ears  attentive  wait, 
A  thoufand  bufy  tongues  record 

The  fmallell  whilpers  of  the  great. 
Happy  thofe  whom  truth  fincere 

And  conl'cious  virtue  join  to  guide  '. 
Can  they  have  a  foe  to  fear, 

Can  they  have  a  thought  to  hide  ? 

Vol.  XI. 


Nobly  they  foar  above  th'  admiring  throng, 
Superior  to  the  power,  the  will  ef  afcing  wrong. 
Such  may  Britain  find  her  kings  1— 
Such  the  mule  *  of  rapid  wings 
Wafrs  to  fome  fublimer  fphere  : 
Gods  and  heroes  mingle  there. 
P'ame's  eternal  accents  breathe, 
Black  Cocytus  howls  bencdth  ; 
Ev'n  malice  learns  to  blulh,  and  hides  her  ftingSi 
— O  fuch  may  Britain  ever  tind  her  kings  I 

ODE  XI. 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR   I'jCl^. 

Sacred  to  tliee, 
O  commerce,  daughter  of  fweet  liberty. 
Shall  flow  the  annual  llrain  I 
Beneath  a  monarch's  folVering  care 
Thy  liiils  unnumber'd  fwell  in  air, 

And  darkcw  half  the  main. 
Fruni  every  ci;IT  of  Britain's  coafts 
We  fee  them  toil,  thy  daring  hofts 
Who  bid  our  wealth  increafe, 
Wlio  fpreads  our  martial  glory  far,— 
The  fons  of  fortitude  in  war, 
Ofinduftry  in  peace. 
On  woven  vi'ings, 
To  where,  in  orientclime,  thegraydawn  fpring?, 
To  where  foft  evening's  ray 
Sheds  its  lalt  blufli,  tht:!-  courle  they  fteer, 
Meet,  oro'ertake  the  circling  year. 
Led  by  the  lord  of  day. 
Whate'er  the  frozen  poles  provide, 
Whate'cr  the  torrid  reigions  hide 
From  Sirius' fiercer  flames, 
Of  herb,  or  root,  or  gem,  or  ore. 
They  grafp  them  all  from  (bore  to  fiiore, 

And  waft  them  all  to  Thames, 
When  Spain's  proud    pendants  wav'd  in  weftern 
Ikies, 
When  Gr.nria's  fleet  on  Indian  billows  hung. 
In  either  fea  did  oceun's'genius  rife, 
And  the  fame  truths  in  the  fame  numbers  fung. 
"  Daring  mortals,  whither  tend 
'•  Thei'e  vain  purfuits?  Forbear,  forbear  I 
"  Tliefe  facred  waves  no  keel  Ojall  rend, 
"  No  ftreamers  float  on  this  ieqvieftcr'd  air  1 
'■  -—Yes,  yes,  ])roceed,  and  conquer  too  ; 
"  Succeis  be  yours  :   But  mortals,  know, 
"  Know,  ye  rafli  adventurous  bands, 
'•  To  crufh  your  high-blown  pride, 
"  Not  for  yuurfelves,  or  native  lands, 
"  You  brave  the  feafons,   and  you  Item  the 
tide. 
*'  Nor  Bstis',  nor  Iberus'  II ream, 
"  Nor  Tagus  with  his  golden  gleam, 
"  Sliall  itifolently  call  their  own 
"  The  dear-bought  treafures  of  thefe  Worlds  un^ 
"  known. 
"  A  chofen  race  to  freedom  dear, 
"  Untaught  to  injure  as  to  fear, 
"  By  me  condudled,  lliall  exert  their  claims, 
"  Shall  glut  my  great  revenge,  and  roll  them  all 
"  to  Thames." 


Pindar, 
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ODE  XII. 

I'OR  HIS  majesty's  BIRTH-DAY,  JUNE  4.   I765. 

Hail  to  the  rofy  morn,  whofe  ray 
I'o  luftre  wakes  th'  aufpicions  day, 

Which  Britain  holds  fo  dear  ! 
To  this  fair  month  of  right  belong 
The  feftive  dance,  the  choral  fong-. 

And  paftimes  of  the  year. 
Whate'er  the  wint'ry  colds  prepar'd, 
Whate'er  the  fpring  but  faintly  reared, 

Now  wears  its  brighteft  bloom  ; 
A  brighter  blue  enrobes  the  (Ivies, 
From  laughing  fields  the  zephyrs  rife 
On  wings  that  breathe  perfume. 
The  lark  in  air  that  warbling  floats. 
The  wood-birds  with  their  tuneful  throats, 
The  ftreams  that  murmur  as  they  flow, 
The  flocks  that  rove  the  mountain's  brow, 
The  herds  that  through  the  meadows  play, 
Proclaim  'tis  nature's  holiday  1 
And  fliall  the  Britifh  lyre  be  mute. 

Nor  thrill  through  all  its  trembling  firings, 
With  oaten  reed,  and  paftoral  flute, 

Whilrt  every  vale  refponlive  rings  ? 
To  him  we  pour  the  grateful  lay, 

Who  makes  the  feafon  doubly  gay  : 
For  whom  fo  late,  our  lifted  eyes 
With  tears  befought  the  pitying  fkies. 
And  won  the  cherub  health  to  crown 

A  nation's  prayer,  and  eale  that  breaft 
Which  feels  all  forrows  but  its  own, 
And  feeks  by  blefling  to  be  bleft. 
Fled  are  all  the  ghaftly  train, 

Writhing  pain,  and  pale  difeafe  ; 
Joy  refumes  his  wonted  reign. 

The  fun-beams  mingle  with  the  breeze, 

And  his  own  month,  which  health's  gay  livery 

wears,  [years. 

On  the  fweet  profpedl  fmiles  of  long  jfucceeding 

ODE  XIII. 

FOR  HIS  IVtAjESTY'S  BIRTH-DAY,  JUNE  4.   1766. 

Hail  to  the  man,  fo  fings  the  Hebrew  bard, 
Whofe    numerous    otTspring   grace    his  genial 
board: 
Heaven's  faireft  gift.  Heaven's  beft  reward, 

To  thofe  who  honour,  who  obey  his  word. 
What  fliall  he  fear,  though  drooping  age 

Unnerve  his  ftrervgth,  and  pointlefs  fnik  his  fpear; 
In  vam  the  proud,  m  vain  the  mad  fhall  rage  ; 
He  fears  his  God  and  knows  no  other  fear. 
Lo  I  at  his  calla  duteous  race 
Spring  eager  from  his  lov'd  embrace, 
To  Ihield  the  Are  from  whom  their  virtues  rofc; 
And  Hy  at  each  rever'd  command. 
Like  arrows  from  the  giant's  hand, 
In  vengeance  on  his  foes. 
So  Edward  fought  on  Creffy's  bleeding  plain, 
A  blooming  hero,  great  beyond  his  years. 
So  V\'"iUiam  fought — But  reafe  the  Itrain, 
A  lofs  fo  recent  bathes  the  mufe  in  tears. 

So- fliall  hereafter  every  fon, — 
Who  now  with  prattling  infancy  relieves 

Thofe  anxious  cares  which  wait  upon  a  throne, 
Where,  ah,  too  oft,  am'.dlt  the  myrtles,  weaves 
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The  thorn  its  pointed  angutfli — So 
Shall  every  youth  his  duty  know 
To  guard  the  monarch's  right,  and  people's  weal ; 
And  thou,  great  George,  with  jult  regard, 
To  Heav'n,  fhalt  own  the  Hebrew  bard 
But  fung  the  truths  you  feel. 

Bleft  be  the  day  which  gave  thee  birth  I 
Let  others  tear  the  ravag'd  earth. 
And  fell  ambition's  powers  appear 
In  ftornis,  which  defolate  the  year, 
Confefs'd  thy   milder  virtues  fliine, 
Thou  rul'ft  indeed,  our  hearts  are  thine. 
By  flender  ties  our  kings  of  old 
Their  fabled  right  divine  would  vainly  hold.  ' 
Thy  julter  claim  ev'n  freedom's  fons  can  love. 
The  king  who  bends  to  Heav'n,  muft  Heav'n  it- 
felf  approve. 

ODE  XIV. 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR    1767. 

When  firft  the  rude  o'er-peopled  north 
Four'd  his  prolific  offspring  forth, 
At  large  in  alien  climes  to  roam, 
And  feek  a  newer  better  home, 

From  the  bleak  mountain's  barren  head. 
The  marlhy  vale,  th'  ungrateful  plain. 
From  cold  and  penury  they  fled 
To  warmer  liins,  and  Ceres'  golden  reign. 
At  every  ftep  the  breezes  blew 
Soft  and  more  foft  :  the  lengthen'd  view- 
Did  fairer  fcenes  expand : 
Unconfcious  of  apprsaching  foes. 
The  farm,  the  town,  the  city  rofe. 
To  tempt  the  fpoiler's  hand. 
Not  Britain's  fo.     For  nobler  ends 
Her  willing  daring  fons  flie  fends. 
Fraught  like  the  fabled  car  of  old. 
Which  icatter'd  bleffings  as  it  roU'd. 

From  cultur'd  fields,  from  fleecy  downs,  ' 
From  vales  that  wear  eternal  bloom, 
From  peopled  farms,  and  bufy  towns. 
Where  flunes  the  ploughlhare,  and  where  f&unds 
the  loom,  ! 

To  fandy  deferts,  pathlefs  woods, 
Imiiending  fteeps,  and  headlong  floods, 

She  fends  th'  induftrious  fwarm  : 
To  where  felf-ftrangled  nature  lies, 
Til!  ('oi:ial  art  Ihall  bid  her  rife 
From  Chaos  into  form. 
Thus  Gcoige  and  Britain  blefs  mankind.— 
And  left  the  parent  realm  Ihould  find 
Her  numbers  Ihrink,  with  flag  unfurl'd 
She  If  ands,  th'  afylum  of  the  world. 

From  foreign  ftrands  new  fubjerts  come, 
New  arts  accede  a  thoufand  ways. 
For  here  the  wretched  finds  a  home. 
And  all  her  portals  charity  difplays. 

From  each  proud  mailer's  hard  command. 
From  tyrant  zeal's  o[)prefrive  hand, 

What  eager  exiles  fly  I 
"  Give  us,  they  cry,  'tis  nature's  caufc, 
"  0  give  us  liberty  and  laws 
"  Beneath  a  harllier  Iky  !" 

Thus  George  and  Britain  blefs  mankind.— • 
AwaVj  ye  bark? ;  the  favouring  wind 
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O    D 

Springs  f*om  the  eaft  ;  re  prows,  divide 
The  vaft  Atlantic's  heaving  tide  1 

Britannia  from  each  rocky  height 
Purfues  you  with  applauding  hands: 
Afar,  impatient  for  tlie  freight, 
See  !  the  whole  weftern  world  expelling  Hands  ! 
Already  fancy  paints  each  plain, 
The  defertsnod  with  golden  grain, 
The  wond'ring  vales  look  gay, 
The  woodman's  ftroke  the  forefts  feel, 
The  lakes  admit  tlie  merchant's  keel- 
Away,  ye  barks,  away  ! 

ODE  XV. 

FOR   HIS  majesty's  BIRTH-DAY,  JUNE  4.  I767. 

Friend  to  the  poor  ! — for  fure,  O  king, 
That  godlike  attribute  is  thine— 
'  Friend  to  the  poor  ;  to  thee  we  fing, 
To  thee  our  annual  offerings  bring, 

And  bend  at  mercy's  liirine. 
In  vain  had  nature  deign'd  to  fmile 
Propitious  on  our  favourite  ifle 

Emerging  from  the  main  : 
In  vain  the  genial  fource  of  day 
Sele(fled  each  indulgent  ray 

For  Britain's  fertile  plain  : 
In  vain  yon  bright  furrounding  fkies 
Bade  all  their  clouds  in  volumes  rife, 

Their  foft'ring  dews  diftill'd  : 
In  vain  the  wide  and  teeming  earth 
Gave  all  her  buried  treafures  birth. 
And  crown'd  the  laughing  field  : 
For  lo  ;  fome  fiend,  in  evil  hour 

Afluming  famine's  horrid  mien, 
Difttis'd  her  petrifying  power 
O'tr  thoughtlefs  plenty's  feftive  bower, 

And  blafted  every  green. 
Strong  panic  terrors  fhook  the  land  ; 
Th'  obdurate  brealt,  the  griping  hand 

Were  almoft  taught  to  Ipare  ; 
For  loud  mifrule,  the  fcourge  of  crimes, 
Mix'd  with  the  uiadnefs  of  the  times, 

And  rous'd  a  ruftic  w&t. 
Whilft  real  want,  with  figh  fmcere. 
At  home,  in  filence,  dropp'd  the  tear. 

Or  rais'd  th'  imploring  eye, 
Foul  riot's  fons  in  torrents  came. 
And  dar'd  ufurp  thy  awful  name, 
Thrice  facred  mifery  '. 

Then  George  arofe.     His  feeling  heart 
Infpir'd  the  nation's  better  part 

With  virtues  like  its  own  : 
His  pow'r  controul'd  th'  infatiate  train, 
■  Whole  av'rice  grafp'd  at  private  gain, 
Regardlfel'sof  a  people's  groan. 
Like  fnows  beneath  th'  all.cheering  ray. 
The  rebel  crowds  diflblv'd  away  : 
And  juftice,  though  the  fword  fhe  drew, 
.    Glanc'd  lightly  o'er  th'  offending  crew. 
And  fcarce  feleAed,  to  avenge  her  woes, 
A  fingle  vidtim  from  a  hoft  of  foes. 

Yes,  mercy  triumph'd  ;  mercy  (hone  confeft. 
In  her  own  nobleft  fphere,  a  monarch's  breaft. 
Forcibly  mild  did  mercy  fliine. 
Like  the  fwcei  month  in  v/hich  we  pay 


E    S. 

Our  annual  vows  at  mercy's  ftirine. 
And  hail  our  monarch's  natal  day. 
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»  ODE  XVI. 

rOR    THE    NtW-YEAR  17^8, 

Let  the  voice  of  mufic  breathe, 

Hail  with  fong  the  new-born  year  I— 
Thougli  the  frozen  earth  beneath 

Feels  not  yet  his  influence  near. 
Already  from  his  fouthern  goal 

The  genial  god  who  rules  the  day 
Has  bid  his  glowing  axle  roll, 

And  promis'd  the  return  of  May. 
Yon  ruftian  blafts,  whofc  pinions  fweep 
Impetuous  o'er  our  nortliern  deep. 

Shall  ceafe  their  founds  of  war: 
And,  gradual  as  his  power  i}revails. 
Shall  mingle  with  the  fofter  gales 
I'hat  I'port  around  his  car. 

I'oets  (liould  be  prophets  too, —  ; 

Plenty  in  his  train  attends  ; 
Fruits  and  fluwers  of  various  hue 

Bloom  where'er  her  ftep  Ihe  bends. 
Down  the  green  hill's  floping  fide,  , 

Winding  to  the  vale  below. 
See  Ihe  ])ours  her  golden  tide  I 

Whilit,  upon  its  airy  brow,  ._   ' 

Amidft  his  flocks,  whom  nature  leads 
To  flowery  feafts  on  mountains'  heads, 

Th'  exulting  (liepherd  lies: 
And  to  th'  horizon's  utmoft  bound 
Rolls  his  eye  with  taanfport  round. 

Then  lifts  it  to  the  Ikies. 

Let  the  voice  of  mufic  breathe  I 
Twine,  ye  fwains,  the  feftal  wreath  1 
Britain  fhall  no  more  complain 
Of  niggard  ha'rvefts,  and  a  failing  year  3 
No  more  the  nilfer  hoard  his  grain, 
Regardlefs  of  the  peafant's  tear. 
Whole  hand  laborious  till'd  the  earth. 
And  gave  thofe  very  treafures  birth. 

No  more  fiiall  George,  whofe  parent  breafi 

Feels  every  pang  his  fubjedls  know, 
Behold  a  faithful  land  diftreft. 
Or  hear  one  figh  of  real  woe. 
But  grateful  mirth,  whofe  tiecent  bounds 
No  riot  fwells,  no  fear  confounds. 
And  heart-felt  eafe.  whofe  glow  within 
F.xalts  contentment's  mndelt  mien. 
In  every  face  fhall  finilc  confeft. 
And  in  his  people's  joy,  the  monarch  too  be  ble:£. 

ODE  2tVIL 
For  his  mIajesty's  birth-day,  June  4. 175s, 

PXEPAREi  prepare  your  fongs  of  praife, 

The  genial  month  returns  again, 
Her  annual  rites  when  Britain  pays 

To  her  own  monarch  of  the  main. 
Not  on  Phenicia's  bending  fhore, 

Whence  commerce  firlt  her  wings  etTay'd, 
And  dar'd  th'  unfathom'd  deep  explore, 

Sincercr  vows  the  Tyrian  paid 
3   P  i J 
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THE    WOP.KS   OF   V/.   WHITEHEAD, 

The  Dclian  '.rod  <..oes  all  but  move; 
'Twas  Ikill  gave  tL-rrors  to  tlie  Iront  o!  Jovffj 
To  Venus  every  grace.  . 


To  that  imaginary  deity, 
Who  bade  him  boldly  feize  the  empire  of  the  ft:-.. 
What  though  no  vidtim  bull  be  leci, 

His  front  with  fnow-\\hite  fillets  bound  ; 
Nor  fable  chant  the  neighing  fteed  ; 

That  iffiied  when  he  fmote  the  ground  ; 
Our  fields  a  living  incenf-  breathe  : 

Nor  Libaniis,  nor  Carmel's  brow, 
To  drefs  the  bower,  or  form  the  wreath, 
IVlore  libera!  fragrance  conld  beflow. 
W'e  too  have  herds  and  Heeds  befide  the  rills 
That  feed  and  rove,  proteAcd,  o'er  a  thoufand 
hills. 
Secure  while  George  the  fceptre  fways 
(Whoni will,  whom  int'refc,  and  whom  duty  draws 
To  venerate  and  patiouize  tiie  laws^, 
Secure  her  open  front  docs  freedom  raife. 
Secure  the  merchant  ploughs  the  deep, 
His  wealth  his  own  :  Secure  the  Iwains 
Amidll;  their  rural  treafures  fieep. 
Lords  of  their  little  kingdoms  of  the  plains 
Then  to  his  day  be  hono\ir  given  ! 
May  every  choiceft  boon  of  Heaven 

His  bright,  diftinguifli'd  reign  adorn  ! 
Till  white  as  Britain's  ficece,  old  time  Ihallflied 
His  fnows  upon  his  reverend  head, 
Commanding  filial  awe  from  fenates  yet  unborn. 

ODE  XVIII. 

lOR  ms  majesty's  birth-day,  june  4.  1769. 

PatroiN  of  arts,  at  length  by  thee 
Their  home  is  fix'd  :   thy  kind  decree 

Has  plac'd  their  empire  here. 
l<!o  more  unheeded  ihall  they  wafie 
Their  treafures  on  the  fickle  tal^e 

Of  each  fantaflic  year. 
Judgment  ftiall  frame  each  chafte  defign, 
Nor  e'er  from  truth's  unerring  line 

ThefportJve  artifl  loam: 
Whether  the  breathing  bull  he  forms, 
With  nature's  tints  the  canvas  waims,     [dome, 
Or  fwells,  like  Heaven's  high  arch,  th'  imperial 
Fancy,  the  wanderer,  fhall  be  taught 

To  own  feverer  laws: 
Spite  of  her  wily  wanton  play, 
Spite  of  her  lovely  errors,  which  betray 
Th'  enchanted  foul  to  fond  applaufc, 
Ev'n  fhe,  the  wanderer,  fliall  be  taught 
That  nothing  truly  great  was  ever  wrought. 

Where  judgment  was  away. 

Through  ofier  twigs  th'  acanthus  rofc : 
'I'h'  idea  channs,  the  artift  glows ;  ^ 

But  'twas  his  Ikill  to  pleafe, 
Which  bade  the  graceful  foliage  fpretid, 
To  crown  the  (lately  column's  head 

With  dignity  andeafe. 
When  great  Apellcs,  pride  of  Greece, 
Frown'd  on  tiie  almoll  finifh'd  pi^ce, 

Defjntiring  to  fuccced, 
What  thonph  the  miflllc  vengeance  paiVd 
I-rcm  hisrafli  hand,  the  landom  c:ill 
3VIip-litda(b  the  foam,  but  Ikill  had  forni'd  thcflecd. 
Nor  kfs  the  Phidian  arts  approve 

Labour,  and  patient  car. , 
Wha''e'erthelkill'i'lartifls':race, 
Laocoon's  pangs,  or  folt  Antinoas'face„ 
By  Ikill,  with  that  diviner  air 


— And  fhall  each  facrcd  feat, 
The  vales  of  irno,  and  the  Tufean  ftream, 
No  more  be  vifited  with  pilgrim  f-et .' 
No  more  on  l^vcet  Hyinetrus''  fummits  dream 
The  fons  of  Albion  f  or  below. 
Where  llyfliis' waters  flow, 

Trace  with  awe  the  dear  remains 
Of  moidd'rmg  urns,  and  mutilated  fanes  ? 
Far  be  the  thought.  Each  faered  feat, 
Each  monumeiit  of  ancient  fame, 
Shall  IHU  be  vnited  with  pilgrim  feet, 
And  Albion  gladly  own  from  whence  fhe  caught 
the  flame. 
StilUhall  herftudious  youth  repair. 
Beneath  tlieir  king's  protedling  care, 

I'o  every  clime  which  art  has  known; 
.And  rich  with  fpoils  from  every  coaft 
Return,  til!  Albion  learn  to  boalt 
An  Athens  of  her  own. 

ODE  XIX. 

FOR   THE  NEW-YEAR  1770. 

Forward,  Janus,  turn  thine  eyes. 

Future  fcenes  in  profpedt  view, 
Rifir.g  as  the  moments  rife, 

Which  form  the  fleeting  year  anew, 
Frefn  beneath  the  fcythc  of  time, 

Could  the  mufe's  voice  avail, 
Joysfhouldfpring,  and  reach  their  prime. 

Blooming  ere  the  former  fail. 
And  every  joy  its  tribute  bring 
To  Britain,  and  to  Britain's  king. 

Suns  fl'.ould  warm  the  pregnant  roil, 

Health  in  every  !)reeze  fhould  blow ; 
Plenty  crown  the  peafant's  toil. 

And  (bine  upon  his  cheerfulbrow. 
Round  the  throne  whilfl:  duty  waits, 

Duty  joiii'd  with  filial  love. 
Peace  fnouJd  triumph  in  our  gates, 

And  every  diilant  fear  remove ; 
Till  gratitude  to  Heav'n  fhould  raifc 
The  fpeaking  eye,  the  long  of  praife. 

Let  the  nations  round  in  arms 
.Stun  the  world  witli  war's  alarms, 
But  let  Britain  ftill  be  found 
Safe  within  her  wat'ry  bound. 
Tyrant  chiefs  may  realms  dellroy  ; 
Nobler  is  our  monarch's  joy, 
Of  all  th.at's  truly  gre^t  pofiefs'd, 
And  by  blefling,  truly  bleft. 

Though  comets  rife,  and  wonder  mark  their  wayv 
Above  the  bounds  of  natui  c's  fober  laws, 

It  is  .the  all-cheering  lamp  of  day, 
The  permanent,  the  unerring  caufe, 

By  whom  ih'enliven'd  v  orld  its courfe  maintains, 

By  whom  all  nature  fmiles,  and  beauteous  order 
reigns. 

ODE  XX. 

FOR   ins  MAJISTy's  birth-day,   JL'NE   4.  I/'O' 

Discord  Iicimv  '  the  torch  refign 
Jiarmony  IhuU  rule  to-day.— 


ODE 
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Whate'cr  thy  bufy  fiends  (^efign 

Ot'  future  ills  in  cruel  p!ay, 
To  torture  or  alarm  mankind, 

Lead  th'  infidious  truin  away, 
Some  blacker  hours  for  mifchicl  find ; 

Harmony  Ihall  rule  to-day. 

Dillinguifli'd  from  the  vulgar  year, 

And  mark'd  with  Heaven's  peculiar  white. 
This  day  fhall  grace  the  rolling  Ipiierc, 
And  linjj'ring'  end  its  bright  career, 
Unwilling;  to  be  loft  in  night. 
Difcord,  lead- thy  fends  away  ! 
Harmony  fliall  rule  to-day. 

Is  there,  intent  on  Britain's  good, 

Some  angel  hovering  in  the  fky. 
Whofe  ample  view  furvcys  her  circling  flood, 
Her  guardian  rocks,  that  {bine  on  high, 
Her  torefts  waving  to  the  gales, 
Her  ftreams  that  glide  through  fertile  vales, 
Her  lowing  paftures,  fleecy  downs. 
Towering  cities,  bufy  towns, 
Is  there  who  views  them  all  with  joy  ferene, 
And  breathes  a  bleffing  on  the  various  fcene  .' 

O  if  there  is,  to  him  'tis  given 
(When  daring  crimes  almoft  demand 
The  vengeance  of  the  thunderer's  hand\ 
To  fofcen  or  avert  the  wrath  of  Ht-aveu. 
O'er  ocean's  face  do  tempells  fweep  i 

Do  civil  llorms  blow  loud  ? 
He  ftills  the  raging  of  the  deep, 

And  madnefs  of  the  crowd. 

He  too,  vihen  Heaven  vouchfafes  to  fmile 
Propitious  on  his  favourite  ifle, 
With  zeal  performs  the  tafic  lie  loves, 
And  every  gracious  boon  improves. 

Blefb  delegate  !  if  now  there  lies 

Ripening  in  yonder  pregnant  flcies 
Some  great  event  of  more  than  common  good, 

Though  envy  howl  v/ith  all  her  brood. 
Thy  wonted  pov.er  employ  ; 

Ufner  the  mighty  moments  in, 
Sacred  to  harmony  and  joy. 
And  from  this  era  let  their  courfe  begin  ! 

ODK  XXI. 

FOa    THi;   NFW-VE^^R   1/7 1. 

Again  returns  tlie  circling  year. 

Again  the  feftal  day. 
Which  ulhers  in  its  bright  career. 

Demands  the  votive  lay  : 
Again  the  oft-acciifton\'d  miife 
Her  tributary  taflc  purfucs, 
Strikes  the  preluding  lyri;  again,  [ftrain. 

And  calls  tiie  liarmonious  band  to  an!mai.e  her 
Britain  is  the  glov/ing  theme  ; 
To  P5ritatn  facred  be  the  fon*  : 

Whate'er  the  fages  lov'd  to  dream 
Lycdan  fliades  among, 
(When  raptur'd  views  their  bofoms  warm'd, 
Of  perfeft  dates  by  fancy  form'd), 
United  here  and  realiz'd  we  fee. 
Thrones,  independence,  laws,  and  liberty! 
The  triple  cord,  which  binds  them  faft, 

Like  the  golden  chain  of  Jove, 

Combining  all  below  with  all  above, 

Shall  bid  the  facred  union  laft. 


W  hat  though  jar?  intefline  rife, 

And  difcord  feems  a  wliile  to  reign, 
Britain's  fens  arc  brave,  are  wife. 
The  ilorni  fubfides,  and  they  embrace  again. 

The  mafler-fpriiigs  which  rule  the  land, 

Guided  by  a  fcilful  hand, 
Toofening  now,  and  now  reilraining. 
Yielding  fomcth.ing,  fomething  gaining, 
Preferve  inviolate  the  public  frame. 
As,  though  the  fcalons  change,  the  year  is  flill , 
the  fame.  '  .    '" 

O  fhckuld  Britain's  foes  prefume, 

Trufting  fome  delufive  fcene 
Of  tranfient  feuds  that  rage  at  home, 

And  feem  to  fhake  the  nice  machine. 
Should  they  dare  to  lift  the  fword. 

Or  bid  their  hoflilc  thimders  roar, 
Soon  tlieir  pride  would  mirth  afford. 

And  brf  ak  like  billows  on  her  fhore ; 
Soon  would  find  her  vengeance  wake^ 
Weep  in  blood  tlie  dire  miftake, 
And  'gainfi  their  wild  attempts  united  fee 
Tiirones,  independence,  laws,  and  liberty  ! 

ODE  XXII. 

For,   KIS   majesty's   BIRTII-DAY,  JUNE  4.  IJJI. 

Lox".  did  the  churliih  eafl:  detain 

In  icy  bonds  th'  imprifon'd  Spring : 
No  verdure  dropp'd  in  dewy  rain. 

And  not  a  zephyr  wav'd  its  wing. 
Even  he,  th'  enlivrning  fourcc  of  day. 
But  pour'd  an  incf&rijLual  ray 

On  earth's^vild  bofom,  cold  and  bare  ; 
Where  not  a  plant  uprcar'd  its  head, 
Of  dar'd  its  infant  foliage  fpread 

To  meet  the  blafting  air. 

Nor  lefs  did  man  confefs  its  force  : 
Whate'er  could  damp  its  genial  courfe. 

Or  o'er  the  feats  of  life  prevail. 
Each  pale  difeafe  that  pants  for  breath. 
Each  painful  harbinger  of  death, 

Lurk'd  in  the  loaded  gale. 

But  now  th'  unfolding  year  refumes 

Its  various  hues,  its  rich  array; 
And  burlling  into  bolder  blooms. 

Repays  with  ftrongth  its  long  delay. 
'Tis  nature  reigns.   The  grove  unbinds 
Its  treffcst'o  the  fouthern  winds. 

The  birds  with  mufic  fill  its  bowers; 
The  flocks,  the  herds  ben.-ath  its  fliade 
Repofe,  or  fport  along  the  gkide, 

And  crop  the  rifing  flowers. 
iNor  lefs  does  man  lejoice.  To  him 
More  mildly  fweet  the  breezes  fcem, 

More  Ireih  the  fields,  the  funs  more  warm ; 
W'hile  health,  the  animating  foul 
Of  every  blifs,  infpires  the  whole. 

And  heightens'  each  peculiar  charm. 

Eoveliefl.  of  months,. bright  June  !  again 

Thy  feafon  fmiles.  With  thee  return 
The  frolic  band  of  pleafure's  train ; 

Willi  thee  Britannia's  fefl;al  morn, 
When  the  glad  land  her  homage  pays 

To  George,  he? monarch,  and  her  friend. 
"  May  cheerful  health,  may  length  of  days, 

"  And  fmilin^  peace  his  fteps  atten4  t 
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"  May  every  good" — Ceafe,  ceafe  the  ftrain  ; 
The  prayer  were  impotent  and  vain: 

What  greater  good  can  man  poflefs 
Than  he,  to  whom  all-bounteous  Heaven, 
With  unremitting  hand,  has  given 

The  power  and  will  to  blefs  ? 

ODE  XXIII. 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR    1772. 

^T  length  the  fleeting  year  is  o'er, 

And  we  no  longer  are  deceiv'd  ; 
The  wars,  the  tumults  are  no  more 

Which  fancy  form'd,  and  fear  believ'd. 
Each  diftant  obje<3;  of  diftrefs. 
Each  phantom  of  uncertain  guefs, 

The  bufy  mind  of  man  could  ralfe, 
Has  taught  ev'n  folly  to  beware ; 
At  fleets- and  armies  in  the  air 

The  wond'ring  crowd  has  ceas'd  to  gaze. 
And  fliall  the  fame  dull  cheats  again 

Revive,  in  fl^le  fucceflion  roll'd  ? 

Shall  fage  experience  warn  in  -Vain, 
JJor  the  new-year  be  wifer  than  the  old  ? 
Forbid  it,  ye  protecting  powers. 
Who  guide  the  months,  the  days,  the  hours, 

Whieh  now  advance  on  rapid  wing  ! 
May  each  new  fpedlre  of  the  night 
Difl"olve  at  their  approaching  light. 
As  fly  the  wint'ry  damps  the  foft  return  of  Spring. 
True  to  htrfelf  if  Britain  prove,  ^ 

What  foreign  foes  has  Ihe  to  dread? 
Her  facred  laws,  her  fov'reign's  love, 

Her  virtuous  pride  by  freedoin  bred. 
Secure  at  once  domeflic  eafe, 
And  awe  th'  afpiring  nations  into  peace. 

Did  Rome  e'er  court  a  tyrant's  fmiies, 
Till  fadlion  wrought  tl  c  civil  frame's  decay  .' 

Did  Greece  fubmit  to  Philip's  wiles. 
Till  her  own  faithlefs  fons  prepar'd  the  way  ? 

True  to  herfelf  if  Britain  prove, 

The  warring  world  will  league  in  vainj 
Her  facred  laws,  her  fovereign's  love, 
Her  empire  boundlcfs  as  the  main, 
Will  guard  at  once  domellic  eafe, 
And  awe  th'  afpiring  nations  into  peace, 

ODE  XXIV. 
FOR  HIS  majesty's  birth-day,  JUNE  4. 177Z. 
From  fcenes  of  death  and  deep  dillrefs 

(Where  Britain  fhar'd  her  monarch's  woe), 
Which  mofl  the  feeling  mind  opprefs. 
Yet  beft  to  bear  the  virtuous  knovi', 
Turn  we  our  eyes — The  eyprels  wreath 

No  more  the  plaintive  mufe  Ibnll  wear  ; 
The  blooming  flowers  which  roiaid  her  breathe, 

Shall  form  the  chaplet  for  her  hair ; 
J^nd  the  gay  month  which  claims  her  annual  firCj 
Shrill  raife  to  fprighilier  notes  the  animated  lyre. 
The  lark  that  mounts  on  morning  wings 

To  meet  the  tifing  day, 
AmidH:  the  clouds  exulting  fings, 
The  dewy  clouds,  whence  zephyr  flings 

The  fragrance  of  the  Alay. 
The  day  which  gave  our  monarch  birth, 
J?.f  calls  eachaoblcli  ihemc  of  ages  paft  ; 
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Tells  us.  whate'er  we  owed  to  ^Taffau's  worth, 
The  Brunfwick  race  confirm'd,  and  bade  it  laft : 

Tell  us,  vsith  rapturous  joy  unblam'd, 
And  confcious  gratitude,  to  teel 

Our  laws,  our  liberties  reclaim'd 
From  tyrant  pride  and  bigot  zeal ; 
While  each  glad  voice  that  wakes  the  echoing  air. 
In  one  united  wifli  thus  joins  the  general  prayer: 

"  Till  ocean  quits  his  fav'rite  iflc, 

"  Till  Thames,  thy  wat'ry  train 
"  No  more  Ihsll  blefs  its  pregnant  foil, 
"  May  order,  peace,  and  freedom  fmilc 

"  Beneath  a  Brunfwick's  reign  !" 

ODE  XXV, 

rOS   THE   NEvV-YEAR    1773, 

Wrapt  in  the  Hole  of  fable  grain, 
■  With  iliirins  and  tempefts  in  his  train. 

Which  howl  the  naked  woods  among, 

M'inter  claims  the  folemn  fong. 

Hark,  'tis  natuic'b  laft  tjfewell; 

Every  blalf-.  is  nature's  knell  ! 

Yet  fliall  glooms  opprefs  the  mind. 
So  oft  by  fage  experience  taught 

To  feel  its  prefent  views  confin'd, 
And  to  the  future  point  th'  alpiring  thought  ? 

All  that  fades  again  fliall  live, 

Nature  dies  but  to  revive. 
Yon  fun  who  fails  in  fouthcrn  ikies, 

And  faintly  gilds  th'  horizon's  bound, 
Shall  northward  flill,  and  northward  rife. 

With  beams  of  warmth  and  fplendour  crown'd ; 
Shall  wake  the  flumbering,  buried  grain 

From  the  cold  earth's  relenting  breail, 
And  Britain's  ifle  ihall  blooni  again 

In  ail  its  wonted  verdure  drefl. 

Britain,  to  whom  kind  Heaven's  indulgent  care 

Has  fix'd  in  temperate  climes  its  ftated  goal, 
Far  from  the  burning  zone's  inclement  air. 

Far  from  th'  eternal  frofts  which  hind  the  pole. 
Here  dewy  Spring  exerts  his  genial  powers; 

Here  Summer  glows  falubrious,  not  ftvere  ; 
Here  copious  Autumn  fpreads  his  golden  Ilores, 

And  Winter  llrengthens  the  returning  year. 

O  with  each  blefling  may  it  rife, 

Wliich  Heaven  can  give,  or  mortals  bear! 

May  each  wing'd  moment  as  it  flies, 
Imj)rove  a  joy,  or  eale  a  care  ; 

Till  Britain's  grateful  heart  aftonifli'd  bends 
To  chat  Almighty  Power  from  whom  all  good  dc- 
fcends, 

ODE  XXVI. 

FOR   HIS   majesty's  BIRTH-DAY,   JUNE  4.   I773. 

Born  for  millions  are  the  kings 

Who  fit  on  Britain's  guarded  throne  : 

From  delegated  power  their  glory  fprings, 
Their  birth-day  is  our  own  1 

In  impious  pomp  let  tyrants  fhine, 
Alfuniing  attributes  divine. 
And  fl-rctch  their  unrefifted  fway 
O'er  flaves,  who  tremble  and  obey. 
On  lawlefs  pinions  let  them  foar : 
Far  linppicr  he,  whofe  temperate  power. 
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Acknowlcdg'd  and  avow'd, 
Ev'n  on  the  throne  reftriftion  knows ; 
And  to  thoi'e  laws  implicit  bows 

By  which  it  rules  the  crowd. 

When  erft  th'  imperial  pride  of  Rome 
Kxulting  law  a  world  o'ercome, 
And  rais'd  a  mortal  to  the  (kies, 
There  were,  'tis  true,  with  eagle  eyes 

Who  viesv'd  the  dazzling  fcene. 
Though  incenfe  blazd  on  flattery 'sftirine, 
Gieat  Titus  and  the  greater  Antonine 
-     Felt,  and  confefs'd  they  were  but  irucn. 

But  ah  1  how  few,  let  hiftory  fpeak 
With  weeping  eye  and  blufliing  cheek. 

E'er  reach'd  tlieir  mtghty  mind. 
Man,  felfifli  man,  in  moft  prevail'd,  _ 
And  power  roU'd  down  a  curfe  entail'd 

On  reafon  and  mankind. 

Happy  the  land,  to  whom  'tis  given 
T'  enjoy  that  choiceft  boon  of  Heaven, 
Where  bound  in  one  illuflrious  chain. 
The  monarch  and  the  people  reign  ! 

Hence  is  Britannia's  weal  maintain'd  ; 

Hence  are  the  rights  his  fathers  gain'd 
To  every  free-born  fubjedt  known  -. 

Hence  to  the  throne,  in  fongs  of  praife, 

A  grateful  realm  its  tribute  pays, 
And  hails  the  king,  whofc  birth.-ddy  is  its  own. 

ODE  XXVII. 

FOR  THE  NEW-VEAR  1774. 

"  Pass  but  a  few  fhort  fleeting  years," 

Imperial  Xerxes  ligh'd  and  faid, 
Whilil  his  fond  eye  fuffus'd  with  tears, 

His  numerous  hofts  furvey'd  ; 
"  Pafs  but  a  few  fhort  fleeting  years, 
"  And  all  that  pomp,  which  now  appears 

"  A  glorious  living  fcene, 
"  Shall  breathe  its  hit ;  fliall  fall,  fliall  die, 
"  And  low  in  earth  yon  myriads  lie 

"  As  they  had  never  been '.'' 
True,  tyrant :   Wherefore  then  does  pride, 

And  vain  ambition,  urge  thy  mind 
To  fpread  thy  netdlefs  conquefls  wide, 

And  defolate  mankind  ? 
Say,  why  do  millions  bleed  at  thy  command  ? 
If  life,  alas,  is  fl:iort,  why  fliake  the  hally  land  ? 

Not  fo  do  Britain's  kings  behold 
Their  floating  bulwarks  of  the  main, 

Their  undulating  fails  unfold. 
And  gather  all  the  wind's  ai'riiil  reign. 

Myriads  they  fee,  prepar'd  to  brave 

The  loudeft  ftorm,  the  wildell  wave. 
To  hurl  jufl  thunders  on  inl'uking  fojs, 
To  guard,  and  not  invade,  tlie  world'b  repofc. 
Myriads  they  fee,  their  country's  dear  delight, 
Their  country's  dear  defence,  and   glory  iu  the 

fight : 

Nor  do  they  idly  drop  a  tear 

On  fated  nature's  future  bier  ; 
For  not  the  grave  can  damp  Britannia's  fires; 

Though  chang'd  the  men,  the  worth  is  lliil  the 
fame  ; 
The  fons  will  emulate  their  fires. 

And  the  iom  ibu5  will  cat;h  the  glorious  flam?  ! 
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ODE  XXVIII. 

FOR  HIS  majesty's  BIRTH-D^V,  JUNE  4.  I774» 

Hark  !— or  does  the  mufes's  ear 
I'orm  the  founds  ihe  longs  to  hear  ? — 
Hark  !  from  yonder  weltern  nialii 

O'er  the  white  wave  echoing  fa^. 
Vows  of  duty  fwell  the  itrain. 

And  drown  the  notes  of  war. 
The  prodigal  again  returns, 

And  on  liis parent's  neck  reclines; 
With  honeilfname  his  hofom  burns. 

And  in  his  eye  aflecftion  fiiines; 
Shines  through  tears,  at  once  that  prove 
Grief,  and  joy,  and  filial  love. 

Difcord,  flop  that  raven  voice. 
Left  the  nations  round  rejoice. 
Tell  it  not  on  Gallia's  plain. 

Tell  it  not  on  Ebro's  ftream, 
Though  but  tranfient  be  the  pain, 

Like  to  fome  delufive  dream  : 
For  foon  fliall  reafon,  calm  and  fagc, 

DeteA  each  vile  feducer's wiles. 
Shall  footh  to  peace  miftaken  rage, 

And  all  be  harmony  and  fniiies; 
Smiles  repentant,  I'uch  as  prove 
Grief,  and  joy,  and  filial  love. 

O  proplietic  be  the  mufe  ! 

I\lay  her  monitory  flame 
Wake  the  foul  to  noble  views, 

And  point  the  path  to  genuine  fame ! 
Jufl  fubjedcion,  mild  commands. 

Mutual  interelt,  mutual  love, 
Form  indiflbluble  bands, 

Like  the  golden  chain  of  Jove. 
Clofely  may  they  all  unite  ! 

And  fee,  a  gleam  of  luftre  breaks 
From  the  fhades  of  envious  night — 

And  hark  I  'tis  more  than  fancy  fpeaks — 
They  bow,  they  yield,  they  join  the  choral  lay, 
And  hail  with  us  our  monarch's  natal  day. 

ODE  XXIX. 

FOR   HIS  majesty's  BIRTK-DAY,    JUNE  4.  1775. 

Ye  powers,  who  rule  o'er  ftiates  and  kings. 
Who  fliield  with  fublunary  wings 

Man's  erring  race  from  woe. 
To  Britain's  fons  in  every  clime 
Your  blefiings  waft,  whatc'er  their  crime, 

On  all  the  winds  that  blow  ! 

Beyond  the  vaft  Atlantic  tide 
Extend  your  healing  influence  wide. 

Where  millions  claim  your  care: 
Infpire  each  juft,  each  filial  thought, 
And  let  the  nations  round  be  taught      . 

The  Britifli  oak  is  there. 

Though  vaguely  wild  its  branches  fpread, 
And  rear  almoft  an  alien  head 

Wide-waving  o'er  the  plain. 
Let  ftill,  unfpoil'd  by  foreign  earth, 
And  confciousof  its  nobler  birth. 

The  untainted  trunk  remain. 

Where  mutual  Intercft  binds  the  band. 
Where  due  fubjedion,  mild  commandj 
Enfuie  perpetual  eafe, 
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Shall  jarring  tumults  madly  rave, 
And  hoRile  banners  proudly  wave 

O'er  once  united  i'e?.s  ? 
No  ;  'midil  the  bhize  of  wrath  divine 
Heaven's  lovelieft  attribute  ihail  fhine, 

And  mercy  gild  the  ray; 
Shall  ilill  avert  imperiuing;  fate  ; 
And  concord  its  beic  era  oate 

From  this  aufpicious  day. 

ODE  XXX. 

FOR  THE   NEW-YEAR  1775- 

On  the  v/hite  rocks  which  guard  her  coa{l„ 

Obfervant  of  the  parting  day, 
Whofe  orb  was  half  in  ocean  loil, 
ReclJn'd  Britannia  lay. 

Wide  o'er  the  wat'ry  wafle 
A  penfive  look  ihe  cafl. ; 
And  fcarcc  could  check  the  rifincr  figh, 
And  fcarce  could  ilop  the  tear  which  trembled 
in  her  eye. 

«  Sheath,  fhe^ith  the  iword  which  thirds  for 
"  blood" 
(She  cried),  "  deceiv'd,  nriiftakcn  men  ! 
♦'  Nor  let  your  parent  o'er  the  flcod 
"  Send  forth  her  voice  in  vain ! 
"  Alas,  no  tyrar.t  flic, 
"  She  courts  you  to  be  free ! 
"  Submiflive  hear  her '"ntt  conniiand, 
«'  Nor  force  unwilling  vengeance  from  a  parent's 
«  haud." 

Hear  her,  ye  wife,  to  duty  true, 

And  teach  the  refc  to  feel. 
Nor  let  the  madnefs  of  a  few 

Diftrefs  the  public  weal! 

So  fhall  the  opening  year  "ffume, 
Time's  faireft  child,  a  happier  blpom  ; 

The  white-v/ing'd  houj  s  fhall  lightly  move, 

The  fun  with  adi'  .d  lullre  fhine  ! 
"  To  err  is  human." — -Let  us  prove 
"  Forgivenefs  is  divine!" 

ODE  XXXI. 

soR.ius  majesty's  birth-day,  JUNE  4.  1776. 

Ye  weftern  gales,  whofe  genial  breath 
Unbinds  the  glebe,  till  all  beneath 

One  verdant  livery  wears: 
You  footh  the  lultry  heats  of  noon, 
Add  foftnefs  to  the  fetting  fun. 

And  dry  the  morning's  tears. 

This  is  your  feafon,  iovely  gales. 
Through  ether  now  your  power  prevails ; 
And  our  dilated  hrealls  fhall  own 
The  joys  which  flow  from  you  alone. 

Why,  therefore,  in  you  dubious  iky. 
With  outfpread  wing,  and  cngcr  eye 

On  Jiftant  fcencs  intent, 

"  Sits  expcdation  in  the  air" ~>- 

Why  do,  alternate,  hope  and  fear 

Sufpcnd  fome  great  event  ? 

Can  Britain  fail  ?—  The  tliouglit  were  vain ! 
The  powerful  emprefs  of  the  main 


But  flrives  to  fmooth  th'  unruly  flood. 
And  dreads  a  conquell  flain'd  with  biood> 

While  yet,  ye  winds,  your  breezy  balm 
Through  nature  fpreads  a  genertti  cairn, 
While  yet  a  paufe  fell  difcord  knows  ; 
Catch  the  foft  moment  of  rcpofs, 

Your  genuine  powers  exert; 
To  pity  melt  th'  obdurate  mind, 
Teach  everv  bofom  to  he  kind, 

And  humanize  the  heart. 

Propitious  gales,  O  wing  your  way ! 
And  AvhiHl  we  hail  that  rightful  Iway 

VN^ljence  temper'd  freedom  fprings. 
The  blifsj  we  feel  to  future  times 
Extend,  and  from  your  native  climes 

Bring  peace  upon  your  wings ! — r— » 

ODE  XXXII. 

FOR   THE   NEW-VEAK    1777- 

Again  imperial  Winter's  fway 
Bids  tlie  eartli  and  air  obey; 
Throws  o'er  yon  hoftile  lakes  his  icy  bar, 
Anci,  for  a  while,  fufpends  the  rage  of  war, 

O  may  it  ne'er  revive ! Ye  wife, 

Ye  juft,  ye  virtuous,  and  ye  brave. 

Leave  fell  contention  to  the  fons  of  vice, 
And  join  your  powers  ts  fave  '. 

Enough  of  flaughter  have  ye  knov^fn, 
Ye  wayward  children  of  a  diflant  clime, 

For  yi  u  we  heave  the  kindred  groan. 
We  pity  your  misfortune  and  your  crime. 
Stop,  parricides,  the  blow, 
O  find  another  foe  ! 
And  hear  a  parent's  dear  requef!-, 
Who  longs  to  clafp  you  to  her  yielding  bread. 

What  change  would  ye  require  ?  What  form 
Ideal  floats  in  fancy's  fky  ? 
Ye  fond  cnthufiafcs  break  the  charm. 
And  let  cool  reafon  clear  the  mental  eye. 
On  Britain's  well-mix'd  ftate  alone. 
True  liberty  has  fix'd  her  throne. 
Where  law,  not  man,  an  equal  rule  maintains  : 
Can  fredom  e'er  be  found  where  many  a  tyrant 
reigns  ? 

United,  let  us  all  thofe  MefTings  find, 
The  God  of  nature  meant  mankind. 

Whate'er  of  error,  ill  redrefl ; 

Whate'er  of  pafTion,  ill  repreil: ; 

Whate'er  the  wicked  have  conceiv'd. 

And  folly's  heedlefs  fons  belicv'd, 
I/Ct  all  lie  buried  in  oblivion's  flood. 
And  our  great  cement  be— the  public  good. 

ODE  XXXIII. 

FOR   HtS  majesty's  BIRTH-DAY,    JUNE  4.  I777. 

Driven  out  from  heaven's  ethereal  domes, 
On  earth  infatiate  difcord  roams. 

And  ipreads  her  baleful  influence  far: 

On  wretched  man  her  fcorpion  flings 

Around  th'  infidious  fury  flings. 
Corroding  every  blifs,  and  fliarp'nlng  every  care. 

Hence,  demon,  hence  !  in  tenfold  night 
Thy  Stygian  fpells  employ. 


Nor  with  thf  prefencc  blaft  tlic  light 
01  that  aulpicious  day,  which  Britain  gives  to  joy. 

But  come,  thou  fofter  deity, 
Fairefl:  unanimity! 
Not  more  fair  the  ftar  that  leads 
Bright  Aurora's  glowing  fleeds, 
Or  on  Hcfper's  front  that  fhines, 
When  the  garifli  day  declines  ; 
Bring  thy  ui'ual  train  along, 
Feilive  dance,  and  choral  long, 
I,oofe-rob'd  fport,  from  folly  free. 
And  mif til,  chaflis'd  by  decency. 

Enough  of  war  the  penfive  mufe  has  fung. 
Enough  of  flanghtcr  trembled  on  her  tongue ; 
,,,       iairer  profpects  lef  her  bring 

1  han  hoftile  fields,  and  fcenes  of  blood  ; 

If  happier  hours  are  on  the  wing. 
Wherefore  damp  the  coming  good  ? 

If  again  our  tears  mufl  flow. 

Why  forcllal  the  future  woe? 

Bright-ey'd  hope,  thy  pkafing  power 

Clilds  at  leafl  the  prefent  hour. 

Every  anxious  thought  beguiles, 

Dreffes  every  face  in  fmiles, 
Nor  lets  one  tranfient  cloud  the  blifs  deftroy 
Oi  that  aufpicious  day,  which  Britain  gives  to  joy. 
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Britannia  flalks!  '' 'Twasthus  of  old, 
"  A'i  j- warlike  fons,  a  gallant  train. 
"  Call'd  forth  their  genuine  ftrength,and  fpread 
"  Their  banners  o'er  the  tented  mead;  [yield," 
"  'Twas  thus  they   taught  perfidious  France  t» 
She  cries,   and  fhovvs  the  lillies  on  her  fliield. 

"  Yes,  goddcfs,  yes!   'twas  thus  of  old,'' 
The  mufe  replies,  "  thy  barons  bold 
"  Led  forth  their  native  troops,  and  fpread 
"  Their  banners  o'er  the  tented  mead. 
"  But  nobler  now  the  zeal  that  warms 

"  Each  patriot  breaft :    For  freedom's  relgB 
"  Has  burlt  the  Morman's  feudal  chain, 
"  And  given  new  force  to  glory's  charms. 
"  No  vaflal  bands 
"  Rife  at  a  tyrant  lord's  commands  : 
"  'Tis  for  themfelves,  with  honell  rage, 
"  The  voluntary  youths  engage; 
"  To  guard  their  fiicred  homes  tliey  fight, 
"  And  m  their  own  afiert  the  public  right. 
"  Bound  by  choice,   and  choice  alone,      [own. 
"  Their  leaders,  and  their  laws  are  both  thejr 
"  Laws  obcy'd,  becaufe  approv'd, 

And  chiefs  that /ule,  becaufe  belov'd. 
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ODE  XXXIV. 


?0R  THE   NEW-YEAR  1778, 

When  rival  nations  great  in  arms. 

Great  in  power,  in  glory  great, 
Fill  the  world  with  war's  alarms. 

And  breathe  a  temporary  hate, 
The  hoftile  florms  but  rage  a  while. 

And  the  tir'd  conteft  tnds.— 
But  ah,  how  hard  to  reconcile 

The  foes  who  once  were  friends ! 
Each  hafly  word,  each  look  unkind. 

Each  uiftant  hint,  that  fecms  to  mean 
A  fomething  lurking  in  the  mind 

Which  nlmoft  longs  to  lurk  unfeen, 
Each  Ihadow  of  a  fliade  offends 
Th'  embitter'd  foes  who  once  were  friends. 

That  Power  alone  who  fram'd  the  foul. 

And  bade  the  fprings  of  pafiion  play, 
Can  ail  their  jarring  firings  controul. 

And  form  on  difcord  concord's  fway. 
'Tis  He  alone,  whofe  breath  of  love 
Did  o'er  the  world  of  waters  move, 

Whofe  touch  the  mountains  bends; 
Whofe  word  from  darkncfs  cali'd  forth  lipht, 
'Tis  He  alone  can  reunite 

The  foes  who  once  were  friends. 

1!«  Him,  O  Britain,  bow  the  knee! 
His  awful,  his  augufl  decree, 

■■Ye  rebel  tribes,  adore ! 
Forgive  at  once,  and  be  forgiven. 
Ope  in  each  breafl  a  little  heaven. 
And  difcord  is  no  more. 

ODE  XXXV. 

FOR    niS    majesty's  BIRTH-DAr,   JUNE  4.   1778. 

Asm'd  with  her  native  force,  behold 
How  proudly  thrpugheach  martial  plain 


[eyes, 


"  'I'is  hence  tliat  flafh  of  virtuous  pride, 

"  Which  Britain's  fons  difdain  to  hide, 

"  Glows  on  their  cheeks,    and  through  Nhek 

"  In  adiive  lire,  the  foe  defies: 

"  'Tis  hence,  at  home,  they  claim  and  find 

"  Th'  undoubted  rights  of  human  kind; 

"  And,  whilft  thty  own  a  juft  controul, 

«'  But  yield  a  part  to  guard  the  whole. 

"  'Tis  hence  they  fpuni  a  lervile  chain, 

"  While  tyrant  man's  defpotic  reio-n 

"  EnHaves  the  peopled  earth; 
"  And  hence,  ^vith  equal  zeal  obey 
"  A  father  king,  and  hail  the  day 

*«  Which  gave  fuch  monarchs  birth." 

ODE  XXXVI. 

FOR    THE    NEW-YEAR   I779. 

To  arms,  to  arms,  ye  fons  of  might. 
And  hail  with  founds  of  war  the  new-born  year! 

Britannia,  from  her  rocky  height. 
Points  to  the  Gallic  coaft,  and  lifts  her  fpear. 
Th'  immortal  hatred,  which  by  turns 
Wakes  and  fleeps,  with  fury  burns  : 
New  caufe  of  juft  offence  has  Albion  found. 
And  lo,  it  bleeds  afrclh,  th'  eternal  v/ound! 
Though  great  in  war,  of  flcill  pofTefl:, 
Though  native  courage  fire  their  breafl 
With  ardour  for  the  public  weal, 
Oaie  want,  at  Icafl,  our  rivals  feel, 
The  want  of  freedom,  damps  each  gen'roiis  aim; 
Vv'hoe'cr  the  lord  they  fervc,  th'  oppreflion  is  the 
fame. 

Power  drfpotic  rarely  knows, 
Rarely  hecds'a  lubjedl's  woes; 
By  force  it  claims,  with  grafping  hand, 
Whatc'er  ambition  dares  demand  : 
The  ravag'd  merchant,  plundcr'd  fwain, 
May  psur  their  weak  complaints  in  vain; 
Their  private  forrows  are  their  own  • 
A  tyrant  feels  not,  though  a  people  groan, 
^iru •  ^  h-ippif  far  the  well-mix'd  flate,         [fate. 
Which  biejpds  the  monarch's  with  the  fubjed's 
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What,  though  her  fleets  the  billows  load, 
What,  though  her  mimic  thunders  roar, 

She  bears  the  enfigiis  of  the  god, 

But  not  his  delegated  power.  force, 

Ev'n  from  the  birth  of  time,  'twas  Heaven's  de- 
The  queen  of  iflcs  ihould  reign  fole-  emprefs  of 
the  fea. 


And  links  the  fceptre  to  the  fpade  ! 

The  rtroke  which  wounds  the  lowljeft  clown 

Is  infult  to  the  Britifh  crown,  [invade. 

And  he  attacks  our  rights,  who  dares  the  throne 
One  common  flame,  one  adlive  foul 
Pervades,  and  animates  the  whole ; 
One  heart,  one  hand,  direcfts  the  blow, 

And  hurls  the  voUied  vengeance  on  the  foe. 


ODE  XXXVII. 

FOR    HIS    majesty's   BIRTH-DAy,   JUNE  4.  1779- 

Let  Gallia  mourn!  th'  infulting  foe, 
Who  dar'd  to  aim  the  treach'rous  blow. 
When  loft,  fhe  thought,  in  deep  difmay. 
Forlorn,  diftrefs'd,  Britannia  lay. 

Deems  flie  misfortune  e'er  can  tame 
The  gen'rous  inborn  Britilh  flame  ? 

I&  Agincourt  fo  little  known  ? 
Muft  frefh  convidlion  curb  her  pride. 
Each  age  new  annals  be  fupply'd. 

Of  Gallia's  fhame  and  our  renown  ? 

What  though  a  while  the  tempeft  fhrouds 
Her  fummits.  and  a  night  of  clouds 

Each  rock  and  mountain  wears; 
Yet  foon  returns  the  flitting  breeze. 
And  brighter  o'er  her  fubjed  feas 

The  queen  of  ifles  appears. 

Let  Gallia  mourn  !  th'  infulting  foe, 
Who  fees  by  all  the  winds  that  blow. 
Her  treafures  wafted  to  the  coaft 
She  infolently  deem'd  was  loft. 

Yon  fun,  that  with  meridian  ray 
Now  gik's  the  confccrated  day. 

When  Britain  breathes  her  annual  vow 
For  him,  the  guar'dian  of  her  laws, 
For  him,  who  in  her  facred  caufe 

Bids  the  red  bolt  of  vengeance  glow. 

That  very  fun,  when  Ganges'  ftream 
Redden'd  beneath  his  rifing  beam, 

Saw  Britain's  banners  wave 
In  eaftern  air,  with  honeft  pride, 
O'er  vanquifh'd  forts ;  which  Gallia  tried. 

But  tried  in  vain  to  fave. 

That  very  fun,  ere  evening  due 
Has  dimm'd  his  radiant  orb,  will  view. 
Where  Lucia's  mountains  tower  on  high. 
And  feem  to  prop  the  weftern  Iky, 
That  oft-contefted  ifland  own 
Allegiance  to  the  Britifli  throne. 

Like  her  own  oak,  the  foreft's  king, 

Though  Britain  feels  the  blows  around  ; 
Fv'n  from  the  fteel's  inflidive  fting, 
New  force  fhe  gains,  new  fcyons  fpring, 
And  flourifh  from  the  wound. 

ODE  XXXVIII. 

FOR   THE  NEW-YEAR  I780. 

And  dares  infulting  France  pretend 

To  grafp  the  trident  of  the  main, 
And  hope  the  aftonilh'd  world  fliould  bend 

To  the  mock  pageantry  alTum'din  vaiu  .' 


United  Bourbon's  giant  pride, 

Strains  every  nerve,  each  effort  tries. 
With  all  but  juftice  on  its  fide, 

That  ftrength  can  give,  or  perfidy  devife. 
Dread  they  not  Him  who  rules  the  fky, 

Whofe  nod  direds  the  whirlwind's  fpeed. 
Who  bares  His  red  right  arm  on  high. 

For  vengeance  on  the  perjur'd  head, 
Th'  Almighty  Power,  by  v>rhol"e  auguft  decree 
The  queen  of  ifles  alone  is  fovei-eign  of  the  fea  ? 

Vain-glorious  France  !  deluded  Spain  '. 
Whom  even  experience  warns  in  vain. 
Is  there  a  fea  that  dafliing  pours 
Its  big  waves  round  your  trembling  fliores, 
Is  there  a  promontory's  brow 
That  does  not  Britain's  vaft  achievements  know  ? 
Aflc  Bifcay's  rolling  flood, 

Afk  the  proud  Celtic  ftecp, 
How  oft  her  navies  rode 
Triumphant  o'er  the  deep  ? 
Afk  Lagos'  fummits  that  beheld  your  fate, 
Afk  Calpe's  jutting  front,  fair  caufe  of  endlefs 

hate. 
Yet  'midft  the  loudeft  blafts  of  fame. 

When  moft  the  admiring  nations  gaze» 
What  to  herfeif  docs  Britain  claim  ? 

— Not  to  herfelf  flie  gives  the  praife, 
.But  low  in  duft  her  head  flie  bows, 
And  proftrate  pays  her  grateful  vows 
To  Him,  the  Almighty  Power,  by  whofe  decree 
She  reigns,  and  ilill  Jnall  reign,  fole  emprefs  of 
the  fea. 

ODE  XXXIX. 

FOR    HIS    majesty's  BIRTH-DAV,    JUNK  4.1780. 

Stii-l  o'er  the  deep  does  Britain  reign, 
Her  monarch  ftill  the  trident  bears ; 
Vain-glorious  France,  deluded  Spain, 
Have  found  their  boafted  efforts  vain  ; 
Vain    as   the  ,  fleeting  fhades,  when  orient  light 
appears. 

As  the  young  eagle  to  the  blaze  of  day 

Undazzled  and  undaunted  turns  his  eyes, 
So  unappall'd,  where  glory  led  the  way, 
'Midft  ftorms  of  war,  'midft  mingling  feas 
and  fkies, 
The  genuine  offspring  of  the  Brunfwick  name^ 
Prov'd  his  high  birth's  hereditary  claim, 
And  the  applauding  nation  hail'd  with  joy 
Their  future  hero  in  the  intrepid  boy. 

Prophetic,  as  the  flame  that  fpread 

Round  the  young  lulus'  head, 

Be  that  bleft  omen  of  fucceis.    The  mufe 

Catches  thence  ecftatic  views; 

Sees  new  laurels  nobly  won, 

As  the  circling  year  rolls  on; 

Sees  that  triumphs  of  its  own 

Each  diftinguilh'd  month  fliail  crovwj; 


0    D 

And,  ere  this  feilive  day  again 

Returns  to  wake  the  gratetul  ftiain, 

Sees  all  that  hoft  of  foes, 

Both  to  her  glory  and  repofe, 
Bend  their  proud  necks  beneath  Britannia's  yoke, 
And  court  that  peace  which  their  injuftice  broke. 

Still  o'er  the  deep  fliall  Britain  reign, 
Her  monarch  flill  the  trident  bear; 

The  warring  world  is  leagu'd  in  vain 
To  conquer  thofe  who  know  not  iear. 

jjl^  Grafp'd  be  the  fpear  by  ev'ry  hand, 

K  Let  every  heart  united  glow, 

WS  Colletfted,  like  the  Theban  band, 

H  Can  Britain  dread  a  foe  ? 

No!  o'er  the  deep  Ihe  ftill  fliall  reign, 
Her  monarch  fiill  the  trident  bear : 

The  warring  world  is  leagu'd  in  vain 
To  conquer  thofc  who  knovf  not  fear. 

ODE  XL. 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR  lySl. 

Ask  round  the  world,  from  age  to  age. 
Not  where  alone  th'  hiftorian's  page 
Or  poet's  fong  have  jufl  attention  won  : 
But  even  the  feebleft  voice  of  fame 
Has  learnt  to  lifp  Britannia's  name, 
Aflc  of  her  inborn  worth,  and  deeds  of  high  renown ! 

What  power  from  Lufitania  broke 

The  haughty  Spaniard's  galling  yoke  ?  [ring  ? 

Who  bade  the  Belgian  mounds  with  freedom 
Who  fix'd  fo  oft  with  ftrength  fupreme 
Unbalanc'd  Europe's  nodding  beam, 

And  rais'd  the  Auflrian  eagle's  drooping  wing  ? 
'Twas  Britain  ! — Britain  heard   the  nations 

groan, 
As  jealous  of  their  freedom  as  her  own  ! 
Where'er  her  valiant  troops  (he  led, 
Check'd  and  abaih'd,  and  taught  to  fear. 

The  earth's  proud  tyrants  ftopp'd  their  mad 
career ;  [fled. 

To  Britain  Gallia  bow'd;  from  Britain  Juhus 

Why  then,  when  round  her  fair  proteftrefs' 
brow  [blow, 

The    dark   clouds  gather,  and  the  tempefts 
With  folded  arms,  at  eafe  reclin'd. 
Does  Europe  fit  ?  or,  more  unkind. 

Why  fraudulently  aid  the  infidious  plan  ? 

The  foes  of  Britain  are  the  foes  of  man. 

Alas  !  her  glory  foars  too  liigh ; 

Her  radiant  ftar  of  hberty 
Has  bid  too  long  th'  aftoniih'd  nations  gaze  ; 

That  glory  which  they  once  admir'd, 

That  glory  in  their  caufc  acquir'd. 
That  glory  burns  too  bright,  they  cannot  bear 
the  blaze. 

Then  Britain,  by  experience  wife, 
Court  not  an  envious  or  a  timid  friend; 

Firm  in  thyfelf  undaunted  rife, 
On  thy  own  arm  and  righteous  Heaven  depend. 

So  as  in  great  Eliza's  days, 

On  felf-lupported  pinions  borne 

Again  Hialt  thou  look  down  with  fcorn 
On  an  oppcfing  v.orHj  and  ;ill  its  wily  ways : 
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Grown  greater  from  diftrefs, 
And  eager  ftill  to  blefs. 
As  truly  generous  as  thou'rt  truly  brave, 
Again  fhalt  crulh  the  proud,  again  the  conquer'4 
fave. 

ODE  XLl. 

FOR     HIS     majesty's  BIRTH-DAr,   JUNE  4.  I^gf. 

Still  does  the  rage  of  war  prevail, 

Still  thirfls  for  blood  th'  irl'atiatj  fpear? 
Waft  not,  ye  winds,  th'  invidious  tale. 
Nor  let  th'  untutor'd  nations  hear. 
That  paffion  baffles  realbn's  beaded  reign, 
And  hall  the  peopled  world  is  civili7i;d  in  vain. 
What  are  morals,  what  are  lava's. 
What  religion's  facred  name  ? 
Nor  morals  Ibften,  nor  religion  awes  : 
Pure   though  the  precepts  flow,  the  actions  are 
the  fame. 
Revenge,  and  pride,  and  deadly  hate. 

And  avarice  tainting  deep  the  mind, 
With  alt  the  fury  fiends  that  wait. 

As  torturing  plagues,  on  human  kind, 
When  Ihown  in  their  own  native  light,  ' 
In  truth's  clear  mirror  heavenly  bright*, 

Like  real  monflers  rife ; 
But  let  illufion's  powerful  wand 
Transform,  arrange,  the  hideous  band, 
They  cheat  us  in  difguife  ; 
We  drefs  their  horrid  forms  in  borrow'd  rays 
Then  call  them  glory,  and  pyrfue  the  blaze.' 

O  blind  to  nature's  fecial  plan, 

And  Heaven's  indulgent  end  ! 
Her  kinder  laws  knit  man  to  man, 

As  brother  and  as  friend. 
Nature,  intent  alone  to  blefs. 

Bids  ftrife  and  difcord  ceafe  ; 
"  Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleafantnefe, 

"  And  all  her  paths  are  peace." 
Ev'n  this  aufpicious  day  would  wear 

A  brighter  face  of  joy  ferene ; 
And  not  one  ruffling  gale  of  care 

Diflurb  the  halcyon  fcene ; 
On  lighter  wings  would  zephyr  move,  n 

The  fun  with  added  luftre  ftine, 
Did  peace  defccnding  from  above. 

Here  fix  her  earthly  flirine ; 
Here  to  the  monarch's  fondeft  prayer 

A  jufl  attention  yield, 
And  let  him  change  the  fword  of  war 
For  her  proteding  fliield. 

ODE  XLIL 

FOR   THE  NEW-YEAR   I782. 

O  wond'rous  power  of  inborn  worth. 
When  danger  calls  its  fpirit  forth. 
And  flrong  neceffity  compels 
The  fecret  fprings  to  burft  their  narrow  cells  ! 
Though  foes  unnumber'd  gird  her  round, 
Though  not  one  friend  is  faithful  found, 

Though  impious  fcorn  derides. 
Yet  flill  unmov'd  amidft  the  band. 
Like  her  own  rocks,  does  Britain  fland, 

And  braves  th*  infulting  tides, 
A  world  in  arms  afTaults  her  reign, 
A  world  in  arms  affawlts  in  vain. 
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'Tis  Britain  calls,  ye  nations,  hear  ? 

Unbrace  the  corfelet,  drop  the  fpear. 

No  more  th'  infidious  toil  purfue, 
Nor  ftrive  to  weaken  what  you  can't  fubdue. 

'Tis  Britain  calls  :  with  fatal  fpeed 

You  urge,  by  headlong-  fury  led, 
Your  own  impending  fate. 

Too  late  you'il  weep,  too  late  you'll  find, 

'Twas  for  the  glory  of  mankind, 
That  Britain  ihould  be  great. 
In  Britain's  voice,  'tis  freedom  calls, 
For  freedom  dies,  if  Britain  falls. 

She  cannot  fall ;  the  fame  Almighty  hand 
That  rais'd  her  white  rocks  from  the  main. 
Does  flill  her  arduous  caufe  maintain,       Jand. 

Still  grafps  the  fhield  that  guards  her  favour'd 
Obedient  to  his  word, 
Not  to  dedroy,  but  to  reclaim, 

Th'  avenging  angel  waves  the  flaming  fword : 
Revere  his  aviffal  name  ! 
Repentant  in  the  dull, 
Confefs  his  judgments  juft ; 

Th'  avenging  fword  fliall  ceafe  to  wave. 

And  whom  his  mercy  fpares,  his  power  fhall  fave, 

ODE  XLIU, 

roR  HTS  Majesty's  BIRTH-D.1Y,  june  4.  17S2. 

Still  does  reludant  peace  refufe, 
Though  courted  by  each  generous  mind, 

To  flied  her  panacjan  dues, 

And  heal  the  madnefs  of  mankind ! 

Muft  this  aufpicious  day  again 

Be  clouded  with  one  anxious  care. 
And  powers  maliOTant  render  vain       [pray'r  '. 
The  monarch's  foncfcft  wifh,  the  people's  general 

O  no  !  in  yonder  pregnant  Iky, 

Whence  all  our  hopes  and  bleflings  fpring, 
New  burfcing  fcenes  of  glory  lie, 

And  future  joys  are  on  the  wing  ! 
The  ling'ring  morn,  that  coyly  iheds 
On  broken  clouds  and  mountain-heads 

At  firft  a  glimmering  ray, 
Now  brighter  and  now  brighter  glows, 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  luftre  flows, 

'Till  all  is  future  day. 
And  earth,  rejoicing-  in  ethereal  light, 
Forgets  the   dreary  damps,  and  live-long  fhades 
of  night. 

Satiate  of  war,  whofe  mad  exccfs 

No  bound    no  kind  reflridlion  knows. 
But  markh  its  progrcfs  widi  dillicfs, 

The.  willing  world  Ihall  feck  repofe  ; 
And  Belgia,  waking  from  her  dreams 
Of  Gailii:  frauds,  illufive  fchemes, 
Shall  add  new  flrength  to  concord's  chain, 
And  know  her  ancient  friends  again. 

While  thofc,  whom  nearer  ties  unite, 

Whom  :iU  the  ch;irities  combine'. 
Shall  backward  tuin  their  trembling  fight. 

And  deprecate  the  wrath  divine  : 
'Midfl  bleeding  heap>  of  brothers  flam, 
'JVlidit-  defolation's  horrid  reign, 

And  all  its  complicated  woes, 
.With  wild  affright  iu  every  fuce, 
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Shall  flrain  more  clofe  the  flrieS  embrace, 
And  wonder  they  could  e'er  be  foes. 

O  pleafing  hope,  O  bleft  prefage 
Of  joys  to  lall  from  age  to  age!  [approve. 

For  what  Heaven's  felf  commands  mulh  Heaven 
Returning  amity,  and  mutual  love  ! 

And  hark !  on  yonder  weftern  main 

Imperious  France  is  taught  to  know, 
That  Britain  reaffumes  her  reign  : 
Her  thunders  only  flept,  to  llrike  the  deeper  blow. 

Ye  nations,  hear  !  the  Gallic  flar. 

Shorn  of  its  beams,  th'  horizon  leaves  ; 

That  fatal  firebrand  of  the  war 
No  longer  dazzles  and  deceives. 

Record  it  in  the  faireft  light 

Of  faithful  hiflory's  future  page, 
"  They  only  triumph'd,  whilfl  they  (hunu'4 
"  the  fight, 

"  We,  when  we  forc'd  them  to  engage." 

ODE  XLIV. 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR  I783. 

Ye  nations,  hear  th'  important  tale 

Though  armies  prefs,  though  fleets  aflail. 
Though  vengeful  war's  colledled  flores 

At  once  united  Bourbon  pour? 

Unmov'd  amidft  th'  infulting  bands. 
Emblem  of  Britain,  Calpe  (land'; —     [mourn, 
Th'     all-conquering    hofts    their    biifilcd    efforts 
And,  though  the  wreath's  prepar'd,  unwreath'd 
the  chiefs  return. 


Ye  nations,  hear !  nor  fondly  deem 

Britannia's  ancient  fpirit  fled  ; 
Or  glofiug  .veep  her  fetting  beam, 

Whofe    fierce    meridian    rays    her   rivals 
dread — 
Her  genius  flept — her  genius  wakes — 
Nor  fl^rength  deferts  her,  nor  high  Heaven 
forl'akes. 

To  Heaven  fhe  bends,  and  Heaven  alone. 

Who  all  her  wants,  her  weaknefs  knows, 
And  fupplicates  th'  eternal  Throne 

To  fpare  her  crimes,  and  heal  her  woes.    " 
Proud  man  with  vengeance  flill 
Purfues,  and  aggravates  e'en  fancied  ill; 
Far  gentler  means  offended  Heaven  employs, 
With  mercy   Heaven    correiils — — diaftifes,  not 
deftroys. 

When  hope's  lafl  gleam  can  hardly  dare 
To  pierce  the  gloom    and  footh  defpair  ; 
When  flames  th'  uplifted  bolt  on  high. 
In  at^  to  cleave  th'  offended  Iky, 
Its  iffiiing  wrath  can  Heaven  reprefs, 
And  win  to  virtue  by  fuccefs. 

Then  O  !  to  Heaven's  protetling  hand 
Be  praife,  be  prayer  addrefl,. 

Whofe  mercy  bids  a  guilty  land 
Be  virtuous,  and  be  blell ! 

So  fhall  the  rifing  year  fegain 
The  ei '  ing  feafons  wonted  chain  ; 
The  roiling  month';  that  gird  the  fpherr,, 
A^ain  their  wonted  liveries  wear ; 
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And  health  breatlie  frelli  In  every  gale, 
And  plenty  clotlie  each  fmiling  vale 
With  all  the  bleffings  nature  yields 
To  temperate  funs  from  fertile  fields. 

So  fhall  the  proud  be  taught  to  bow, 
Pale  envy's  fierce  contentions  ceafe, 

Thefea  once  more  its  fovereigii  know. 
And  glory  gild  the  wreath  of  peace. 

ODE  XLV. 

FOR    HIS    majesty's  BIRTH-DAV.   JUNE  4.  17^3 

At  length  the  troubled  waters  reft, 
And,  Ihadowing  ocean's  calmer  breafl, 

Exulting  commerce  fpreads  her  woven  wings  : 
Free  as  the  winds  that  waft  them  o'er, 
Her  ifTuing  veffels  ghde  from  Ihore  to  fuore, 

And  in  the  bending  flirouds  the   carclels  fea-boy 
fing=. 

Is  peace  a  blcfiing  ? — Aik  the  mind 

That  glows  with  love  of  human  kind, 
That  knows  no  guile,  no  partial  weaknci's  knows, 

Contraded  to  no  narrow  fphere, 

The  world,  the  world  at  large  is  umpire  here  ; 
They  feel,  and  they  enjoy,   the    bieCings  peace 
bellows. 
Then,  oh  !  what  blifs  his  bofom  flipres, 

M^ho,  corifcious  of  ingenuous  worth, 
Can  nobly  fcorn  inferior  cares. 

And  fend  the  generous  edlA  forth ; 
To  diftant  fighs  of  niodeft  woe 

Can  lend  a  pitying  lifl'nihg  ear, 
Nor  fee  the  mcaneft  forrows  flow 

Without  a  fympathifing  tear. 

Though  rapine  with  her  fury  train 
Rove  wide  and  wild  o'er  earth  and  main. 

In  adl  to  ftrike,  though  flaughter  cleave  the  air, 
At  his  conunand  they  drop  the  fword. 
And  in  their  midway  courfe  his  potent  word 

Arrefts  the  ihafts  of  death,  of  terror,  of  defpair. 

When  tbofc  who  have  the  power  to  blefs, 

Are  readiell;  to  relieve  diftiefs, 
When  private  virtues  dignify  a  crown, 

The  genuine  fons  of  freedom  feel 

A  duty  which  tranfcends  a  fubjetSi's  zeal. 
And  dread  the  man's  reproach  more  than   the 
monarch's  frown. 

Then  to  this  day  be  honours  paid 

The  world's  proud  conqu'rors  never  knew; 
Their  laurels  fhrink,  their  glories  fade, 

Espos'd  to  reafon's  fober  view. 
But  reafon,  juftice,  truth  reioice, 

When  difcord's  baneful  triumphs  ceafe, 
And  hail,  with  one  united  voice, 

The  friend  of  man,  the  friend  of  peace. 

ODE  XLVI. 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR  I7S4. 

Enough  of  arms — to  happier  ends 
Her  forv.ard  view  Britannia  bends ; 
The  gen'rous  hoUs,  who  grafp'd  the  fwcrd, 
Obedient  to  htr  awful  word. 


Though  martial  glory  ceafe, 
Sliall  now,  with  equal  indullry. 
Like  Rome's  brave  fons,  when  Rome  was  free, 

Refume  the  arts  of  peace. 

O  come,  ye  toil-worn  wand'rers,  come 
I'o  genial  hearths,  and  fecial  home, 

The  tender  houlewifc's  bufy  care  ; 
I  The  board  v^ith  temperate  plenty  crown'dj 
The  fmiling  progeny  around, 

I'hat  lillcn  to  the  tale  of  war. 

Yet  be  not  war  the  fav'rite  theme, 

For  what  has  war  with  blifs  to  do? 

Teach  them  more  jufily  far  to  deem. 
And  own  experience  taught  it  you. 

Teach  them,  'tis  in  the  will  of  fate, 

Their  frugal  induflry  alone 
Can  make  their  country  truly  great. 

And  in  her  blifs  fecure  their  own. 

Ee  all  the  fongs  that  footh  their  toil. 
And  bid  the  brow  of  labour  fmile, 

V/hen  through  the  loom  the  lliuttle  glides. 
Or  fhining  fhare  the  glebe  divides. 
Or,  bending  to  the  woodman's  flr&ke. 
To  waft  her  commerce,  falls  the  Eritifli  oak- 
Be  all  their  fongs,  that  foften  thefe, 
i  Of  cairn  content  and  future  well-earn'd  eafe; 
Nor  dread,  left  inborn  fpirit  die  : 

One  glorious  leffon,  early  taught. 
Will  all  the  boalied  powers  fupply 

Of  pradrifed  rules  and  ftudied  thought. 
From  the  firfl;  dawn  of  reafon's  ray 
On  the  young  bcfom's  yielding  clay, 
Strong  be  their  country's  love  impreft. 
And  with  your  own  example  fire  their  breafl : 
Tell  them  'tis  theirs  to  grafp  the  fword 
When  Britain  gives  the  awful  w  ord  ; 

To  bleed,  to  die,  in  Britain's  caufe. 
And  guard,  from  fadion  nobly  free. 
Their  birth-right  blelTing,  liberty. 
True  liberty,  that  loves  the  laws. 


ODE  XLVII. 

FOR  HIS    majesty's  BIKTH-DA",  JUNE  4.  f784- 

Hail  to  the  day,  whofe beams,  again 
Returning,  claim  the  choral  flrain. 
And  bid  us  breathe  our  annual  vows 
To  the  firft  power  that  Britain  knows  ; 
The  power  which,  though  iifeif  reftrain'd. 
And  fubjedl  to  that  jull  controul 
Which,  many  an  arduous  conflicl  gain'd, 
Conned;s,  unites,  and  animates  the  whole. 

Yon  radiant  fun,  whofe  central  force 
V\'inds  back  each  planet's  vagrant  courfe, 
{  And  through  the  fyftems  holds  imperial  fway. 
Bound  by  the  fame  inherent  law?, 
Ev'n  whilfr  it  feems  the  a<51:ive  c:iufe,        [they. 
Promotes  the  general  good,  as  much  confin'd  a^ 

That  wond'rous  plan,  through  ages  fought, 
Which  elder  Egypt  never  taught, 
Nor  Greece  with  all  her  letter'd  lore. 
Nor  liruggling  Rome,  could  e'er  explore. 
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Though  many  a  farm  of  rule  flie  tried  ; 
That  wond'rous  plan  has  Britain  found. 
Which  curbs  licentioufnefs  and  pride, 
Yet  leaves  true  liberty  without  a  wound. 

The  fierce  Plantagenets  beheld 

Its  growing  ftrength,  and  deign'd  to  yield  ; 
Th'    imperious  Tudors    frown'd,    and    felt    ag- 
griev'd; 

Th'  unhappy  race,  whofe  faults  we  mourn, 

Delay'd  awhile  its  wifti'd  return,  [chiev'd. 

'Till  Erunfwick  perfected  what  NalTau  had  at- 

From  that  bright  era  of  renown, 
Aflrea  walks  the  world  again, 

Her  fabled  form  the  nations  own, 
With  all  th'  attendant  virtues  in  her  train. 

Hark  !  with  what  general  loud  acclaim 
They  venerate  the  Britilh  name , 
When  forms  of  rule  are  in  the  balance  Weigh'd, 
And  pour  their  torrents  of  applaufe 
On  the  fair  ifle,  whofe  equal  laws 
Controul  the  fceptre,  and  proted  the  fpade. 

The  triple  chain,  which  binds  them  faft. 
Like  Homer's  golden  one,  defcends  from  Jove ; 

Long  may  the  facred  union  laft, 

And  the  mixt  powers  in  mutual  concert  move, 

Each  tempering  each,  and  liftening  to  the  call 

Of  genuine  public  good,  bleft  fource  and  end  of 

all ! 


ODE  XL VIII, 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR  I785. 

Delusive  is  the  poet's  dream, 

Or  does  prophetic  truth  infpire 
The  zeal  which  prompts  the  glowing  thdme, 

And  animates  th'  according  lyre  ? 

Truft  the  mufe  :  her  eye  commands 

Diftant  times  and  diftant  lands; 

Through  bu  riling  clouds,  in  opening  flcies, 

Sees  from  difcord  union  rife ; 
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And  fricndfliip  bind  unwilling  foes 

In  firmer  ties  than  duty  knows.  4 

Torn  rudely  from  its  parent  tree, 

Yon  fcyon  rifing  in  the  wefl 
Will  foon  its  genuine  glory  fee, 

And  court  again  the  foftering  breail, 
Whofe  nurture  gave  its  powers  to  fpread. 
And  feel  their  force,  and  lift  an  alien  head. 

The  parent  tree,  when  florms  impend. 
Shall  own  affeiftion's  warmth  again  ; 
Again  its  foftering  aid  fliall  lend. 

Nor  hear  the  fuppliant  plead  in  vain; 
Shall  flretch  protedling  branches  round. 
Extend  the  flicker,  and  forget  the  wound. 

.  Two  Britains  through  th'  admiring  world 
Shall  wing  their  way  with  fails  unfurl'd  ; 
Each  from  the  other's  kindred  ftate 
Avert  by  turns  the  bolts  of  fate; 
And  ai5ls  of  mutual  amity  endear 
The  Tyre  and  Carthage  of  a  wider  fpherc. 

When  Rome's  divided  eagles  flew. 
And  different  thrones  her  empire  knew, 
The  varying  language  foon  disjoin'd 
The  boafted  mailers  of  mankind : 
But  here,  no  ills  like  thofe  we  fear. 
No  varying  language  threatens  here; 
Congenial  worth,  congenial  flame. 
Their  manners  and  their  arts  the  fame, 
To  the  fame  tongue  fhall  glowing  themes  afford, 

And  Britilh  heroes a6l, and  Britifhbards record. 
Fly  fwift,  ye  years !  ye  minutes  hafte  ! 
And  in  the  future  lofe  the  pall; 
O'er  many  a  thought-afflidling  tale, 
Oblivion,  call  thy  friendly  veil ! 
Let  not  memory  breathe  a  ligh. 
Or  backward  turn  th'  indignant  eye  ; 
Nor  the  infidious  arts  of  foes 
Enlarge  the  breach  that  longs  to  clofe. 
But  a6ts  of  amity  alone  infpire 

Firm  faith,  and  cordial  love,  and  wake   the  wil- 
ling lyre. 


PROLOGUES  AND  EPILOGUES: 


PROLOGUE  TO  THE  ROMAN  FATHER . 

SPOKEN  BY   MR,  BARRY,    I7JO, 

Britons,  to-night  in  native  pomp  we  come. 
True  heroes  all,  from  virtuous  ancient  Rome  ; 
Jn  thofe  far  diftant  times  when  Romans  knew 
The  fweets  of  guarded  liberty,  like  you  ; 
And,  fafe  from  ills  which  force  or  fadlion  brings, 
::aw  freedom  reign  beneath  the  fmile  of  kings. 
Yet  Irom  fuch  tunes,  and  fuch  plain  chiefs  as 
thcfc, 
What  can  wc  frame  a  polifh'd  age  to  pleafc  ? 


Say,  can  you  liften  to  the  artlcfs  woes 
Ot  an  old  tale,  which  every  fchool-boy  knows  ? 
Where  to  your  hearts  alone  the  fcenes  apply, 
No  nitrit  their's  but  pure  fimplicity. 

Our  bard  has  play'd  a  moft  adventurous  part. 
And  turn'd  upon  himfelf  the  critic's  art ; 
Stripp'd   each    luxuriant    plume    from    fancyV 

wings. 
And  torn  up  fmiiles  like  vulgar  things: 
Nay  ev'n  each  moral,  fentimental,  flrokc. 
Where  not  the  charadter,  but  poet  fpoke. 
He  lopp'd,  as  foreign  to  his  chafte  defign. 
Nor  fpar'd  an  ufelels,  though  a  golden  line. 
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Thefe  are  his  arts  ;  if  thefe  cannot  atone 
For  all  thofe  namekfs  errors  yet  unknown  ; 
If,  fhunning  faults  which  nobler  bards  commit, 
He  wants  their  force  to  ftrike  th'  attentive  pit; 
Be  juft,  and  tell  him  fo ;  he  alks  advice. 
Willing  to  learn,  and  would  not  alk  it  twice. 
Your  kind  applaufc  may  bid  him  write — ^beware  ! 
Or  kinder  cenfure  teach  him  to  forbear. 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SAME. 

SPOKEN   BY   MRS.  PRITCHARD,    I75O. 

Ladtes,  by  me  our  courteous  author  fends 
His  compliments  to  all  his  female  friends; 
And  thanks  them  from  his  Ibul  for  every  bright 
Indulgent  tear,  which  they  have  fhed  to-night. 
Sorrow  in  virtue's  caufe  proclaims  a  mind, 
And  gives  to  beauty  graces  more  refin'd. 
C)  who  could  bear  the  lovelieil  form  of  art, 
A  cherub's  face,  without  a  feeling  heart  1 
*Tis  thei-e  alone,  whatever  charms  we  boaft, 
Though  men  may  flatter,  and  though  men  will 

toaft, 
'Tis  there  alone  they  find  the  joy  fincere  ; 
The  wife,  the  parent,  and  tlie  friend,  arc  there  : 
All  elfe,  the  verieft  rakes  themfelves  muft  own, 
Are  but  the  paltry  play-things  of  the  town  ; 
The  painted  clouds,  which  glittering  tempt  the 

chace, 
Then  melt  in  air,  and  mock  the  vain  embrace. 

Well  then  ;  the  private  virtues,  'tis  confefl, 
Are  the  foft  inmates  of  the  female  breaft. 
But  then,  they  fill  fo  full  that  crowded  fpace. 
That  the  poor  public  feldom  finds  a  place. 
And  I  fufpe(5l  tliere's  many  a  fair  one  here, 
Who  pour'd  her  forrows  on  Horatio's  bier. 
That  ftill  retains  fo  much  of  flefh  and  blood, 
She'd  fairly  hang  the  brother,  if  fhe  could. 

Why,  ladies,  to  be  fure,  if  that  be  all, 
At  your  tribunal  he  muft  ftand  or  fall. 
Whate'er  his  country  or  his  fire  decreed, 
You  are  his  judges  now,  and  he  mufl  plead. 

Like  other  culprit-youths,  he  wanted  grace ; 
But  could  have  no  felf-intereft  in  the  cafe. 
Had  fhe  been  wife,  or  miflrefs,  or  a  friend. 
It  might  have  anfwer'd  fome  convenient  end  : 
But  a  mere  fifter,  whom  he  lov'd — to  take 
Her  life  away — and  for  his  country's  f^ike  ! 
Faith,  ladies,  you  may  pardon  him ;  indeed 
There's  very  little  fear  the  crime  fhould  fpread. 
True  patriots  are  but  rare  among  the  men. 
And  really  might  be  ufeful,  now  and  then 
Then  do  not  check,  by  your  difapprobation, 
A  fpirit  which  once  rul'd  the  Britifh  nation 
And  flill  might  rule— would  you  but  fet 
fliion, 

PROLOGUE 


en. 

;ion,  T 
tion,  f 
t  the  fa-  r 


TO  EVERT  MAN  IN  HIS  HUMOUR. 
Spoken  by  Mr.  Garrici,  I75I. 

Critics  !  your  favour  is  our  author's  right— 

The  well-known  fcenes  wc  fhall  prefent  to-night, 

Are  no  weak  efforts  of  a  modern  peo. 

But  the  flrong  touches  of  immortal  Ben  ; 

A  rough  eld  bard,  whofe  honeft  pride  difdain'd 

Applaufe  itfelf,  unlefs  by  merit  gain'd— • 


And  would  to-night  your  loudcft  praife  difclaim.'J 
Should  his  great  fliadc  perceive  the  doubtful  f 
fame,  C 

Not  to  his  labours  granted,  but  his  name.  3 

Boldly  he  wrote,  and  boldly  told  the  age, 
"  He  dar'd  not  proftitute  the  ufeful  ftage, 
"  Or  purchafe  their  delight  at  fuch  a  rate, 
"  As  for  it  he  himfelf  muft  juftly  hate  ; 
"  But  rather  begg'd  they  would  be  pleas'd  to  fee 
"  From  him  fuch  plays  as  other  plays  fhould  be ; 
"  Would  learn  from  him  to  fcprn  a  motley  fcenc, 
"  And  leave  their  monftcrs,  to  be  pleas'd  with 
"  men."  [chang'd. 

Thus  fpoke  the  bard. — And  though  the  times  are 
Since  his  free  mufe  for  fools  the  city  rang'd; 
And  fatirc  had  not  then  appear'd  in  ftate. 
To  lafh  the  finer  follies  of  the  great ; 
Yet  let  not  prejudice  infeft  your  mind. 
Nor  flight  the  gold,  becaufe  not  quite  refin'd ; 
With  no  fallc  nicenefs  this  performance  view. 
Nor  damn  for  low,  whate'er  is  juft  and  true  : 
Sure,  to  thofe  fcenes  fome  honour  fhould  be  paid, 
Which  Camden  patroniz'd,  and  Shakfpeare  play'd  : 
Nature  was  nature  then,  and  ftill  furvives; 
The  garb  may  alter,  but  the  fubftance  lives, 
Lives  in  this  play — where  each  may  find  compIetCi 
His  pi(51:ur'd  felf Then  favour  the  deceit- 
Kindly  forget  the  hundred  years  between ; 
Become  old  Eritons,  and  admire  old  Ben. 

PROLOGUE  TO  CREUSA. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  ROSS,   I754. 

Prologues  of  old,  the  learn'd  in  language  fay^ 
Were  merely  introduftions  to  the  play, 
Spoken  by  gods,  or  ghofts,  or  men  who  knew 
Whate'er  was  previous  to  the  fcenes  in  view ; 
And  complaifantly  came  to  lay  before  ye 
The  feveral  heads  and  windings  of  the  ftory. 

But  modern  times  and  Britifh  rules  are  fuch, 
Our  bards  beforehand  muft  not  tell  too  much  ; 
Nor  dare  we,  like  the  neighb'ring  French,  admit 
Ev'n  confidants,  who  might  inftrudl  the  pit, 
By  afking  queftions  of  the  leading  few. 
And  hearing  fecrets,  which  before  they  knew. 

Yet  what  we  can  to  help  this  antique  piece 
We  will  attempt. — Our  fcene  to-night  is  Greece, 
And  by  the  magic  of  the  poet's  rod, 
This  llage  the  temple  of  the  Delphic  god ! 
Where  kings,  and  chiefs,  and  fages  came  of  old, 
Like  modern  fools,  to  have  their  fortunes  told  ; 
And  monarchs  were  enthron'd,  or  nations  freed. 
As  an  old  pricft,  or  wither'd  maid,  decreed. 
Yet  think  not  all  were  equally  deceiv'd, 
Some  knew,  more  doubted,  many  more  believ'd. 
In  fhort,  thefe  oracles  and  witching  rhymes 
Were  but  the  pious  frauds  of  ancient  times ; 
Wifely  contriv'd  to  keep  mankind  in  aw^e. 
When  faith  was  wonder,  and  religion  law! 

Thus  much  premis'd,  to  ev'ry  feeling  breaft 
We  leave  the  fcenes  themfelves  to  tell  the  refl. 

— Yet  fomething  fure  was  to  the  critics  laid. 
Which  I  forget — fome  invocation  made  ! 

Ye  critic  bands,  like  jealous  guardians,  plac'd 
To  watch  th'  encroachments  on  the  realms  of  taftc. 
From  you  our  author  would  two  boons  obtain. 
Not  wholly  diffident,  nor  wholly  vain  : 
Two  things  he  afks ;  'tis  modeft,  fure,  from  yon 
Who  can  do  all  things,  to  requell  but  two  ; 
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ipirfl  to  his  fcenes  a  kind  attention  pay, 

Then  judge  ! — with  candour  judge — and  wc  obey. 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SAME. 

SPOKEN    BY    MISS  HAUGKTON,   'WHO  ACTED  THE 
PYTHIA,   1754. 

At  length  I'm  freed  from  tragical  parade, 
Ko  more  a  Pythian  prieflefs — thougli  a  maid  ; 
At  once  refigning,  with  my  facred  dwelhijg, 
Jdy  wreaths,  my  wand,  my  arts  of  fortunt-telling. 

Yet  fuperftitious  folks,  no  doubt  are  here, 
"Who  ftill  regard  me  v.'ith  a  kind  of  fear, 
Xeft  to  their  fecret  thoughts  thefe  prying  eyes 
Should  boldly  pafs,  and  take  them  by  furprife. 
Kay,  though  I  difavow  the  whole  deceit, 
And  fairly  own  my  fcience  all  a  cheat, 
Should  I  declare,  in  fpite  of  ears  and  eyes, 
The  beaus  were  handfome,  or  the  critics  wife, 
They'd  all  believe  it,  and  with  dear  delight 

Say  to  themfelvet  at  leaft [right." 

■'  The  girl  has  tafte ;"  "  The  woman's   in  the 

Or  fhould  I  tell  the  ladies,  fo  difpos'd. 
They'd  get  good  matches  ere  the  feafon  clos'd, 
They'd  hnile,  perhaps,  with  fecming  difcontent, 
And,  fiieering,  wonder  what  the  creature  meant ; 
But  whifper  to  their  friends,  w'ith  beating  heart, 
"  Suppofe  there  fnould  be  fomething  in  her  art!" 
Grave  flatcfmen  too  would  chuckle,  fnould  I  fay, 
On  fuch  a  motion,  and  by  fuch  a  day, 
They  ^yould  be  fummon'd  from  their  own  affairs. 
To  'tend  the  nation's  more  important  cares'; 
«'  Well,  if  I  muft — howe'er  I  dread  the  load, 
•'  rll  undergo  it — for  my  country's  good'." 

All  men  are  bubbles  ;  in  a  fkilful  hand, 
The  ruling paflion  is  the  conjurer's  v.and. 
Whether  we  praife,  foretel,  perfuade.  advife, 
'Tis  that  alone  confirms  us  fools  or  wife. 
The  devil  without  may  fpread  the  tempting  fin, 
But  the  furc  conqueror  is— the  devil  within. 

A  SECOND  EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SAME. 

SPOKEN   BY   MRS.   PRITCHARD,    1754- 

Stay,  ladies — Though  I'm  almofl.  tir'd  to  death 
With  this  long  part — and  am  fo  out  of  breath — 
Yet  fuch  a  lucky  thought  kind  Heaven  hasfent. 
That,  if  I  die  for't,  I  mufl  give  it  vent.         [pofe, 
*'  The  men  you  know  are  gone.   And  now  fup- 
Before  our  lords  and  mailers  are  rechofe. 
We  take  th"  advantage  of  an  empty  towii, 
And  choofe  a  Houfe  of  Commons  of  our  own. 
Vrhat  think  ye,  cannot  we  make  laws? — and  then 
Cannot  we  too  unmake  them,  like  the  men .' 
O  place  us  once  in  good  St.  >tephen's  pews, 
"We'll  fhow  them  women  have  their  public  ufe ! 
Jifpriuiis  tiiey  fhall  marry;  not  a  man 
Pafi  twenty-five,  but  what  (hall  wear  the  chain. 
Next  we'll  in  earned  fet  about  reclaiming; 
Por  by  my  life  and  foul,  we'll  put  down  gaming: 
We'll  fpoil  their  deep  deflrudlive  midnight  play; 
The  laws  we  make,  we'll  force  them  to  obey; 
Unlcfs  we  let  them,  when  their  fpirits  fl?.g, 
Piddle  with  us,  ye  know,  at  quinze  and  brag. 
,"  I  hope,  my  dearcfl,"  faysfome  well-bred  fpoufe, 
**  When  fuch  a  bill  fhall  come  before  your  houfe, 


*   Thh  epilogue  leas  Javier,  at  the  t'mc  of  a  general 


"  Tliat  you'll  confider  men  are  men — at  leafl. 
"  That  you'll  not  fpeak,  my  dear." — Notfpeak  ?-J 

thebeafl! 
What,  would  you  -wound  my  honour .' — Wrongs 

like  thefe — 
For  this,  Sir,  I  fhall  bring  you  on  your  knees. 
— Or  if  we're  quite  good-natured,  tell  the  man, 
We'll  do  him  all  the  fervice  that  we  can. 

Then  for  ourfelves,  what  projcfts,  what  deCgns! 
We'll  tax,  and  double  tax,  their  nafly  wines ; 
But,  duty  free,  import  our  blonds  and  laces, 
French  hoops,  French  filks,  French  cambricks,  and 

— French  faces. 
In  fhort,  my  fcheme  is  not  completed  quite, 
But  I  may  tell  you  more  another  night. 
So  come  again,  come  all,  and  let  us  raife 
Such  glorious  trophies  to  our  country's  praife, 
That  ail  true  Britons  fhall  with  one  confent 
Cry  out,  "  Long  live  the  female  parliament!" 

PROLOGUE  TO  THE  ORPHAN  OF  CHINA. 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.   HOLLAND,  I759. 

Enoucii  of  Greece  and  Rome.     Th'  exhaufled 

flore 
Of  either  nation  now  can  charm  no  more: 
Ev'n  adventitious  helps  in  vain  we  try, 
Our  triumphs  languifla  in  the  public  eye ; 
And  grave  proceffions,  mufically  flow, 
Here  pafs  unheeded — as  a  Lord  Mayor's  fhow. 

On  eagle  wings  the  poet  of  to-night 
Soars  for  frefh  virtues  to  the  fource  of  light, 
To  China's  eaflern  realms;  and  boldly  bears 
Confucius'  morals  to  Britannia's  ears. 
Accept  th'  imported  boon  ;  as  echoing  Greece 
Receiv'd  from  wand'ring  chiefs  her  golden  fleece ; 
Nor  only  richer  by  the  fpoils  become,  [home. 

But  praife  th'  advent'rous  youth  who  brings  them 

One  dubious  charatSter,  we  own,  he  draw  s, 
A  patriot  zealous  in  a  monarch's  caufe  ! 
Nice  is  the  tafk  the  varying  hand  to  guide. 
And  teach  the  blending  colours  to  divide  ; 
Where,  rainbow-li'se,  th'  encroaching  tints  invade 
Each  other's  bounds,  and  mingle  light  witli  Ihade. 

If  then,  affiduous  to  obtain  his  end, 
You  find  too  far  the  fubjedl's  zeal  extend  ; 
If  undiflinguiih'd  loyalty  prevails 
Where  nature  fiiriaks,  and  flrong  affecflion  fails. 
On  China's  tenets  charge  tjie  fond  m.illake. 
And  fpare  his  error  for  his  virtue's  fake. 

From  nobler  motives  our  allegiance  fprings, 
For  Britain  knov.-sno  right  divine  in  kings; 
From  freedom's  choice  that  boafled  right  arofc, 
And  through  each  line  from  freedom's  choice  it 

flows. 
Juilice,  with  mercy join'd,  the  throne  maintains; 
And  in  his  people's  hearts — our  monarch  reigns. 

PROLOGUE  TO  THE  SCHOOL  FOR  LO- 
VERS, 

A3  IT  WAS  INTENDED  TO   HAVE  BEEN  SPOKXN,. 
1762. 

Success  makes  people  vain. — The  maxim's  true, 
We  all  confefs  it — and  not  over  new. 
The  verieft  clown  who  flumps  along  the  flreets, 
A::d  doffs  his  hat  tc  sach  grave  cit  he  meets, 


PROLOGUES    A 

Sftmc  tw^elvemohths  hence,  beduub'd  with  Hvery 

lace. 
Shall  thruft  hi*  faucy  flambeau  in  your  face. 
Nt)t  fo  our  bard  ■;  though  twice  your  kind  applaufe 
Has  on  this  fickle  (pot  efpous'd  his  caufe, 
He  owns  with  gratitude  th'  obliging  debt ; 
Has  twice  been  favour'd,  and  is  modeft  yet. 
Plain  tragedy,  his  firft  adventurous  ore, 
Spoke  to  your  hearts,  and  found  an  echo  there. 
Plain  comedy  to-night,  with  ftrokes  refin'd. 
Would  catch  the  coyeft  features  of  the  mind; 
Would  play  politely  with  your  hopes  and  fears. 
And  fometimes  fmiles   provoke,   and  fometimes 

tears. 
Your  giant  wits,  like  thffe  of  old,  may  climb 
Olympus  high,  and  ftep  o'er  fpace  and  time ; 
May  flride,  with  fcveii-leagu'd  boots,  from  fliore 

to  fliore, 
And,  nobly  by  tranfgrefling,  charm  you  more. 
Alas  !  our  author  dai  cs  not  laugh  at  fchools. 
Plain  fenfe  confines  his  humbler  mufe  to  rules. 
Form'd  on  the  claffic  fcale  his  ftruiSures  rile, 
He  fhifts  no  fcenes  to  dazzle  and  furprife. 
In  one  poor  garden's  folitary  grove, 
Like  the  primeval  pair,  his  lovers  rove  ; 
And  in  due  time  will  each  tranfaftion  pafs 
— Unlefs  fome  haily  critic  (hakes  the  glafs. 

PROLOGUE  TO  THE  SAME. 

AS  SPOKEN  BY   MR.  GARRICK,  I762. 

Success  makes  people  vain. — The  maxim's  true, 
We  all  confefs  it— and  not  over  new. 
The  veriefl;  clown,  who  flumps  along  the  llreets, 
And  doffs  his  hat  to  each  grave  cit  he  meets. 
Some  twelvemonths  hence,  dedaub'd  with  livery 

lace. 
Shall  tliruft,  his  faucy  flambeau  in  your  face. 
Not  fo  our  bard — though  twice  your  kind  ap- 
plaufe 
Has  on  this  fickle  fpot  efpous'd  his  cairfe, 
He  owns  with  gratitude  th'  obliging  debt ; 
Has  twice  been  favour'd,  and  is  modeft  yet. 

Your  giant  wits,  like  thofe  of  old,  ruay  climb 
Olympus  high,  and  flep  o'er  fpace  and  time  ; 
May  flride,  with  feven-leagu'd  boots,  from  fliore 

to  fhore, 
And  nobly  by  tranfgrefling,  charm  you  more. 
Alas  !  our  author  dares  not  laugh  at  fchools— 
Plain  fenfe  confines  his  humbler  mufe  to  rules  : 
He  fhifts  no  fcenes — But  jiere  I  flopp'd  him  ihort — 
"  Not  change  your  fcenes.'"  laid  I — "  I'm  forry 

"  for't:" 
"  My  conftant  friends  above,  around,  below, 
"  Have  Hnglifii  taftes,  and  love  both  change  and 
"  fhow:  [flat — 

**  Without  fuch  aids,  ev'n  Shakfpeare  would  be 
"  Our  crowded  pantomimes  are  proofs  of  that. 
"  ViTl-iit  eager  tranfport  flares  from  every  eye, 
"  When  pullies  rattle,  and  our  genii  fly  ! 
•*  When  tin  cafcades  Like  falling  waters  gleam; 
"  Or  through  the  canvafs — burfts  the  real  ftream, 
j  "  While  thirfty  Iflington  laments  in  vain 
I  "  Half  her  New  River  roll'd  to  Drury-Lane. 
I  "  Lord,  Sir,"  faid  I,  "  for  gallery,  boxes,  pic, 

1^  I'll  back  my  Harlequin  againft  your  wit" 

Yet  ftill  the  author,  anxious  for  his  play, 
Shook  his  wife  head—"  What  will  the  critics  fav  ?" 
Vol..  XL 
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"  As  ufual,  Sir — abufe  you  all  they  can  !"— 
"  Andwhat  the  ladies?" — ^"  He's  a  charming  man! 
"  A  charming  piece  '.—One  fcarce  knows  what  ic 
"  means ;  [fcenes  !" 

"  But  that's  no  matter— where  there's  fuch  fweeC 

Still  he  periifts — and  let  him— t'^/rf  nous — 
I  know  your  taftes,  and  will  indulge  'cm  too. 
Change  you  Ihall  have  ;  fo  fet  your  hearts  at  eafe : 
Write  as  he  will,  we'll  adt  it  as  you  pleafe. 

EPILOGUE  TO  THE  SAME. 

Spoken  before  the  Dance,  by  Mrs.  Yates  and  Mr.  Pal' 
mer,  in  the  Charaiiers  of  Araminta  and  Modely, 
1762. 

Araminta. 
Well,  ladies,  am  I  right,  or  am  I  not .' 
Should  not  this  foolifh  paflion  be  forgot ; 
This  fluttering  fomething,  fcarce  to  be  expreft, 
Which  pleads  for  coxcombs  in  each  female  breaft  ? 
How  mortified  he  look'd  1 — and  looks  fo  flill 

[Turning  to  Modely. 
He  really  may  repent — perhaps  he  will— 
Medeiy. 
Will  Araminta .' — Ladies,  be  fo  good, 
Man's  made  of  frail  materials,  flefh  and  blood. 
We  all  offend  at  fome  unhappy  crifis, 
Have  whims,  caprices,  vanities— and  vices. 
Your  happier  fex  by  nature  was  defign'd, 
Her  lafl  beft  work,  to  perfecS  humankind. 
No  fpot,  no  blemifh,  the  fair  frame  deforms. 
No  avarice  taints,  no  naughty  paflion  warms 
Your  firmer  hearts.  No  love  of  change  in  you 
E'er  taught  defire  to  flray.— — 
ylmarinia. 
All  this  is  true. 
Yet  ftay ;  the  men,  perchance,  may  call  it  fneer, 
And  fome  few  ladies  think  you  not  fincere. 
For  your  petition,  whether  wronger  right, 
Whate'er  it  be,  withdraw  it  for  to-night. 
Another  time,  if  I  fhould  want  a  fpoufe, 
I  may  myfelf  report  it  to  the  houfe  : 
At  prcfent,  let  us  llrive  to  mend  the  age; 
Let  juilice  reign,  at  leaft  upon  the  (lage. 
Where  the  fair  dames,  who  like  to  live  by  rule, 
May  learn  two  '.ffons-from  the  Lovers'  School; 
While  Cxlia's  choice  inftrudls  them  how  to  choofej 
And  my  refufal  warns  them  to  refufe. 

PROLOGUE  TO  ALMIDA. 

SPOKEN   BY  MR.  REDDISH,  177!. 

Critics  be  dimib — to-night  a  lady  fues. 
From  foft  Italia's  fliores,  an  Englilh  mufe. 
Though  fate  there  binds  her  in  a  pleafing  chain, 
Sends  to  our  ftage  the  off"5pring  of  her  brain  : 
True  to  her  birth,  fhe  pants  for  Britifli  bays. 
And  to  her  country  trufts  for  genuine  praife. 
From  infancy  well  read  in  tragic  lore, 
She  treads  the  path  her  father  trod  before  ; 
To  the  fame  candid  judges  trufts  her  caufe. 
And  hopes  the  fame  indulgence  and  applaufe. 
No  Salic  law  here  bars  the  female's  claim, 
Who  pleads  hereditary  right  to  fame. 

Of  love  and  arms  fhe  fings,  the  mighty  two, 
Whofe  powers  uniting  mull  the  world  fubdue ; 
Of  love  and  arms  !  in  that  heroic  age. 
Which  knew  no  poet's,  no  hiftorian's  page  ; 
30. 
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But  war  to  glory  forni'd  the  unktter'd  mind, 
And  chivalry  alone  taught  morals  to  manldr.d  ; 
Nor  taught  in  vain  :  the  youth  whodar'd  aipirc 
To  the  nice  honours  of  a  lover's  fire, 
Obferv'd  with  duteous  care  each  rig^'id  rule, 
Each  flern  command  of  labour's  patient  fchool; 
"Was  early  traiu'd  to  bear  the  fultry  beams 
Of  burning  funs,  and  winter's  fierce  extremes; 
Was  brave,  was  temperate  :   to  one  idol  fair 
His  vov.-s  he  breath'd,  his  wilhcs  center'd  there  : 
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Honour  alone  could  giin  her  kind  regard ; 

Honour  v/as  virtue   beauty  its  reward. 

An.i  fliall  not  Britiih  breads,  in  beauty's  caufe, 

Adopt  to-night  the  manners  v/hich  Fne  draws  ? 

Male  writers  we  confefs  are  lawful  prize, 

Giants  and  monfters  that  but  rarely  nfe  ! 

With  their  enormous  fpoils  your  triumphs  grace^ 

Attack,  confound,  exterminate  the  race; 

But  when  a  l.idy  tempts  the  critic  war, 

Be  all  knighis-errant,  and  protedi:  the  fair. 


MISCELLANIES. 


(not  INXLUDED  in  the  edition  of  the  ENGLISH  POETS,    I79O.) 


THE  VISION  OF  SOLCfr.iON  *. 

TwAS  night,  and  fleep  with  gently-waving  wand 

Sat  foftly  brooding  o'er  that  monarch's  brow, 
Whofe  waking  nod  could  Judah's   realms  com- 
mand, 

Or  deal  deftrudiion  to  the  frighted  foe. 
Great  David's  fon — but  at  this  tranquil  hoi^r 

No  dreams  of  Itate  dillurb'd  his  peaceful  bed  ; 
To  nobler  heights  his  thoughts  unfetter'dfo^tr, 

And  brighter  vifions  hov-:r  round  his  head. 
Let  meaner  kings  by  mortals  guard  their  ftate, 
Around  his  facrcd  couch  aerial  legates  v/ait. 

*'  Hail,  belt  belov'd !"  fuperior  to  the  red. 

One  bending  angel  cry'd  with  heavenly  vo'ce, 
"  Earth,  feas,  and  air,  ■('•.;nd  to  thy  viev/  con^efs'd, 

And  God's  owm  mandate  ratifies  thy  choice. 
Choofe  then  from  thefe— -fay  fhall  thypow'tr  ex- 
tend [flioic. 

Where  funs  fcarcc  warm  this  earth's  remotell; 
Shall  India's  lords  benea.h  thy  fceptre  bend, 

"Whilfl  their  black  troops  ftanu  filtnt  and  adore  ? 
To  thee,  foie  lord,  fhall  earth  her  fiorcs  uiifol,!, 
Pcur  all  her  gerns  to  thee,  and  mines  tlu'.t  flame 
,  with  gold? 

Shall  ocean's  waves,  obedient  to  thy  c;:ll, 

As  erfl  to  iVlofes,  rang'd  in  order  fland; 
Wliile  crowds  once  more  admire  the  floating  wall, 

And  treafures  open  en  the  glittei  ing  fana  ? 
Or  fhall  Fame's  breath  infpire  each  fofter  air, 

Thee  jull  and  good,  to  diflaiit  vv'orl'Js  refound. 
While  Peace,  fair  goddefs,  leads  the  fmiliuir  y^ar. 

Swells  the  glad  grain,  and  lpre,:ds  the  harvell 
round : 
Bids  Jordan's  fiream  extend  its  azure  pride, 
Pleas'd  with  reCedled  fruits  that  tremble  in  the 
tide  ?" 

The  cherub  fpokc — when  Power  maieftic  rofe; 

A  Tyrian-tinCtur'd  robe  file  dragg'd  behirid', 
'Whofe  artful  folds  at  every  iurn  dilclofe 

Sceptres  and  crowns  that  flutter 'd  in  the  wind. 
Gigantic  phantom  !  in  her  face  appear 'd 

Terrific  charms,  too  fierce  for  mortal  eyes. 
Aw'd  and  amaz'd,  her  very  fmiies  we  fear'd, 

As  though  llorms  lurk'J  beneath  the  fmooth 
difguife ; 

*  Sw  a  C/jro/i.  chiip.  i.  ver.  7.— 12. 


But  when  fho  frowns,  tremendous  thunders  roar, 
Stern  defolation  reigns,  and  kingdoms  float  in  gore. 

Her,  Wealth  fucceeds — and  fcarce    his    tottering 
head 

Suflains  the  glittering  ore's  incumbent  weight; 
O'er  his  old  iimbs  were  tatter'd  garments  fpread; 

A  well-fix'd  {lafFdire(3:s  his  feeble  feet. 
Thus  mean  himi'elf  appear'd ;  but  all  around 

What  crowds  unnumber'd  hail  the  pafling  feer! 
Power,  as  he  came,  bow'd  lowly  to  the  ground, 

And  own'd  with  reverence  a  fuperior  there. 
"  Rife,  Davi'fs  fon,  thy  utmoft  wifli  extend, 
See  to  thy  fceptre  W'ealth,  the  world's  great  ir.o- 
narch,  bend." 

Fame  next  approach'd,   whofe  clarion's  martial; 
found 
Bids  conqu'ring  laurels  flourifh  ever  green  ; 
And  gentle  Peace  v-^ith  olive  chaplets  crown 'd. 

And  Plenty,  goddefs  of  the  fylvan  fcene.  [hair; 

Thefe  Pleafure  join'd ;  loofe  flow'd  her  radiant! 

j       Her  Hying  lingers  touch'd  tlie  trembling  lyre. 

"  Cciie,  Mirth,"  fhe    fung,   "    your    bloomiugi^ 

wreaths  prepare; 

Conic,  gay  Delight,  and  ever-young  Defire; 

I-.et  days,  lei  years  in  downy  circles  move, 

Sacred  to  I'prightly  Joy,  and  all-fubduing  Love." 

The  mingled  train  advanc'd ;  to  clofe  the  rear, 

As  loll  in  thought,  appeai'^d  a  penfive  maid  ; 
Bright  \.'as  her  afpeiSl:,  lovely,  yet  fevcre, 

(n  virgin  white  her  decent  limbs  array'd  : 
•ifnie  niov'd  in  ibber  flate  ;  ou  either  fide 

A  beauteous  handmaid  friendly  aid  beftow'd, 
Fair  Virtue  here,  her  view  from  earth  to  guide<t 

There  Contemplation  rais'd  her  golden  rod. 
Hail,  Wifdom,  hail !  I  fee  and  bkis  the  fight, 
Firll-born  of  Hcav'n,  pure  fouicc  of  intelledual 
light. 

On  her  the  monarch  fix'd  his  eager  eyes. 

On  licr  alone,  regardlefs  of  the  crowd  ; 
"  Let  vulgar  fouls  (he  ci-y'd)  yon  trifles  prize, 

Mortals  tliat  dare  of  mis'ry  to  be  proud. 
Hence  then:   I  burn  for  more  ingenuous  charms jj 

Nature's  true  beauties  with  more  lullre  fhine. 
Then  take  me,  Wifdom,  take  me  to  thy  arms;- 

O  fnatch  me  from  rayi'elf,  and  make  me  thine. 
All  Hcav'n  calls  good,  or  man  felicity, 
Peace,  ph  niy,  he-akh,  content,  are  all  compriz'i 
in  thee." 
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decay,        "} 
t  day.         J 


ON    HER   BIRTH-DAY  *. 

[E   yet   to   Heaven    my   infaiu  thought  could 

reach, 
e  praife  its  Maker  by  the  powers  of  fpeech, 
lughc  by  thy  care,  by  thy  example  mov'd, 
ais'd  my  waking  eyes,  ador'd  and  lov'd. 
For  life,  and  this  my  more  than  life,  receiv 
lat  poor  return  which  1  with  blufhei  give; 
r,  ah  !  the  trifling  tribute  of  a  lay, 
all  my  humble  gratitude  can  pay  ! 
Hear  then  my  fervent  wilh,  though  cloth'd  in 

long, 
e  powers  confirm  it,  ere  it  quit  my  tongue!) 
om  this  bleft  day  may  fate  propitious  Ihme  ; 
ch  earthly  blifs   that  Heaven   calls   good,"   be 

thine, 
ay  adverfe  clouds  like  empty  mifls  decay 
id  time  declining,  fhed  a  purer  ray, 
)  gild  the  evening  of  thy  well-fpent 
id  when  (yet  ne'er  let  chat  lad  hour  appear, 
hile  my  poor  breail  draws  in  this  vital  air), 
ly  fainting  frame  finks  on  the  bed  of  death, 
ay  no  (harp  pangs  attend  thy  fleeting  bteatli ; 
)  care  on  care,  like  reftlefs  billows  roll, 

I  break  the  calm  of  thy  departing  foul. 

II  in  thy  fight  let  choirs  of  angels  fpread 

Leir  radiant  plumes,  and  hover  round  thy  head  ; 

len  one  foft  iigh  thy  iffuing  foul  convey,  1 

hile  thy  great  lofs  and   mine  points  out  the  / 

way  t  >■ 

I  fccnes»of  blifs,  and  realms  of  endlefs  day.     _J 

TO  DR.  STEBBING  f. 

EVER  mine  !  whatever  my  fate  portends, 
abfence,  paflions,  bullntfs,  fortune,  friends; 
hether  in  wide-lpread  fcarf  and  rufdinggown, 
y  borrow'd  rhetoric  fooths  the  faints  in  town, 
makes  in  country  pews  foft  matrons  weep, 
i,y  damfels  fmile,  and  tirM  church-wardens  fleep. 
Iifther  to  eafe  confign'd,  my  future  day, 
e  doany  circle,  fportive  roll.s  away; 
,  deep  in  Cambria,  or  the  wilds  of  Kent, 
rag  out  life,  and  learn  from  ills  content ; 

II  be  thy  friendlhip  like  a  genius  there, 
ft  of  the  joy,  and  iblace  of  the  care. 


ON  CHURCHILL. 

from  his  common  place,  when  Churchill  firings 

0  feme  motley  form  his  damn'd  good  things, 

■ 

1  Hsfecms  to  have  had  Pope's  •verfcs  to  Mrs.  Mar- 
'j  Blount,  in  Ins  eye,  •when  he  ivrote  ihh  little  pacm. 
limitation,  hoiuever,  is  by  no  means fervite. 

\  This  line  probably  alludes  to  the  recent  lofs  of  Lis 
*'>er. 

K  IVritfen  apparently  ivhile  he  ivas  hut  young  in  the 

Aege,  and  had  an  intention  to  take  orders.      He  left  a 

imn  among  his   MSS.  apparently  prepared  for   the 

^'>it,  ivritten   in    a  plain,    clear,  and  unornumentcd 

'.;  fuch  as  might  be  expe6ied from  a  man  ivhofe  jiidg- 

't  ivai  too  correB,  to  give  to  any  f pedes  of  compoji- 

'  "wbiib  be  excrcifcd  hin'flff  in  graiss  foreign  to  it. 


The  purple  patches  every  where  prevail, 
But  the  poor  work  has  neither  head  nor  tail. 

Churchill  had  flrength  of  thought,  had  power  to 

paint, 
Nor  felt  from  principles  the  leaft  reftraint. 
From  hell  itfelf  his  charaders  he  drew. 
And  chriflen'd  them  by  every  name  he  knew ; 
For  'twas  from  hearfay  he  pick'd  up  his  tales, 
Where  falfii  and  true  by  accident  prevails: 
Hence  I,  though  older  far,  have  IJv'd  to  fee 
Churchill  forgot,  an  empty  fhade  like  me. 


That  I'm  his  foe,  ev'n  Churchill  can't  pretend  ; 

But — thank  my  liars — he  proves  1  am  no  friend  : 

Yet  Churcliill,  could  an  honell  wilh  fucceed, 

I'd  prove  myfelf  to  thee  a  friend  indeed  ; 

For  had  I  pov.'er  like  thin  which  bends  ihe  fpheres 

To  mufic  never  heard  by  r.ortal  ear-i, 

Where,  in  his  fyftem  lci3  ^ne  central  fun, 

And  dra;j;s  reluctant  planets  ^nto  tune. 

So  would  1  bridle  thy  eccentric  foul, 

In  reafon's  fober  orbit  bid  to  roll : 

Spite  of  thyfelf,  would  make  thy  rancour  ceafe, 

Preferve  thy  prefent  fame,  and  future  peace  ; 

And  teach  thy  mufe  no  vulgar  place  to  find 

In  the  full  moral  chorus  of  mankind. 


A  PATHETIC  APOLOGY 

For  all  Laureats,  pof,  prefent,  and  to  cotnCt 

''  Veniant  ad  Csefaris  aures!" 

Ye  filly  dogs,  whofe  half-year  lays 
Attend  like  fatellites  on  Bays, 
-And  flill,  witJi  added  lumber  load 
Each  birth-day,  and  each  new-year  ode. 
Why  will  yejh-ith-  to  hsfe-vere  ? 
In  pity  to  yourfelvcs  forbear  ; 
Nor  kt  the  fneering  public  fee 
What  numbers  write  farworfe  than  he. 

His  mufe,  tl'Ug'/i  by  fack  and  penfioii, 
Without  a  fubjcift  or  invention— 
Muft  certain  words  in  order  fet. 
As  innocent  as  a  gazette  ; 
Muft  fome  half-meaning,  half-difguife, 
And  utter  neither  truth  nor  lies. 
But  why  will  ",t.7,  ye  volunteers 
In  nonf(.nfe,  teaZe  us  with  your  jeers, 
Who  might  with  duUnefs  and  her  crew 
Securely  flumber  .?  Why  will  you 
Sport  your  dim  orbs  amidft  her  foo-s. 
You're  not  obliged — ye  filly  dogs  ! 

M'hcn  Jove,  as  ancient  fables  fing, 
Made  of  a  fcnfelefs  log  a  king. 
The  frogs  at  nrll  their  doubts  exprefs'J, 
But  foon  leap'd  up,  and  fmok'd  the  jeft, 
While  every  tadpole  of  the  lake 
Lay  quiet,  though  they  lelt  it  quakp. 
They  knew  their  nature's  due  degree, 
Themfelves  fcarce  more  alive  than  he  ; 
They  knew  they  could  not  croak  like  frocs, 
— Why  will  jo;/  try  ? — ye  filly  dogs  ! 

When  the  poor  barber  felt  alkance 
The  thunder  of  a  Quixote's  lance. 
For  merely  bearing  on  his  head 
Th'  exprefave  emblem  of  his  trade. 
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The  barber  was  a  harmlefs  log, 

The  hero  was  the  filly  dog. — 

What  trivial  things  are  caufe  of  quarrel, 

■Mambrino's  helmet,  or  the  laurel, 

Alike  diftracfl  an  idiot's  brain, 

♦'  Unreal  mock'ries!"  fliadowypain! 

Each  laureat  (if  kind  Heaven  difpenfe 
Some  little  gleam  of  common  fenfe), 
Bleil  with  one  hundred  pounds  per  ann. 

And  that  too  tax'd,  and  but  ill  paid, 
With  caution  frames  his  frugal  plan. 
Nor  apes  his  brethren  of  the  trade. 
He  never  will  to  garrets  rife, 
Por  infpiration  from  the  fkies. 
And  pluck,  as  Hotfpur  would  have  done, 
*'  Bright  honour  from  the  pale-fac'd  moon." 
He  never  will  to  cellars  venture. 
To  drag  up  glory  from  the  centre. 
But  calmly  fteer  his  courfe  between 
Th'  aerial  and  infernal  fcene, 
—One  hundred  pounds  !  a  golden  mean  ! 

Nor  need  he  afk  a  printer's  pains. 
To  fix  the  type,  and  Ihare  the  gains; 
Each  morning  paper  is  fo  kind. 
To  give  his  works  to  every  wind, 
lach  evening  poft  and  magazine 
Gratis  adopts  the  la^  ferene. 
On  their  frail  barks  his  praife  or  blame 
Floats  for  an  hour,  and  finks  with  them. 
Sure  without  envy  you  might  fee 
Such  floundering  immortality. 
Why  will  ye  then,  amidft  the  bogs, 
Thruft  in  your  oar  ?— ye  filly  dogsl 

He  ne'er  defires  his  flated  loan 
(I  honeftly  can  fpeak  for  one) 
Should  meet  in  print  the  pubhc  eye ; 
Content  with  Boyce's  harmony. 
Who  throws  on  many  a  worthlefs  lay 
His  mufic  and  his  powers  aWay. 

Art  you  not  charm'd,  when  at  Vauxhali 
Or  Marybone,  the  Syrens  fquall 
Your  oft-repeated  madrigals. 
Your  Nancys  of  the  hills  or  vales, 
While  tip-toe  miffes  and  their  beaux 
Catch  the  dear  founds  in  triple  rows. 
And  whifper,  as  their  happinefs,  _ 
They  know  the  author  of  the  piece  ? 
This  vanity,  my  gentle  brothers, 
Tou  feel ;  forgive  it  then  in  others ; 
At  leaft.  in  one  you  call  a  dunce. 
The  laureat's  odes  are  fung  but  once, 
And  then  not  heard — while  your  renown 
For  half  a  fcafon  ftuns  the  town — 
Kay,  on  brown  paper  fairly  fpread, 
With  wooden  print  to  grace  its  head, 
Each  barber  paftcs  you  on  his  wall, 
Each  cobler  chants  you  in  his  flail; 
And  Z)o//v,  from  her  mafter's  ihop, 
Encores  you,  as  fhe  twirls  her  mop. 

Then  "  ponder  well  ye  parents  dear" 
Of  works,  which  hvc  a  whole  half  year, 
And  with  a  tender  eye  furvey 
The  frailer  offspring  of  a  day, 
Whofe  glories  wither  ere  they  bloom, 
Whofc  very  cradle  is  their  tomb. 
Have  ye  no  bowels,  cruel  men  I 
Tou  who  may  grafp  or  quit  the  pen, 


May  choofe  your  fubjed,  nay,_your  timCj 

When  genius  prompts  to  fport  in  rhyme. 

Dependent  on  yourfelves  alone. 

To  be  immortal,  or  unknown ; 

Does  no  companion  touch  your  bread. 

For  brethren  to  the  fervice  prefl: .'' 

To  laureats  is  no  pity  due, 

Encumber'd  with  a  thoufand  clogs  ? 
I'm  very  fure  they/j/Vj  you. 

Ye  fillieil  of  all  filly  dogs  i 

INSCRIPTION 

IN     THE    GARDENS    AT     NUNEHAM,     IW 
OXFORDSHIRE. 

To  the  Memory   of  Walter    Clark,  F!ori/},  wi»  Mi 
fuddenly   mar  this  f pot,  1 784. 

On  him  whofe  very  foul  was  here, 

Whofe  duteous,  cartful,  conftant  toil 
Has  varied  with  the  varying  year. 

To  make  the  gay  profufion  fmile ; 
Whofe  harmlefs  life  in  filent  flow 

Within  thcfe  circling  (hades  has  paft. 
What  happier  death  could  Heaven  beftow. 
Than  in  thefe  fliades  to  breathe  his  laft .' 
'Twas  here  he  fell ;  not  far  remov'd 

Has  earth  receiv'd  him  in  her  breaft ; 
Still  far  befide  the  fcenes  he  lov'd, 

In  holy  ground  his  relicks  reft. 
Each  clambering  woodbine,  flaunting  rofe. 

Which  round  yon  bow'r  he  taught  to  wave, 
With  ev'ry  fragrant  brier  that  blows, 

Shall  lend  a  wreath  to  bind  his  grave. 
Each  village  matron,  village  maid,  _ 

Shall  with  chafte  fingers  chaplets  tie . 
Due  honours  to  the  rural  dead. 
And  emblems  of  mortality. 
Each  village  fwain  that  paflesby, 

A  figh  fliall  to  his  memory  give ; 
For  fure  his  death  demands  a  figh, 

Whofe  life  inftrucls  them  how  to  live. 
If  fpirits  walk,  as  fabling  age 

Relates  to  childhood's  wond'ring  ear,. 
Full  oft,  does  fancy  dare  prefage, 

Shall  Walter's  faithful  Ihade  be  here ; 
Athwart  yon  glade,  at  night's  pale  noon. 

Full  oft  Ihall  glide  with  bufy  feet, 
And  by  the  glimmering  of  the  moon 

Revifit  each  belov'd  retreat : 
Perhaps  the  talks  on  earth  he  knew, 

Refnme,  correiSt  the  gadding  fpray, 
Brulh  from  the  plants  the  fickly  dew. 

Or  chafe  the  noxious  worm  away. 
The  burfllng  buds  fiiall  gladlier  grow. 

No  midnight  blaft:s  the  flowers  fliall  fear; 
And  maay  a  fair  cffecft  fliall  fliow 

At  noon  that  Walter  has  been  here. 
Nay,  ev'ry  morn,  in  times  to  come. 
If  quainter  ringlets  curl  the  fliadc. 
If  richer  breezes  breathe  perfume. 

If  fofcer  fwell  the  verdant  glade ; 
If  neatnefs  charm  a  thoufand  ways. 

Till  nature  almoll  art  appear. 
Tradition's  conftant  fav'rite  theme. 
Shall  be— Poor  Walter  has  bcqn  here,. 
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In  the  fmooth  dance  to  move  with  graceful  mien, 
Eafy  with  care,  and  fprightly  though  ferene, 
To  mark  th'  inftruftions  echoing  ftrains  convey, 
And  with  juft  Heps  each  tuneful  note  obey, 
I  teach 

THE    ART   OF    DANCING,   CANTO  I. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  JENTNS. 


SoAME  Jenyns  was  born  in  Great  Ormond-Street,  London,  in  the  befrinning  of  the  year  1704- 
He  was  theonly  fon  of  Sir  Rogei  Jenyns,  Knt.  of  Bottiftiam-tiall,  in  Cambridg.  fhlrc,  dtfcenaed. 
fnom  the  ancient  and  refpedable  family  of  the  Jenyns  of  Churchill,  in  Sonieriecfhire.  He  was 
knighted  by  King  William,  January  9.  1693-  ;.  His  mother  was  one  of  the  daughters  of  Sir  Peter 
Soame,  Bart,  of  Hayden,  in  the  county  of  Effex;  a  woman  of  great  beauty,  and  of  very  amiable 
manners,  and  elegant  accomplilhments. 

He  received  a  domeftic  education,  at  firft  under  the  Rev.  Mr.  Kill,  and  afterwards  under  the 
Rev.  Stephen  White. 

At  the  age  of  feventcen,  he  was  fent  to  the  Univerfity  of  Cambridge,  and  entered  a  Fellow 
Commoner  of  St.  John's  College,  July  a.  1722,  under  Dr.  Ldmonlon,  at  that  time  one  of  the  princi- 
pal tutors  of  the  college. 

He  refided  there  near  three  years,  purfuing  his  ftudies  with  great  Induftry;  but  left  the 
univerfuy,  as  was  formerly  the  ufual  pradlice  with  gentlemen  of  fortune,  without  taking  any 
degree^ 

From  the  time  he  left  Cambridge,  his  rcfidence  in  winter  was  in  London,  and  in  the  fummer  in 
the  country,  in  his  father's  family,  as  long  as  he  lived. 

He  early  difplayed  his  poetical  talents.  In  1728,  he  -^vibW^eA  T/je  Art  of  Dancings  a  poem  in 
two  cantos,  infcribed  to  Lady  Fanny  Fielding;  1729,  he.  wrote  \.\ie-v tries  In  the  Earl  of  0\fo'd''s 
Library  ;  in  1 730,  verfes  la  tie  Earl  of  Chejlcrfield,  on  his  heing  inJlaUed  Knight  of  the  Garter  ;  and  in 
1733,  yf;;  Epiji'e  to  Lard  Lovelace.  This  was  followed  by  The  ^Jodern  I'ine  Gentleman,  1746  ;  The 
Squire  and  Farfen,  An  Eclogue  ;  The  Firjl  F.pifle  of  the  Second  Book  of  Horace  Imitated  to  Lord  Hard^ 
•wide;  To  the  Hen.  Mifs  Vorke,  en  her  Marriage  to  Lord  Anfon,  1748  ;  The  Modern  Fine  Lady,  175O; 
and  feveral  others,  which  he  colle<fted  into  a  volume  in  1752. 

Soon  after  his  father's  death,  at  the  general  eleiSion,  in  1741,  he  was  chofen  one  of  the  reprefen- 
tatives  for  the  county  of  Cambridge,  and  gave  his  fupport  to  Walpole.  He  reprefented  it  again  in 
the  parliament  of  1747.  In  that  cf  1754,  he  was  member  for  Dunwich,  in  Suffolk;  and  in  i''6r, 
took  his  feat  for  the  tov.'n  of  Cambridge,  which  place  he  continued  to  reprefent  fo  long  as  he  re- 
mained in  Parliament. 

When  Mooie  began  "  The  World,"  in  1753,  he  gave  his  affiftance,  among  others,  and  contri- 
buted No?.  125,  153,  1.5 7i  163.  a"'^  17^- 

'In  I'i^S,  he  was  appointed  one  of  the  Lords  of  Trade  and  Plantations;  a  place  which  he  held  during 
«very  change  of  adminiftration,  until  it  was  aboliihcd  in  1780,  when  he  retired  from  the  bufincfs  of 
parliament.  He  was,  in  general,  an  adherent  of  the  minifter  for  the  time  being,  and  was  a  ufeful, 
adtive,  and  diligent  member  of  the  Houfe  of  Commons,  though  he  (hared,  as  he  admitted  in  one  of 
his  poems,  no  gift  of  tongue. 

In  1757,  be  publiihed  his  Free  Inquiry  into  tl:  Origin  cf  Evil,  in  Six  Letters^  8vo.  This  work 
excited  much  attention,  and  produced  feveral  anfwers  ;  to  which  he  replied,  in  an  Additional  Preface 
to  ^he  fecond  edition.    He  is  of  opinion,  that  to  produce  good  exclufive  of  evil,  is  one  of  thofe  im.^ 
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poffibili'ties  whiph  even  Infinite  Power  cannot  accomplift,  and  that  all  evils  owe  their  exiftence  fole* 
ly  to  the  neceffity  of  their  own  nature ;  by  which  he  means,  that  they  could  not  poflibly  have  been 
prevented  without  the  lofs  of  feme  fuperior  good.  Many  evils,  he  thinks,  will  unavoidably  infinu- 
ate  themfelves,  by  the  natural  relations  and  circumftances  of  things,  into  the  mod  perfedl  fyftem  of 
created  beings,  even  in  oppofition  to  the  will  of  an  Almighty  Creator;  by  reafon  that  they  cannot 
be  excluded  without  working  contradidion-.,  which  not  being  proper  fubjefls  of  power,  it  is  no  di- 
minution of  Omnipotence,  to  affirm  that  it  cannot  effecl  them.  Such  is  the  ground-work  of  his 
Inquiry,  &c.  which  was  reviewed  with  great  feverity  by  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  the  "  Literary  Magazine" 
for  1757.  He  took  a  revenge  unworthy  of  a  man  of  letters,  many  years  after,  in  a  feverc  Epitaph  on 
Dr.  johnfon. 

On  the  publication  of  Mr.  Hawkins  Browne's  Latin  poem,   on  the  "  Immortality  of  the  Soul," 
in  175a,  Jenyns  made  a  ttanjlation  of  it  into  Englifb,  which  was  publiflied  in  Dodflej  *s  "  CoUec-  J 
tion  of  Poems,"  1758.  ' 

In  1756  he  publifhed  a  pamphlet,  intituled  Short  but  Serious  Ecafcns  for  a  Nat'wntl  Mill'- 
t'ra,  8vo ;  and  to  this  fucceeded  feveral  other  performances,  both  in  profe  and  verfe,  either  in 
defence  of  Government,  or  levelled  at  fome  perfons  in  oppofition  to  the  meafures  of  adminiftra- 
tion. 

In  I761,  he  publiflied  his  Mifcellaneous  Foens,  in  a  vols,  8vd,  one  of  which  contained  fome  politi- 
cal effays. 

In  1767,  he  publiflied  a  pamphlet,  intituled  Thoughts  on  the  Caufes  and  Coit/equences  of  the  High  Price 
efProvifions,  8vo.  This  high  price  he  attributes  principally  to  the  iucreafe  of  our  national  debt,  and 
the  increafe  of  our  riches,  that  is,  to  the  poverty  of  the  public,  and  the  wealth  of  private  individuals. 
This  pamphlet  is  replete  with  very  ingenious  obfervations. 

In  1776,  he  publiflied  his  celebrated  work,  intituled  A  fiew  of  the  Internal  Evidence  of  the  Chtifiian 
Heligion,  I2mo.  This  publication  was  very  generally  read,  and  commended  in  terms  of  the  higheft 
praife,  by  fome,  whilft  it  was  fpoken  of  in  the  flighted  manner  by  others.  Though  he  profefies 
and  appears  to  have  written  it  with  a  Idudable  defign,  yet  it  has  provoked  cenfure  from  the  divine 
and  the  moralift,  and  profane  farcafai  from  the  philofopher  and  fceptic.  He  is  accufed  of  injuring  the 
caufc  he  profelfed  to  defend,  by  diligently  relating,  and  elaborately  difplaying  the  ftrongeft  objec- 
tions which  have  been  raifed  againfl  the  Chridian  religion,  while  his  mode  of  refuting  them  is  cold, 
carelefs,  and  unfatisfadlory.  He  feems  to  have  defended  ChrilHanity  upon  principles  that  lead,  as 
perfons  may  be  differently  difpofed,  to  rcepticifm,or  to  enthufiafm. 

His  plan  is  comprehended  under  the  following  propofitions  :  ift,  That  there  is  now  extant,  a 
book  intituled  the  New  Teftament.  zdly.  That  from  this  book  may  be  extra»fted,  a  fyftem  of  reli- 
gion entirely  new,  both  with  regard  to  the  objecSt,  and  the  do(Slrines,  not  only  infinitely  fuperior  to, 
but  unlike  everything  which  had  ever  entered  into  the  mind  of  man.  3dly,  That  from  this  book 
may  likewife  be  collected  a  fyftem  of  ethics,  in  which  every  moral  precept  founded  on  reafon  is 
carried  to  a  higher  degree  of  purity  and  perfedion,  than  in  any  other  of  the  wifeft  philofophers  of 
preceding  ages ;  every  moral  precept  founded  on  falfe  principles  is  totally  omitted,  and  many  new 
precepts  added,  peculiarly  correfponding  with  the  new  objedl  of  this  religion.  Laftly,  that  fuch 
a  fyftem  of  religion  and  morality  could  not  have  been  the  work  of  any  man,  or  fet  of  men,  much 
lefs  of  thofe  obfcure,  ignorant,  and  illiterate  perfons,  who  as5lually  did  difcover  and  publifh  it  to  the 
•world ;  and  that,  therefore,  it  muft  undoubtedly  have  been  eHeiSlcd  by  the  interpofition  of  Divine 
Power,  that  is,  that  it  mufl:  derive  its  origin  from  God.  Under  the  ihirJ  propofition,  he  reckoned 
itahur,  patriotifm,  znAfriendJbip,  among  ficlitlous  virtues,  founded  on  falfc  principles;  and  he  ap- 
prehends that  however  they  have  been  celebrated  and  admired,  they  are,  in  fad,  no  virtues  at  all. 
At  the  dofe  of  his  work,  he  makes  the  following  explicit  declaration  of  his  belief  is  the  dodlrine 
of  the  Chriftian  religion.  "  Should  it  ever  have  the  honour  to  be  admitted  into  fuch  good  com- 
pany, they  will,  immediately,  I  know,  determine  that  it  mufl  be  the  work  of  fome  enthufiaft,  or 
methodifl,  fome  beggar,  or  fome  madman.  I  fhall,  therefore,  beg  leave  to  affure  them,  that  th« 
author  is  very  far  removed  from  all  thefe  characters  :  that  he  once,  perhaps,  believed  as  little  a,s 
themfelves;  but  having  fome  leifurc,  and  more  curiofity,  he  employed  them  both  in  rcfolving  a 
(jueftioD,  which  feeincd  to  hiai  of  i'ome  importance — Whether  Chriflianity  was  really  an  impoflurg 
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founded  on  an  abfurd,  incredible,  and  obfolete  fable,  as  many  fuppofe  it  ?  or  whether  it  is  what  it 
pretends  to  be,  a  revelation  communicated  to  mankind  by  the  interpofition  of  feme  fupernatural 
power  ?  On  a  candid  inquiry  he  found  that  the  firft;  was  an  abfolutc  impofTibility,  and  that  its  pre- 
tenfions  to  the  latter  were  founded  on  the  moft  folid  grounds.  In  the  further  purfuits  of  his  exa- 
mination, he  perceived  at  every  ftep  new  lights  arifmg,  and  fome  of  the  btighteft,  from  parts  of  it  the 
moft  obfcare,  but  pmdudive  of  the  cleareft  proofs,  becaufe  equally  beyond  the  power  of  human  ar- 
tifice to  invent,  and  human  reafon  to  difcover.  Thcfe  arguments,  which  have  convinced  him  of  the 
divine  origin  of  this  religion,  he  has  here  put  together  in  as  clear  and  concife  a  manner  a»  he  was 
able,  thinking  they  might  have  the  fame  tfTed  upon  others,  and  being  of  opinion  that  if  there 
were  a  few  more  true  Chriftians  in  the  world,  it  would  be  beneficial  to  themfelves,  and  by  no  means 
detrimental  to  the  public  " 

Many  anfwcrs  to  this  work  appeared,  but  otily  two  of  them  merit  notice  :  "  A  Series  of 
Letters  addrcffed  to  Scanie  Jenyns,  Sic."  by  Dr.  Madaine,  the  learned  traiiflator  of  Mo- 
Iheim's  "  Church  Hiftory ;"  and  "  A  Full  Anfwer  to  a  Late  View  of  the  Internal  Evidence  of 
the  Chriftian  Religion,  &c."  by  the  Rev.  Henry  Taylor,  the  editor  of  Ben.  Mordecai's  Letters  to 
Elifha  Levi.  "  I  have  the  interell,  of  Chriflianily,"  fays  Dr  Maclaine,  "  too  much  at  heart,  not  to 
proteft  folemnly  againft  your  method  of  defending  it.  Your  Fiew  of  its  internal  evidence  is  certain- 
ly exceptionable  in  many  refpedls.  In  general,  your  reafoning  is  neither  clofe  nor  accurate ;  your 
illuftrations  run  wide  of  the  principles  they  are  defigned  to  explain  and  enforce.  One  would  be 
tempted  fometimes  to  think  that  you  yourfelf  loft  fight  of  thofe  principles  in  the  midft  of  the  deful- 
tory  detail  of  arguments  and  obfervations  which  you  bring  to  fupport  them  ;  and  while  we  admire 
feveral  fine  touches  of  genius,  wit,  and  eloquence,  that  ftrike  us  m  the  midft  of  this  fplendid  confu- 
fion,  we  lament  the  want  of  that  luminous  order,  and  philofophical  precifion,  that  arc  indifperfably 
required  in  a  work  of  this  kind.  You  look  like  a  man  who  has  been  fuddenly  tranfported  into  a 
new  fcene  of  things,  where  a  multitude  of  objedls  ftrike  him  at  once,  and  who  begins  to  defcribe 
them  before  he  bad  time  to  confider  their  arrangement  and  their  connexions.  Or,  to  ufe  another 
figure  that  comes  nearer  to  your  particular  cafe,  ycu  look  like  a  zealous  and  fpirited  volunteer,  who 
has  embarked  in  a  veffel  furrounded  with  enemies,  and  aflailed  by  temptftuous  weather,  and  begin* 
to  defend  and  work  the  fhip,  without  that  experience  in  the  art  of  navigation,  or  the  fcience  ot  de- 
fence, that  is  necefiary  to  enfure  fuccefs  and  vidlory." 

In  170*,  he  publiftied  eight  Difquifttions  on  Jt-aeral  SubjeSls,  Svo.  In  this  work,  among  other 
ingenious,  but  idle  fancies,  he  communicates  his  ideas  of  the  pre-exijlcnt  Jlate  of  man  as  a  ftato 
of  punilhment,  which  he  attempts  to  confirm,  by  a  fanciful  conftrudtion  of  thofe  paflages  of 
fcripture,  which  are  commonly  adduced  in  fupport  of  the  dodlrinc  of  original  fin.  But 
if  the  condition  of  man  be  indeed  {o  forlorn  and  wretched,  as  he  reprefents,  it  mufl  be  like- 
vife  entirely  hopelefs  ;  for  if  all  be  wrong  at  prefent,  it  is  impofiible  we  fliould  have  any  proof 
that  things  ever  have  been,  or  ever  will  be  right.  The  dodrines  which  he  inculcates  in  bis 
difquifition  on  Government,  in  oppofition  to  the  eftablifhed  principles  of  civil  liberty,  are  inconfiftent 
with  the  great  rights  and  interefts  of  mankind.  In  his  difquifition  on  Rational  Cbrijlianity,  he  dog- 
matically condemns  the  dodlrines  and  fpirit  of  thefe  friends  to  Chriftianity,  who  believe  it  on  ration- 
al grounds,  and  explain  it  in 'a  manner  confiftent  with  co«imon  fenfe  ;  and  paradoxically  afTerts  that 
the  dodrines  of  Chriftianity  are  "  fo  adverfe  to  all  the  principles  of  human  reafon,  that  if  brought 
before  her  tribunal,  it  muft  be  inevitably  condemned."  Ic  will  generally,  however,  be  thought  by 
thofe  who  are  Cncere  believers  in  Chriftianity,  that  tl^at  explanation  of  the  Scriptures  which  makes 
tkem  agree  with  our  natural  ideas  of  religion  and  morals,  is  as  likely  to  be  the  true  one,  as  that 
■which  afcribes  to  them  dodrines  contrary  to  the  principles  of  reafon.  His  oppofition  to  all  the- 
eftabliftied  principles  of  civil  liberty,  in  his  feuent'o  difquifition,  was  combated  in  a  very  fenfible  and 
•  fpirited  pamphlet,  intituled  "  An  Anfwer  to  the  Difquifition  on  Government  and  Civil  Liberty, 
&c.  It  was  likewife  ridiculed,  with  great  humour,  in  the  "  Dean  and  the  'Squire,"  a  political 
?:clogue,  humbly  dedicated  to  Soame  Jenyns,  Efq.  by  the  "  Author  of  the  Heroic  Epiftle  to  Sir  Wil- 
liam Chambers." 

This  was  the  laft  performance  which  he  gave  to  the  world  ;  but  he  continued  from  time  to  time  to 
frrite  verfes.  Aaicng  the  laft  of  bis  occafional  compolitions,  were  ihe  burlef^ue  Ode  to  Lord  Cari'Jlt,  tl^ 
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Epitaph  on  Dr.  "jo'nfon,  tlie  fhort  poem  on  his  Majefys  Efcape  from  the  attacfe  of  a  luftatic,  and  the 
compliment  to  Lady  S .  ijhury^  '787- 

He  died  at  his  houfe  in  Tilney-Street,  of  a  fever,  after  a  few  days  illnefs,  December  18.  1787 ,  in 
the  83d  year  of  his  age,  leavincr  no  iffue.  He  was  buried  in  the  church  of  Bottifliam.  In  the  re- 
giftry  of  burials  in  the  parifli  of  Bottifliam  fur  1787,  the  following  entry  was  made  by  the  Rev. 
William  Lore  Manfcll,  Fellow  of  Trinity  College,  Cambridge,  who  was  then  fequeflrator  of  that 
vicarage. 

SoAME  Je'^tyns.  in  the  Sjd  year  of 

his  ag'e. 

What  his  literary  character  was, 

The  world  hith  already  judged  for  itfelf; 

But  it  remains  for  his  pariih  Minifter 

to  do  his  duty, 

By  declaring^, 

That  while  he  regifterp  the  burial  of 

SOAME  Jenyns, 

He  regrets  the  lofs  of  one  of  the  moft 

amiable  of  men, 

And  one  of  the  trueit  Chriftians. 

To  the  parifh  of  Bottifham  he  is  an 

irreparable  lofs. 

He  was  buried  m  this  church,  December  17, 

near  midnight, 

By  William  Lort  IVIai/fell.  fequeftrator ; 

Who  thus  trangreff?   the  comm'.  n  forms 

of  a  Regifter, 

Merely  becaufe  he  thinks  it  to  be 

The  moft  folemn  and  lafting  method 

of  recording  to  pofterity, 

That  the  fined  underftanding 

Has  been  united 

To  the  beft  heart. 

He  was  twice  married,  firft  to  Mary,  the  only  daughter  of  Colonel  Soame,  of  Derebam,  in  Nor- 
folk, a  lady  of  great  fortune,  to  whom  his  father  was  guardian.  In  thi-i  union,  as  is  too  frequently 
the  cafe,  his  inclinations  were  lefs  confulted  than  the  advantage  that  were  fuppofed  to  be  the  certain 
appendages  to  an  alliance  with  great  wealth.  The  confequence  maybe  imagined.  A  fcparation  en-  . 
fuf  d,  which  his  lady  did  not  long  furvive.  He  afterwards  married  Elizabeth,  the  daughter  of  Hen-* 
#7  Grey.  Efq.  of  Hackney,  in  the  county  of  Middlefex,  wholurvivcd  him. 

Three  editions  of  his  works  were  printed  during  his  life.  The  lirft  was  printed  in  a  fmall  Svo, 
1751,  the  fecond  in  two  fmall  volumes  8vo,  1761,  and  the  liift  was  printed  in  one  large  volume  Rvo, 
177s.  His  name  was  not  put  to  either  of  thefe  editions ;  but  the  title-pages  of  the  firft  and  laft  con- 
tain an  urn  filled  with  flowers,  round  which  a  wreath  is  entwined,  charged  with  the  motto  to  his 
arms,  Jgnaiiis  nunquam  In  ;  790,  his  IVorks  were  colle^ed  in  4  vols.  Svo,  including  fiveral  pkces  nevir 
hcfore  pulilijbed,  by  Charles  Naifon  Cole,  Efq.  with  "  Short  Sketches  of  his  Life,"  which  have  beert 
chi..fly  followed  in  the  prefent  account.  The  fi-ft  volume  contains  his  MifceUaneous  Poems.  The 
fecond,  the  tranflation  of  Brov/ne,  he  ^nimi  Immortalitate  .  five  numbers  of  the  "  World  ;"  Short  but 
Serims  Reafons  for  a  National  Militia  ;  'Thoughts  en  the  Catifcs  and  Confequences  of  the  prefent  high  Friee  of 
Pro-uiftons  ;  The  ohjeHions  to  the  Taxation  of  our  American  Colonies  by  the  Legiflature ;  RefeBions  on  federal 
SubjeBs  i  Thoughts  on  a  2  arliamentary  Reform  ;  yi  Scheme  for  the  Coalition  of  Forties  ;  Thoughts  on  the 
l^ational  Debt,  never  before  publithcd.  The  third,  A  Free  Inquiry  into  the  Nature  and  Origin  of  E.'uil,in 
Six  Letters  ;  On  Evil  in  Genera/,  On  Evils  of  mfe^feSiion,  On  Natural  Ev'.s ,  On  Mora/  Evils,  On  Fd- 
iitical  Evils  ;  and  fevcn  l.ifquifitions,  On  the  Chain  of  Uniiierfal  Being,  Un  Cruelty  to  Inferior  Animals,  On 
a  Pre-exiflent  State,  On  the  Nature  of  Fame,  On  the  j-'nalogy  betiveen  things  Material  and  IntelleBual,  On 
Rational  Chrijlianity ,  On  Government  and  Civil  Liberty.  The  fourth,  Vie-w  oj  the  Internal  Evidence  of  the 
Chrrfian  Religion,  and  Short  and  Cur/ory  Obfervations   on  Several  Ri'Jfages  in  the  New  Tefamnt,  never 

before  publiibed.  6 
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His  Poems  were  Inferted  in  the  edition  of  "  The  Englifli  Poets,"  1790,  and  are  reprinted  In  the 
prefent  collecition,  with  the  following  additional  pieces  from  Mr.  Cole's  edition,  1790,  "^uritten  in 
the  Earl  of  Oxford^  Library  at  M^mple  ;  To  ii  Nop^ay  in  VaiuhariHa  s  BrenJ},  From  Bonfarius,  Given 
to  a  Lady  tvith  a  JVatcb  ;  Bdphegor,  a  Fable  from  Machiai)el ;  A  Lijiogue  hrtiveen  the  Right  Hon.  Henry 
Pelham,  and  Madam  Popularity  ;  .1  Simile  ;  A  Fajfage  in  OJftan  Verfjwd ;  Qn  feeing  the  Earl  of  Chejier- 
Jleld  at  a  Ball,,  at  Bath  ;  The  merican  Coachman  ;  Burlrfque  Ode,  IVritten  at  the  Count efs  of  Salfbury  t 
^^[fembly  ;    Epitaph  on  Br.  fohnfon  ;    On  a  late  execrable  Attempt  on  his  Majijlfs  Life 

His  charader  feems  to  have  been  amiable  and  refpedtable.  His  life  had  been  very  adlive  and  dl- 
verfified.  He  had  ftudied  much,  he  had  feen  mrre.  He  converfed  as  well  as  he  v/rote.  His  thoughts 
were  fprightly,  his  exprefiions  neat  His  perfon  was  diminutive,  and  of  a  flight  make  ;  and  he  had 
a  fmall  wen,  or  protuberance,  on  his  neck.  In  his  youth,  he  had  been  fo  fo';d  of  drefs,  as  to  be  dif- 
tinguiflied  as  one  of  the  beaux  of  his  time  ;  but  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  his  appearance  was  rather 
mean,  being  generally  habited  in  a  Bath  beaver  furtout,  with  blue  worfted  boot-ftockings.  His  reli- 
gious routine  is  faid  to  have  been  fingular.  From  early  inipreffion,  or  ftrong  convidlon,  he  wa^ 
originally  a  zealous  believer  of  revelation,  and  fufpefted  of  a  tendency  to  certain  fanatical  opinions. 
Gradually  lofing  ground  in  faith,  he  wandered  into  paths  ofafcured  by  doubt,  and  became  a  profeffed 
deift;  till,  by  a  retrograde  progrefs,  he  uieafured  back  his  fleps  to  the  comforts  of  rational  Chrifti- 
anity.  On  his  death-oed,  it  is  faid,  he  reviewed  his  life,  and  with  a  vifible  gleam  of  joy,  he  gloried 
in  the  belief  that  his  Vieiv  of  the  Internal  E-vidinces  of  the  Chrifliau  Religion  had  been  ufeful.  It  was  re- 
ceived, perhaps,  where  greater  works  would  not  make  their  way,  and  fo  might  have  aided  the  ar- 
dour of  virtue,  the  confidence  of  truth.  He  fpoke  of  his  death  as  one  prepared  to  die.  He  did  not 
fhrink  from  it  as  an  evil,  nor  as  a  puniihment,  but  met  it  with  decent  firmnefs,  as  his  original  defli- 
ry,  the  kind  releafe  from  what  was  worfe,  the  kinder  fummons  to  all  that  is  better.  A8  a  lay- 
vindicator  of  divine  revelation,  he  ranks  with  Milton,  Locke,  Addifon,  and  Newton. 

As  an  author,  he  has  attained  no  fiuall  degree  of  reputation,  by  powers  which  have  had  every 
aid  that  ufeful  and  polite  learning  could  give.  He  pofTeffes  a  judgment  critically  exadl,  an  elegant 
tafle,  and  a  rich  vein  of  vi^it  and  humour.  He  is  entitled  to  great  praife  for  many  excellencies  of 
flyle.  Mr.  Burke  has  truly  faid,  that  he  was  one  of  thofe  who  wrote  the  pureft  Englifli,  that  is,  the 
moflfimple  and  aboriginal  language,  the  leaft  qualified  with  foreign  impregnation.  Tothecharaflerof  an 
elegant,  he  joins  that  of  a  fenCble  and  agreeable  writer.  He  has  the  rare  merit  of  treating,  in  a  pleafing 
manner,  that  abflrafled  metaphyfic  fubje(S,  the  origin  or  necefTity  of  evil,  which  has  perplexed  human 
reafon  in  every  age.  He  has  written  like  a  man  of  tafte  and  acutenefs,  in  the  habit  of  deep  thinking. 
A  fpecies  of  reading  often  injurious,  and  generally  unentertaining,  he  has  rendered  at  once  interefling 
and  argumentative.  But  genius,  like  every  power  in  human  nature,  is  capable  of  an  abfurd  and  perni- 
cious, as  well  as  of  a  judicious  and  beneficial  application.  While  it  is  employed  in  inveftigating  ufeful 
truths,  and  enlarging  the  boundaries  of  real  knowledge,  it  is  rendering  fuch  important  ferviees  to 
mankind,  as  to  merit  the  higheft  applaufe.  Of  this  perverfion  of  genius,  his  political  tradls  and  phi- 
lofophical  dif^uifitions  afford  a  flriking  example.  Not  contented  with  that  portion  of  reputation 
for  originality,  which  is  to  be  acquired  in  the  plain  path  of  truth  and  common  fenfe,  he  finds  it  ne- 
celTary  to  employ  the  fubtletiesof  fophiftry  in  fupport  of  opinions,  v.'hich  party-attachments  led  him 
to  adopt,  and  to  exercife  his  fuperior  abilities,  in  ereiSing  fanciful  and  paradoxical  fyftem.s,  or  in 
defending  fome  dangerous  tenets.  His  Fieiv  of  the  Internal  Evidence  of  the  Chrijlitn  Religion,  contains 
many  jufl  and  important  obfcrvations  ;  but  his  method  of  rcafoning  is  liable  to  confiderable  objec- 
tions. It  has  not  occurred  to  the  advocates  of  the  Chriftian  religion,  that  doiSrines,  allowed  to  be 
contradidlory  to  reafon,  are  not  on  this  account  the  lefs  credible,  nor  have  they  ever  conceived  that 
the  virtues  of  friendfliip,  fortitude,  and  patriotifm,  do  not  form  a  part  of  the  morality  of  the  gof' 
pel;  much  lefs  have  they  urged  the  want  of  chefe  virtues  as  a  peculiar  recommendation  of  its  ex- 
cellence. They  are  confpicuoufly  illuflrated  in  the  charadler  of  its  author ;  and  it  would  be  eafy  to 
produce  flriking  inflances,  in  which  his  courage  and  friendfliip,  and  concern  for  the  welfare  of 
his  country,  were  adually  difplayed.  The  advocates  of  Chriftianity,  in  anfvrer  to  Shaftefbury  and 
Others,  have  fufficiently  vindicated  it  in  this  refoedt.    They  are  unqueftlonably  virtues  of  confi- 
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derable  Importance  ;  and  fo  far  as  they  do  not  interfere  with  the  general  principles  of  beuevo* 
fence,  which  Chriftianity  inculcates,  they  conftitute  a  part  of  Chrlftian  morality. 

As  a  poet,  he  is  rather  charaderifed  by  elegance  and  corrednefs,  than  by  inveHtion  or  enthufiafm. 
He  writes  with  terfenefs  and  neatnefs,  feldom  with  much  vigour  or  animation.  He  is  a  pleaf- 
ing  and  elegant,  but  not  a  very  animated,  or  firft-rate  writer.  His  expreffion  is  concife,  his  wit 
Kvcly,  his  fatire  poignant,  his  humour  delicate,  and  his  verfification  eafy,  flowing  and  agreeable. 
His  Art  of  Dancing,  Modern  Fine  GentUman,  Modern  Fine  Lady,  Firjl  Epijllt  of  Horace,  Burlefjue  Ode^ 
&c.  are  elegant  and  beautiful  compofitions.  In  every  one  of  them  there  are  juft  conception,  lively 
imagination,  corred  expreflion,  and  clear  connexion.  His  verfion  of  Browne's  Le  Imortalitate  Ani- 
mi,  is  a  corred.  and  claffical  performance,  which  may  challenge  a  comparifon  with  the  fubfequent  ver- 
Cons  of  Mr.  Cranwell  and  Mr.  Letticc.  His  ftiorter  pieces,  in  general,  may  be  read  with  pleafure. 
We  find  here  and  there  fome  indecencies  of  expreflion,  which  we  fmcerely  wifh  he  had  avoided. 
The  Epitaph  on  Dr.  Johnfon  was  not  didlated  by  the  faoiie  fpirit  of  candour  and  friendlhip  which  be- 
dewed the  grave  of  Jenyns,  and  ftrewed  it  with  flowers. 

His  moral  and  literary  charadter  has  been  delineated  by  Mr.  Cole,  in  his  "  Sketches,"  with  the 
zeal  of  friendlhip  and  the  fondnefs  of  affedionatc  remembrance ;  but  he  rates  his  merits  too  high. 
His  remarks  on  his  ftyle  are  exceeding  juft. 

"  He  was  a  man  of  great  miidnefs,  gentlenefs,  and  fweetxiefs  of  temper,  which  he  manifefted  to  all 
with  whom  he  had  concerns,  either  in  the  bufmefs  of  life  or  its  focial  intercourfe.  His  earneft  de- 
flre  was,  as  far  as  it  was  pofiible,  never  to  offend  any  perfon ;  and  he  made  fuch  allowances,  even  for 
tTiofe  who  in  their  difpofitions  differed  from  him,  that  he  was  rarely  offended  with  others;  of  which, 
in  a  long  life,  he  gave  many  notable  inftances.  He  was  flrid  in  the  performance  of  religious  duties 
in  public,  and  a  ccnftant  pradifer  of  them  in  private  ;  ever  profeffing  the  greateft  veneration  for 
the  church  of  England  and  its  government,  as  by  law  eftabliflied ;  holding  her  liturgy  as  the  pureft 
and  moft  perfed  form  of  public  worfliip  in  any  eftabliflied  church  in  Chriftendom ;  but  he  thought 
that  alterations  and  amendments  might  be  made  in  it,  which  would  render  it  more  perfed  than  it 
is  in  its  prefcnt  ftatc,  and  which  he  carneftly  defired  to  have  feen  accompliflied  by  thofe  who  were 
properly  authorized. 

"  In  private  life,  he  was  moft  amiable  and  engaging ;  for  he  was  poffeffed  of  a  well-informed  mind, 
accompanied  by  an  uncommon  vein  of  the  moft  lively,  fpirited,  and  genuine  wit,  which  always 
flowed  very  copioufly  amongft  thofe  with  whom  he  converfed,  but  which  was  tempered  with  fuch  a 
kindnefs  of  nature,  that  it  never  was  the  caufe  of  uneafinefs  to  any  of  thofe  with  whom  he  lived  : 
this  made  his  acquaintance  much  fought  after  and  courted  by  all  thofe  who  had  a  tafte  for  brilliant 
converfatlon,  being  well  affurcd  that  they  would  be  delighted  with  it  where  he  was;  and  that, 
though  they  did  not  poffefs  the  fame  talent,  they  never  would  be  cenfured  by  him  becaufe  they 
wanted  it. 

"  This  fo  gentle  an  exertion  of  fo  rare  a  quality,  he  not  only  ftridly  obferved  himfelf,  but  was  al- 
ways much  hurt  if  he  obferved  the  want  of  it  in  others ;  and  confidered  every  fally  of  wit,  how- 
ever bright  it  might  be,  which  tended  to  the  mortification  of  thofe  who  heard  it,  as  ope  of  its  great- 
eft  abufes,  fince  he  looked  upon  all  pre-eminent  gifts  of  the  mind,  bellowed  by  nature,  as  much  for 
the  happinefs  of  others,  as  of  thofe  who  poffefs  them. 

*'  No  perfon  ever  felt  more  for  the  miferies  ©f  others  than  he  did  ;  no  perfon  faw,  or  more  ftridly 
pradifed,  the  neceffity  impofed  on  thofe  who  form  the  fuperior  ranks  of  life,  whofe  duty  it  is  to  re- 
concile the  lower  claffes  to  their  prefent  condition,  by  contributing  the  utmoft  to  make  them  happy ; 
and  thereby  to  caufe  them  to  feel  as  little  of  that  difference  as  is  poffible ;  for  he  was  moft  kind  and 
courteous  to  all  his  inferiors,  not  only  in  his  expreffions  and  in  his  behaviour,  but  in  affifting  them 
in  all  their  wants  and  diftreffes,  as  far  as  he  could ;  ever  confidering  his  poor  neighbours  in  the 
country  as  parts  of  his  family,  and,  as  fuch,  entitled  to  his  care  and  protedion. 

♦'  He  fpent  his  fummers  at  his  houfe  in  the  country,  refiding  there  with  hofpitallty  to  his  tenants 
and  neighbours,  and  never  fuffered  any  places  at  that  feafon  calculated  for  public  diverfions  to  al- 
lure him ;  for  he  faid  he  could  at  that  time  do  more  good  in  his  own  pariflr  than  in  any  other  fituation. 

"  He  frequently  lamented  the  prevailing  falhion  of  the  later  times  of  his  life,  which  carried  gen- 
tkman  with  their  families  from  London,  when  it  it  dcferted  by  all  whofe  abfence  can  be  difptnfcd 
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^ith,  to  places  far  diftant  from  their  houfcs  and  ancient  feats  in  the  country;  opened  chiefly  for 
the  reception  of  thofe  who  wifh  to  continue  the  fcenes  of  diflipation  they  have  left :  whence  it  is, 
that  the  money  which  fliould  revert  to  the  diftridls  from  which  it  was  received,  is  turned  into  a 
different  channel ;  tenants  are  deprived  of  the  advantages  they  are  in  feme  degree  entitled  to,  from 
its  expenditure  amongft  them  ;  hofpitality  done  away,  and  the  flream  of  charity,  that  would  other- 
wife  have  gladdened  the  hearts  of  their  poor  neighbours,  is  flopped  ;  their  inferiors  deprived  of 
their  example,  encouragement,  and  protedicn,  in  the  praSice  of  religion  and  virtue,  and  thereby 
the  manners  of  the  country  altered  for  the  worfe,  which  neceffarily  occafions  great  mifchiefs  to  the 
public. 

"  When  he  was  in  the  country,  he  conftantly  afSled  as  a  magiftrate  in  his  own  diftrid,  and  attended 
all  thofc  meetings  which  were  holden  for  the  purpofcs  of  public  juftice. 

"  From  the  general  opinion  that  was  enteruined  of  his  inflexible  integrity,  and  fuperior  under- 
ftanding,  he  was  much  reforted  to  in  that  charatfler  at  home. 

"  Unknown  to  Sir  Robert  Walpole,  and  unconneded  with  him  by  acquaintance  or  private  regard, 
he  fupported  him  to  the  utmoft  of  his  power,  till  he  retired  from  his  high  flation.  He  feldom  or 
«ver  fpoke,  whilft  fitting  in  Parliament. 

"  From  having  long  had  a  feat  at  the  Board  of  Trade,  and  conftantlyattending  his  duty  there,  he 
gained  an  underdanding  of  the  great  outlines  of  the  commercial  interefts  of  this  country. 

"  As  an  author,  fo  long  as  a  true  tafte  of  fine  writing  fliall  exift,  he  will  have  a  diftinguifbed  place 
amongfl  thofe  who  have  excelled.  Whatever  he  hath  publiflied,  whether  he  played  with  his  mufe, 
or  appeared  in  the  plain  livery  of  profe,  was  fought  for  with  avidity,  and  read  with  plcafure,  by 
thofe  who  at  the  time  were  efteeoied  the  beft  judges  of  compofition.  A  minute  criticifm  on  their 
feveral  excellencies  is  unncceffary,  as  the  public  fandion  hath  damped  their  merit.  Suffice  it  to  fay, 
that  his  poems  are  on  the  moft  pleafing  fubjeifls,  and  arc  executed  with  a  warm  animation  of  fancy, 
fterlingwit,  and,  at  the  fame  time,  great  corrcftnefs. 

"  He  wonderfully  excelled  in  burlefque  imitations  of  the  ancient  poets,  by  applying  their  thoughta  , 
to  modern  times  and  eircumftances ;   which  might  be  well  expeAed,  after  his  Ihort  but  excellent 
ftri<5lures  on  this  manner  of  writing,  prefixed  to  his  imitations  of  the  firft  epiftle  of  the  fecond  book 
ef  Horace's  Epiftles,  infcribed  to  the  Lord  Chancellor  Hardwicke'. 

"  How  far  he  followed  the  rules  there  laid  down,  muft  be  determined  by  thofe  who  fhall  read  and 
•ompare  the  original  with  the  tranflation  ;  in  which  it  may  be  found,  that  in  this  kind  of  imitation, 
h(t  hath  gone  through  a  poem  of  three  hundred  lines,  without  ever  lofing  fight  of  the  original,  by 
introducing  new  thoughts  of  his  own. 

"  As  a  writer  of  profe,  whoever  will  examine  his  ftyle,  will  find  that  he  is  entitled  to  a  place  amongfl: 
the  pureft  and  correcSeft  writers  of  the  Englifh  language.  He  always  puts  proper  words  in  proper 
places,  and  hath  at  the  fame  time  a  variety  in  different  members  of  his  periods,  which  would  ether- 
wife  tire  and  difguft  the  reader  with  their  famenefs ;  a  failure  which  may  be  found  in  fome  of  the 
works  of  thofe  to  whom  the  public  have  afcribed  a  fuperior  degree  of  merit.  But  this  variety  oc- 
cafions no  difficulty  or  embarraffment  in  the  fenfe  intended  to  be  conveyed,  which  always  at  lirfl: 
fight  appears  clear,  and  is  eafy  to  be  comprehended,  fo  that  the  reader  is  never  flopped  in  his  pro- 
grefs  to  ftudy  what  is  meant. 

"  This  is  his  charaiSleriftic  as  a  writer,  on  whatever  fubjedl  he  engaged,  whether  it  were  ferious  or 
called  for  his  wit,  whether  political,  moral,  religious,  or  metaphyfical.  His  matter  is  always  moil 
pertinent  to  the  fubjeift  which  he  handles;  he  reafons  with  clofenefs  and  precifion,  and  always,  by  a 
regular  chain  of  argument,  arrives  at  the  conclufions  which  he  profeffes  is  his  defign  to  eftabliik. 
And  whoever  will  attend  to  the  exertions  of  his  mind,  manifefdng  at  fome  times  the  trueft  humour 
and  the  mod  lively  wit,  at  other  times  the  mofl  regular  chai.n  of  argument,  with  the  niceft  difcri- 
mination  and  marked  differences  of  abflraft  ideas,  cannot  but  allow,  that  as  wit  confiOs  in  qi;ickly 
affembling  idea-!,  and  putting  thofe  together  with  readinefs  and  variety,  wherein  can  be  found  any  - 
refemblance ;  and  judgment,  on  the  contrary,  in  carefully  feparating  ideas  from  one  another,  and 
exam  ning  them  apart;  I  fay,  that  he  cannot  but  allow  that  our  author  was  one  of  thofe  very  few 
who  have  appeared  in  the  world  poffeffed  ef  thefe  two  almoft  difcordant  talents  ol  the  undciilai;ding." 
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POEMS. 


THE  ART  OF  DANCING. 

^JtifcriicJ  to  the  Right  Hon.  the  Lady  Fanny  Fisldiiig  *, 
"  Inceffu  patujt  Dea."  Virg. 

WRITTEN  IN  THK  YEAR  1730. 

CANTO  I. 

In  the  fmooth  dance  ta  move  with  graceful  mien, 
Eafy  with  care,  and  fprightly,  though  lerene. 
To  mark  th'  inilru<5tions  echoing  ftrains  convey, 
And  with  juft  fteps  each  tuneful  note  obey, 
1  teach  ;  be  prefent,  all  ye  facred  choir, 
Blow  the  foft  flute,  and  Rrikc  the  founding  lyre : 
When  Fielding  bids,  your  kind  afllflance  bring, 
And  at  her  feet  the  lowly  tribute  Hing ; 
O  may  her  eyes  (to  her  ihis  verfe  is  due). 
What  firft  themfelves  infpir'd,  vouchfafe  to  view  ! 
Hail,  lovcliell  art !  that  canft  all  hearts  enfnare, 
.  And  make  the  faireft  fiill  appear  more  fair. 
Beauty  can  little  executioti  do, 
Unlefs  fhe  borrows  half  her  arms  from  you; 
Few,  like  Pygmalion,  doat  on  lifclefs  charms, 
Or  care  to  clalp  a  flatue  in  their  arms ; 
But  breads  of  flint  mull  melt  with  fierce  dcfire, 
\\^hen  art  and  motion  wake  the  fleeping  fire  ; 
A  Venns  drawn  by  great  Apclles'  hand, 
May  for  a  while  our  wond'ring  eyes  command. 
But  flill,  though  form'd  with  all  the  pow'rb  of  art. 
The  iifelefs  piece  can  never  warm  the  heart ; 
So  a  fair  nymph,  perhaps,  may  pleafe  the  eye, 
Whilft  all  her  beauteous  limbs  unatTive  lie. 
But  Vi'hen  h-r  charms  are  in  the  dance  dil'play'd. 
Then  ev'ry  heart  adores  the  lovely  maid : 
This  fets  her  beauty  in  the  faireft  light. 
And  fliows  each  grace  In  full  perfediion  bright; 
Then  as  fhe  turns  around,  from  ev'ry  part. 
Like  porcupines,  fhe  fends  a  piercing  dart ; 
In  vain,  alas  !    the  fond  fpeiStator  tries 
To  fhun  the  pleafmg  dangers  of  her  eyes, 
For,  Parthian  like,  fhe  wounds  as  fure  behind 
With  flowing  curls,  and  ivory  neck  reclin'd  : 
Whether  her  fleps  the  Minuet's  mazes  trace, 
Or  the  flow  Louvre's  more  majeftic  pace. 
Whether  the  Rigadoon  employs  her  care. 
Or  fprightly  Jigg  difplays  the  nimble  fair, 
At  every  ftep  new  beauties  we  explore, 
And  vvorfhip  now,  what  we  admir'd  before  : 

*  Daughter  of  Bafil,  fourth  Ear!  of  Denbigh.  She 
married  D^r.id  £nrl  of  I'Vinihelfa^  anidied  Seh.  27. 
1734. 


So  when  j^^lneas  in  the  Tyrian  grove 
Fair  Venus  met,  the  charming  queen  of  love. 
The  beauteons  goddefs,  whilft:  unmov'd  fhe  flood, 
Seem'd  fome  fair  nymph,  the  guardian  of  the  wood ; 
But  when  Ihe  mov'd,  at  once  her  heavenly  mien 
And  graceful  ftep  confefs  bright  beauty's  queen. 
New  glories  o'er  her  form  each  moment  rife, 
And  all  the  gcddi-fs  open  to  his  eyes. 

Now  hafte,  my  mui'e,  purfue  thy  deflin'd  way, 
What  drciVes  bell;  become  the  dancer,  fay  ; 
The  rules  of  drefs  forget  not  to  impart, 
A  leffon  previous  to  the  dancing  art. 

The  foldier's  Icar!  t  glowing  from  afar, 
Shows  tiiat  his  bloody  occupation's  war; 
Whilft  the  lawn  band,  beneath  a  double  chin, 
As  plainly  fpeaks  divinity  within  ;  [fnows. 

The   milk-maid  fafe    through    driving   rains  and 
Wrapp'd  m  her  cloke  and  propp'd  on  pattens  goes; 
While  the  foft  Belle  itnmur'd  in  velvet  chair. 
Needs  but  the  filken  fhoe,  and  trufl;s  her  bofom 

bare : 
The  woolly  drab,  and  Englifh  broad  cloth  warm. 
Guard  well  the  horfeman  from  the  beating  florm, 
But  load  the  dancer  with  too  great  a  weight, 
And  call  from  ev'ry  pore  the  dewy  fv/eat ; 
Rather  let  him  his  adlive  limbs  difplay 
In  camblet  thin,  or  glofl'y  paduafoy  : 
Let  no  unwieldy  pride  his  Ihoulders  prefs, 
But  airy,  light,  and  eafy  be  his  drefs; 
'J'hin  be  his  yielding  fole,  and  low  his  heel, 
So  fiiall  he  nimbly  bound,  and  fafely  wheel. 

But  let  not  precepts  known  my  verf^  prolong-. 
Precepts  which  ufe  will  better  teach  than  fong; 
For  why  fliould  I  the  gallant  fpark  command. 
With  clean  white  gloves  to  fit  his  ready  hand? 
Or  in  his  fob  enlivening  fpirits  wear. 
And  pungent  falts  to  raife  the  fainting  fair  ? 
Or  hint,  tlie  fword  that  dangles  at  his  fide. 
Should  from  its  iilken  bondage  be  unty'd  ? 
Why  fhould  my  lays  the  youthful  tribe  advife, 
Left  fnowy  clouds  from  out  their  wigs  arife  : 
So  fhall  their  partners  mourn  their  laces  fpoil'd, 
And  fhining  fiiks  with  greafy  powder  foil'd  ? 
Nor  need  I,  fure,  bid  prudent  youths  beware. 
Left  with  ereCled  tongues  their  buckles  ftare. 
The  pointed  fteel  fhall  oft  their  ftockings  read, 
And  oft  th'  approaching  petticoat  ofi'end. 

And  nov.',  ye  youthful  fair,  I  fing  to  you. 
With  pleafing  Imiles  my  ufeful  labours  view ; 
For  you  die  filk-worm's  fine- wrought  v/ebs  dif' 

play, 
Ar.d  lab'ring  fpia  their  little  lives  away. 
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For  you  tright  gems  with  radiant  colours  glow, 
Fair  as  the  dyes  that  paint  the  heavenly  bow, 
For  you  the  fea  refigns  its  pearly  ftore, 
And  earth  unlocks  her  mines  of  treafur'd  ore ; 
In  vain  yet  nature  thus  her  gifts  beftovvs, 
Unlefs  yourfelves  with  art  thofe  gifts  difpofe. 

Yet  think  not,  nymphs,  that  in  the  glitt'ring  ball. 
One  form  of  drefs  prefcrib'd  can  fuit  with  all ; 
One  brightell  fhines  when  wealth  and  art  combine, 
To  make  the  finifh'd  piece  completely  fine  ; 
"When  leafl;  adorn'd,  another  fleals  our  hearts, 
And  rich  in  narive  beaiuies,  wants  not  arts; 
In  fome  are  fuch  refifllefs  graces  found, 
That  in  all  drelTes  they  are  lure  to  wound ; 
Their  perfeft  forms  all  foreign  aidsdefpife, 
And  gems  but  borrow  luftre  from  their  eyes,  [feen 

Let  the  fait  nymph,  in  whole  plump  cheeks  are 
A  conftant  blufli,  be  clad  in  cheerful  green ; 
In  fuch  a  drefs  the  fportive  fea-nymphsgo; 
So  in  their  graffy  bed  frefh  rofes  blow  : 
The  lafs,  whofe  fkin  is  like  the  hazel  brown, 
With  brighter  yellow  fhould  o'ercome  her  own  ; 
While  maids  grown  pale  with  ficknefs  or  defpair, 
The  fable's  mournful  dye  fhould  choofe  to  wear; 
So  the  pale  moon  flill  fhines  with  purefl;  light, 
Cloth'd  in  the  dufk^-  mantle  of  the  night. 

But  far  from  you  be  ail  thofe  treach'rous  arts. 
That  wound  with  painted  charms  unwary  hearts ; 
Dancing's  a  touch-flone  that  true  beauty  tries. 
Nor  fuffers  charms  that  nature's  hand  denies: 
Though  for  a  v/hile  we  may  with  wonder  view 
The  rofy  blufh,  and  fkin  of  lovely  hue. 
Yet  foon  the  dance  will  caufe  the  cheeks  to  glow. 
And  melt  the  waxen  lips,  and  neck  of  fnow  ; 
So  fliine  the  fields  in  icy  fetters  bound, 
Whilfl;  frozen  gems  befpangle  all  the  ground  ; 
Through  the  clear  cryfta!  of  the  glitt'ring  fnow, 
With  fcarlet  dye  theblufhing  hawthorns  glow  ; 
O'er  all  the  plains  unnumber'd  glories  rife. 
And  a  new  bright  creation  charms  our  eyes ; 
Till  zephyr  breathes,  then  all  at  once  decay 
The  fplendid  fcenes,  their  glories  fade  away, 
The  fields  refign  the  beauties  not  their  own. 
And  all  their  fnowy  charms  run  trickling  down. 

Dare  I  in  fuch  momentous  points  advife, 
I  fhould  condemn  the  hoop's  enormous  iize  : 
Of  ills  I  fpeak  by  long  experience  found,  T 

Oft  have  1  trod  th'  immeafurable  round,  ( 

And  mourn'd  my  fhins  bruis'd  black  with  many  C 
a  wound.  j 

Nor  fhould  the  tightened  flays,  too  flraitly  lac'd, 
In  whalebone  bondage  gall  the  flender  waifl ; 
Nor  waving  lappets  Ihould  the  dancing  fair. 
Nor  rulHcs  edg'd  with  dangling  fringes  wear  ; 
Oft  will  the  cobweb-ornaments  catch  hold 
On  the  approaching  button  rough  with  gold. 
Nor  force  nor  art  can  then  the  bonds  divide. 
When  once  th' entangled  Gordian  knot  isty'd. 
So  the  unhappy  pair,  by  Hymen's  power, 
Together  join'd  in  fome  ill-fated  hour. 
The  more  they  ftrivc  tlieir  freedom  to  regain, 
The  fafter  binds  th'  indilToluble  chain. 

Let  each  fair  maid,  who  fears  to  be  difgrac'd, 
Ever  be  fure  to  tie  her  garters  faft. 
Left  the  loos'd  llriug,  amidtl  the  public  ball, 
A  wifh'd-for  prize  to  fome  proud  fop  fhould  fall, 
Who  the  rich  trcafure  ihall  triumphant  fliow. 
And  with  warm  bluflics  ciiuk  her  cheeks  to  glow. 


But  yet,  (as  fortune  by  the  felf-faiTie  ways 
She  humbles  many,  fome  delights  to  r<ijl'e) 
It  happen'd  once,  a  fair  ilUiltrions  dame 
By  fuch  negietfl  acquir'd  immortal  fame. 
And  hence  the  radiant  ftar  and  garter  blue 
Britannia's  nobles  grace,  if  fame  lays  true  : 
Hence  (till,  Plantagenet,  thy  beauties  bloom, 
Though  long  fince  moulder'd  in  the  duiky  tomb. 
Still  thy  loft  garter  is  fovereign's  care, 
And  what  each  royal  breaft  is  proud  to  wear. 

But  let  me  now  my  lovely  charge  remind, 
Left  they  forgetful  leave  their  fans  behind; 
Lay  not,  ye  fair,  the  pretty  tyy  afide, 
A  toy  at  once  difplay'd  for  ul'e  and  pride, 
A  wond'rous  engine,  that  by  magic  charms 
C  )ols  your  own  b  re  arts,  and  ev'ry  other's  warms» 
What  daring  bard  fliali  e'er  attempt  to  tell 
The  pow'rs  that  in  this  little  vveapon  dwell  ? 
What  verfe  can  e'er  explain  its  various  parts. 
Its  num'rous  ufes,  motions,  charms,  and  arts  ? 
Its  painted  folds  that  oft  extended  wide, 
Th'  affiidled  fair  one's  blubber'd  beauties  hide, 
When  fecret  forrows  her  fad  bofom  fill, 
If  Strephon  is  unkind,  or  Shock  is  ill : 
Its  fticks,  on  which  her  eyes  dejedted  pore, 
And  pointing  fingers  number  o'er  and  o'er. 
When  the  kind  virgin  burns  with  fecret  fliame, 
Dies  to  confent,  yet  fears  to  own  her  flame  ; 
Its  fliake  triumphant,  its  vicilorious  clap. 
Its  an2;ry  flutter,  and  its  wanton  tap  ? 

Forbear,  my  mufe,  th'  estenfive  theme  to  fing, 
Nor  truft  in  fuch  a  flight  thy  tender  wing; 
Rather  do  you  in  humble  lines  proclaim, 
From  whence  this  engine  took  its  form  and  name. 
Say  from  what  caufe  it  firft  deriv'd  its  birth. 
How  form'd  in  heaven,  how   thence  deduc'd  to 
earth. 

Once  in  Arcadia,  that  fam'd  feat  of  love. 
There  liv'd  a  nymph  the  pride  of  all  the  grove, 
A  lovely  nymph,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  grace, 
An  eafy  fliape,  and  fvveetly-blooming  face; 
Fanny,  the  damfel's  name,  as  chafte  as  fair. 
Each  virgin's  envy,  and  each  fwain's  defpair; 
To  charm  her  ear  the  rival  fhepherds  fing, 
Blow  the  foft  flute,  and  wake  the  trembling  firing; 
For  her  they  leave  their  wand'ringflocks  to  rove, 
Whilft   Fanny's  name  refounds  through 

grove. 
And  fpreads  on  ev'ry  tree,  enclos'd  in  knots 
As  Fielding's  now,  her  eyes  all  hearts  inflame, 
Like  her  in  beauty,  as  alike  in  name. 

Twas   when  the  Summer   fun  now  mounted   I 
high, 
With  fiercer  beams  had  fcorch'd  the  glowing  (ky, 
Beneath  the  covert  of  a  cooling  fhade. 
To  (hun  the  heat,  this  lovely  nymph  was  laid  j 
The  fnltry  weather  o'er  her  cheeks  had  fpread 
A  blufh  that  added  to  their  native  red. 
And  her  fair  breaft,  as  polifli'd  marble  white. 
Was  half  conceal'd,  and  half  expos'd  to  fight : 
^^olus,  the  mighty  god  whom  winds  obey, 
Obierv'd  the  beauteous  maid,  as  thus  flie  lay; 
O'er  all  her  charms  he  gaz'd  with  fond  dehght. 
And  fuck'd  in  poifon  at  the  dangerous  fight; 
He  fighs,  he  burns;  at  laft  declares  his  pain. 
But  ftill  he  fighs,  an4  ftill  he  woos  in  vain  j 


ling  itrmg; 
>  to  rove,'\ 
jh  ev'ry  ( 
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The  cruel  nymph,  regardlefs  cf  his  moan, 
Minds  not  his  flame,  uneafy  with  her  own  ; 
But  iHU  complains,  that  he  who  rui'd  the  air 
Would  not  commantl  one  zephyr  to  repair 
Around  her  face,  nor  gentle  breeze  to  play 
Through  the  dark  glade,  to  cool  the  luliry  day  ; 
By  love  incited,  and  the  hopes  of  joy, 
Th'  ingenious  god  contriv'd  this  pretty  toy, 
With  gales  inceffant  to  relieve  her  flame, 
And  call'd  it  Fan,  from  lovely  Fanny's  name. 

CANTO  ir. 

Noiv  fee  prepar'd  to  lead  the  fprightly  dance, 
The  lovely  nymphs   and   vvell-drels'd  youths  ad- 
vance ; 
The  fpacious  room  receives  its  jovial  gueft. 
And  the  floor  Ihakes  with  pleafing  weight  opprcft: 
Thick  rang'd  on  ev'ry  fide,  with  various  dyes 
The  fair  in  glofl'y  iilks  our  fight  furprife  ; 
So  in  a  garden  bath'd  with  genial  Ihow'rs, 
A  thoufand  forts  of  variegated  flow'rs. 
Jonquils,  carnations,  pinks,  and  tulips  rife, 
And  in  a  gay  confufion  charm  our  eyes. 
High   o'er   their   heads,    with   num'rous   candles 

bright. 
Large  fconces  flied  their  fparkling  beams  of  light, 
Their  fparkling  beams,  that  ftill  more  brightly 

glow, 
Refletfled  back  from  gems,  and  eyes  below  : 
Unnumber'd  fans  to  cool  the  crowded  fair, 
With  breathing  zephyrs  move  the  circling  air  : 
The  fprightly  fiddle,  and  the  founding  lyre, 
Each  youthful   breaft  with  gen'rous  warmth  in- 

fpire  ; 
Fraught  with  all  joys  the  blifsful  moments  fly, 
Whilft  mufic  melts  the  ear,   and  beauty  charms 
the  eye. 
Now  let  the  youth,  to  whofe  fuperior  place 
It  firlt  belongs  the  fplendid  ball  to  grace> 
With  humble  bow  and  ready  hand  prepare 
Forth  from  the  crowd  to  lead  his  choien  fair; 
The  fair  iliall  not  his  kind  requeft  deny,  ■ 
But  to  the  pleafing  toil  with  equal  ardour  fly. 

But  ftay,  raOi  pair,  nor  yet  untaught  advance  : 
Firit  hear  the  mufe,  ere  you  attempt  to  dance  : 
*  By  art  diredled  o'er  the  foaming  tide. 
Secure  from  rock•^  the  pamted  veHels  glide  ; 
By  art  the  chariot  fcours  the  dufty  plain. 
Springs  at  the  whip,  and  f  hears  the   Ilrait'ning 

rein  ; 
To  art  our  bodies  mult  obedient  prove. 
If  e'er  we  hope  with  graceful  eal'e  to  move. 

Long  was  the  dancing  art  unhx'd  auti  free. 
Hence  loft  in  error,  and  uncertainty  ; 
No  precepts  did  it  mind,  or  rules  obey. 
But  ev'ry  mailer  taught  a  diff'rent  way  : 
Hence  ere  each  new-born  dance  was  fully  try'd, 
The  lovely  produ(5t  ev'n  in  blooming  dy'd  ; 
Through  various  hands  in  wild  confufion  tofl; 
Its  fteps  were  alter'd,  and  its  beauties  loll ; 


*  "  Arte  citse  veloque  rates  remoquc  moventur, 
"  Arte  leves  currus."  Ovid. 

t  " Nee  audit  curri'.s  habenas."  Virg. 
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Till  I  Fuillet,  the  pride  of  dallia  rofe. 
And  did  the  dance  in  characflers  compofe  ; 
Each  lovely  grace  by  certain  marks  he  taught,  • 
And  ev'ry  ftep  in  lading  volumes  wrote  ; 
Hence  o'er  the  world  this  pleafing  art«^liall  fpread, 
And  ev'ry  dance  in  ev'ry  clime  be  read, 
By  diftant  matters  fliall  each  Hep  be  feen, 
Though  mountains  rifcj  and  oceans  roar  betw-een; 
Mence,  with  her  lilter  arts,  fliall  dancing  claim 
An  equal  right  to  univerfal  fame  ; 
And  Ifaac's  Rigadoon  fliall  live  as  long 
As  Rnphael's  painting,  or  as  Virgil's  long. 
Wife  nature  ever,  with  a  prudent  hand, 
Difpenfes  various  gifts  to  ev'ry  land; 
To  ev'ry  nation  frugally  imparts 
A  genius  fit  for  fome  peculiar  arts  ; 
To  trade  the  Dutch  incline,  the  Swifs  to  armSj 
Mulic  and  verfe  are  foft  Italia's  charms; 
Britannia  juftly  glories  to  have  found 
Lands  unexplor'd,  and  fail'd  the  globe  around  ; 
But  none  will  fure  prefume  to  rival  France, 
Whether  flie  forms  or  executes  the  dance: 
To  her-  exalted  genius  'tis  we  owe 
The  fprightly  Rigadoon  and  Louvre  flow. 
The  Boi^e,  and  Courant  unpraclis'd  long, 
Tir  immortal  Minuet,  and  fmooth  Bietagne, 
With  all  thole  dances  of  lUuftrious  fame, 
II  Which   from  their    native   country  take   their 

name  : 
With  thefe  let  ev'ry  ball  be  firfl:  begun. 
Nor  Country-Dance  intrude  till  thefe  are  done. 
Each  cautious  bard^  ere  he  attempts  to  fiug, 
Firfl  gently  flutt'nng  tries  his  tender  wing  ; 
And  if  he  finds  that  with  uncommon  fire 
The  mufes  all  his  raptur'd  foul  infpire. 
At  once  to  Heav'n  he  foars  in  lofty  odes. 
And  fings  alone  of  heroes  and  of  gods  , 
But  if  he  trembling  fears  a  flight  lb  high. 
He  then  defcends  to  fofter  tltijj  ; 
And  if  in  elegy  he  can't  fucceed. 
In  paftoral  he  flill  may  tune  the  oaten  reed  : 
So  fliould  the  dancer,  ere  he  tries  to  move. 
With   care  his  ftrength,   his  weight  and  geniuS 

prove ; 
Then,  if  he  finds  kind  nature's  gifts  impart 
Endowments  proper  for  the  dancing  ait, 
If  in  himfelf  he  feels  together  join'd. 
An  a(flive  body  ar.d  ambitious  mind^ 
In  nimble  Rigadoonshe  may  advance. 
Or  in  the  Louvre's  flow  majellic  dance  : 
If  thefe  he  fears  to  reach,  with  eafy  pace 
Let  him  the  Minuet's  circling  mazes  trace  i 
Is  this  too  hard  ?     This  too  let  him  forbear. 
And  to  the  Country-Dance  confine  his  car*. 

Would  you  in  dancing  ev'ry  fault  avoid. 
To  keep  true  time  be  firft  your  thoughts  employ 'd} 
All  other  errors  they  in  vani  iliall  mend. 
Who  in  this  one  important  point  oftend  ; 
For  this,  when  now  united  hand  in  hand 
Eager  to  flart  the  youthful  couple  Hand, 
Let  them  a  while  their  nimble  feet  reftraiti. 
And  with  foft  taps  beat  time  to  every  fl:rain: 

I  Fuillet  wrote  the  Art  of  Dancing  by  Charac.^ 
ten,  in  Fre7ich,  fulce  tranjlhted  by  Weaver^ 
W  French  Dances. 
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So  for  the  race  prepar'd  two  courfers  ftand, 
And  with  impatient  pa.wirgs  fpurn  the  fand. 

In  vain  a  mafter  (hall  employ  his  care, 
Where  nature  has  once  fix'd  a  clumfy  air  ; 
Rather  let  I'uch,  to  country  I'ports  confin'd, 
Purine  the  flyinj^  hare  or  tim'rous  hind  : 
3SJor  yet,  while  I  the  rural  'fquire  defpife, 
A  mien  effeminate  would  I  advife  : 
With  equal  fcorn  I  would  the  fop  deride, 
Nor  let  him  datice-^but  on  the  woman's  fide. 

And  you,  fair  nymphs,  avoid  with  equal  care 
A  ftupid  dullnel's,  and  a  coquette  air  ; 
Neither  wit?i  eyes,  that  ever  love  the  ground, 
Afleep,  like  fpinning  tops,  run  rotind  and  round, 
Nor  yet  with  giddy  looks  and  wanton  pride 
Stare  all  around,  and  tkip  from  fide  to  fide. 

True  dancing,  like  true  wit,  is  beft  exprefl 
IBy  nature  only  to  advantage  dreit; 
'Tis  not  a  nimble  bound,  or  caper  high, 
That  can  pretend  to  |>leafe  a  curious  eye  ; 
Good  judges  no  fuch  tumbler's  tricks  regard. 
Or  think  them  beauliful,  becaufe  they're  hard. 

'Tis  not  enough  that  ev'ry  itander-by 
No  glaring  errors  in  your  fteps  can  fpy, 
The  dance  and  roufic  muft  fo  nicely  meet, 
■  Each  note  fhould  feem  an  echo  to  her  feet ; 
A  namelefs  grace  mull  in  each  movement  dwell, 
Which  words  can  ne'er  exprefs,  or  precepts  tell, 
Not  to  be  taught,  but  ever  to  be  feen 
In  Flavia's  air,  and  Chloe's  eafy  mien  ; 
'Tis  fuch  an  air  that  makes  her  thoufands  fall, 
When  Fielding  dances  at  a  birth-night  ball  ; 
Smooth  as  Camilla  Ihe  Ikims  o'er  the  plain, 
And  flies  like  her  through  crowds  of  heroes  (lain. 

No'w  when  the  Minuet,  oft  repeated  o'er, 
(Like  all  terreftrialjoys)  can  pleafe  no  more, 
And  ev'ry  nymph,  refilling  to  expand 
Her  charms,  declines  the  circulating  hand  ; 
Then  let  the  jovial  Coiuitry-Dance  begin. 
And  the  loud  fiddles  call  each  ftragglcr  in  : 
But  ere  they  come,  permit  me  to  difclofe, 
How  firft,  as  legends  tell,  :hi:>  paftime  rofe. 

In  ancient  times  (fuch  times  are  now  no  more) 
VVhen  Albion's  crown  illuUrious  Arthur  wore, 
111  fame  fair  op'ning  £;lade,  each  Summer's  night, 
Wher?  the  pale  moon  diffus'd  her  (liver  light, 
Oil  the  fof:  carpet  of  a  graffy  field. 
The  fporting  fairies  their  aiicmblies  held  : 
Some  lightly  tripping  with  their  pigmy  queen, 
Ir  circling  ringlets  mark'd  the  level  green. 
Some  with  fcft  notes  bade  mellow  pipes  refound. 
And  mufic  warble  through  the  groves  around  ; 
Oft  lonely  Ibepherds  by  the  foreft  fide. 
Belated  peafants  oft  their  revels  fpy'd, 
And  home  returning,  o'er  their  nut-brown  ale 
Their  guefts  diverted  with  the  vi'«ind'rous  talc. 
Inltruf^ed  hence,  throughout  thcBritilli  iOe, 
And  fond  to  imitate  the  pieafing  toil, 
Round  wiiere  tlie   trembling  May-uole  fi.x'd  on 

high. 
Uplifts  its  flow'ry  hcnuurs  to  the  fky. 
The  ruddy  maids  and  fun- burnt  fwains  refort, 
And  practife  ev'ry  night  the  lovely  fport  ; 
On  ev'ry  fide  .^ohan  artifts  Hand, 
Whofe  aiflive  elbows  fweliing  winds  command. 
The  fweiling  winds  harmonious  pipes  infpire, 
And  Maw  iiKY'ry  breall;  a  gtfti'rous  fire. 
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Thus  taught,  at  fir(V  the  Country-Dance  begail 
And  hence  To  cities  and  to  courts  it  ranj 
Succeeding  ages  did  in  time  impart 
Various  improvements  to  the  lovely  art ; 
From  fields  and  groves  to  palaces  remov'd, 
Cireat  ones  the  pieafing  exercife  approv'd  : 
Hence  the  loud  fiddle  and  fhrill  trumpet's  founds 
Are  made  companions  of  the  dancer's  bounds ; 
Hence  gems,    and  filks,    brocades,    and   ribbons 

join. 
To  make  the  ball  with  perfeft  luftre  fliine. 
So  rude  at  firlt  the  tragic  mufe  appear'd, 
Her  voice  alone  by  ruftic  rabble  heard ; 
Where  twilling  trees  a  cooling  arbour  made. 
The  pleas'd  fpeiflators  lat  beneath  the  fhade  ; 
The  homely  ftage  with  rullies  green  was  ilrew'd^ 
And  in  a  cart  the  ftrolling  adlors  rode ; 
Tiil  time  at  length  iraprov'd  the  great  defign. 
And  bade    the   fcenes   with   painted    landicapeS 

(hine ; 
Then  art  did  ail  the  bright  machines  dilpofe. 
And  theatres  ot  Parian  marble  rofe; 
Then  mimic  thunder  (hcok  the  canvas  fky. 
And  gods  defcended  from  their  tow 'rs  on  high. 

With  caution  now  let  ev'ry  youth  prepare 
To  choofe  a  partner  from  the  mingled  fair ; 
"Vain  would  be  hereth'  inflrucfting  mufe's  voice, 
If  Ihe  pretended  to  diredl  his  choice  : 
Beauty  alone  by  fancy  is  expreft. 
And  charms  in  diff'rent  forms  each  diff'rent  breaft; 
A  fnowy  Ikin  this  am'rous  youth  admires, 
vVhiift  nut-brown  cheeks  another's  bolbm  fires ; 
Small  waifts  and  dender  limbs  fome  hearts  infnare,. 
Whilrt  others  love  the  more  fubftantial  fair. 

But   let  not    outward  charms  your   judgment 

fw  ay, 
Yourrealbn  rather  than  your  eyes  obey  ; 
And  in  the  dance,  as  in  the  marriage  noofe, 
Rather  for  merit,  than  for  beauty  chocfe  : 
Be  her  your  choice,  who  knows  with  perfecfl  ikill 
When  liie  fliould  move,  and  when  the  fliould  be 

ftill, 
Wiio  uninftrutfled  can  perform  her  fliare. 
And  kindly  half  the  pieafing  burden  bear. 
UniiRjipy  is  that  hopeiefs  wretch's  fate, 
\\ho  fctrer'd  in  the  matrimonial  ftate 
With  a  poor  fiinple  inexperienc'd  wife, 
1-i  forc'd  to  lead  the  tedious  dance  of  life; 
And  fuch  is  his,  with  tiich  a  partner  join'd, 
A  moving  puppet,  but  without  a  mind: 
Still  muft  his  hand  be  pointing  out  the  vvay» 
Ytt  ne'ci  can  teach  fo  fait  as  flie  can  ftray  ; 
B.'ueatii  ic.r  follies  he  mull  ever  groan. 
And  ever  L;lulli  for  errors  not  his  own. 

But  inAV  behold,  united  h.tnd  in  hand, 
Rang'd    on    each    fide,    the   well-pair 'd  couple* 

aand  ! 
Each  youthful  bofom  beating  with  d'' light. 
Waits  the  brilk  fignal  'br  the  pleafirg  fight;, 
While  lovely  eyes,  that  flaQi  unufual  rays. 
And  fnoWy  bubbles  puU'd  .above  the  Itays,  j 

Quick  bufy  hands,  and  bridling  heads  declare 
The  fond  impatience  of  the  (tarting  fair.    "  i 

And  fee,  the  fprightly  dance  is  now  begun  ! 
Now  iiere,  now  there,  the  giddy  maze  they  run; 
Now  with  flow  lleps  they  pace  the  circling  ring, 
Now  ^U  coiifus'd,  too  Iwift  for  fight  they  fpring  t , . 
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So  in  a  wheel,  with  rapid  fury  toft. 

The  undiftinguifli'd  fpokrs  are  in  the  motioa  loft. 

The  dancer  here  no  more  requires  a  guide, 
To  no  rtrici  fteps  bis  nimble  leet  are  ty'd  ; 
'  The  miife's  precepts  here  would  ufelefs  be. 
Where  all  is  tancy'd,  unconfin'd,  and  free  ; 
Let  him  but  to  the  mufic's  voice  attend, 

■  By  thisiiiflrudled,  he  can  ne'er  offend  : 
It' to  his  fliare  it  falls  the  dance  to  lead. 

In  well-known  paths  he  may  be  fure  to  tread  { 
If  others  lead,  let  him  their  motions  view, 

.  And  in  their  fteps  the  winding  maze  pnrfue. 
In  every  country-dance  a  ferious  mind, 

[  Turn'd  for  reflecflion,  can  a  moral  find. 

:  Iti  hunt-the-fquirrel  thus  the  nymph  we  view, 

■  Seeks  when  we  Hy,  but  "flies  when  we  purfue  : 

i  Thus  in  round-dances  where  our  partners  change, 
1  And  imcontiii'd  from  fair  to  fair  wc  range, 
I  As  foon  as  one  from  his  own  confort  flies, 
i  Another  feizes  on  the  lovely  prize  ; 
'  A  while  the  fav'rite  youth  enjoys  her  charrtis. 
Till  the  next  comer  ftealsher  from  his  arms; 
1  New  ones  fucceed,  the  luft  is  Hill  her  care  ; 
I  How  true  an  emblem  of  ih'  inconftant  fair  I 

Where  can  philofophers,  and  fages  wife, 
'  Who  read  the  curious  volumes  of  tlie  fl^ies, 

■  A  model  more  exaft  than  dancing  name 
i  Of  the  creation's  univerl'al  frame  ? 

Where  worlds  unnumber'd  o'er  tli'  ethereal  way 
In  a  bright  regular  confulion  ftray  ; 

i  Now  here,  now  there  they  whirl  along  the  fky, 

I  Now  near  approach,  and  now  far  diftant  fly; 
Now  meet  in  the  fame  order  they  begun. 
And  then  the  great  celeftial  dance  is  done. 
Where  can  the  mor'lilt  find  a  juftcr  plan 
Of  the  vain  labours  and  the  life  of  man  ; 
A  while  through  juftling   crowds   we  toil,   and 

fweat, 
And  eagerly  purfue  we  know  not  what ; 
Then  when  our  trifling  lliort-liv'd  race  is  run, 
Oolite  tir'd  fit  down,  juft  where  we  (irit  begun. 
Though  to  your  armskmd  fdte's  indulgent  care 

1  Has  given  a  partner  exqiiilitely  fair, 
Let  not  her  charms  fo  much  engage  your  heart. 
That  you  neglcdl  the  fkilful  dancer's  part  ; 
Be  not,  when  you  the  tuneful  notes  would  hear. 
Still  whifp'ring  idle  prattle  in  her  ear; 
When  you  fliould  be  emplov'd,  be  not  at  play, 
Nor  for  your  joys  all  other  itep?  delay  ; 
But  when  the  finifh'd  dance  you  once  have  done. 
And  with  applaufe  through  ev'ry  couple  run, 
There  reft  a  while ;    there  fuatch    the  fleeting 

blifs, 
The  tender  whifper,  and  the  balmy  kifs; 
Each  fecret  wifh,  each  f  jfter  hope  confefs. 
And  her  inoift  palm  with  eager  fingers  prefs; 
With  fmiles  the  fair  fliail  hear  your  warm  defires, 
When  mufic  melts  her  foul,  and  dancing  Jires. 

Thus  mis'd  with  love,  the  pleafing  toil  purfue, 
Till  the  unwelcome  morn  appears  in  view; 
Then,  when  approaching  day  its  beams  dilplays, 
And  the  dull  candles  flrne  with  fainter  rays, 
Then,  when  the  iV.n  juft  rifes  o'er  the  detp. 
And  each  bright  eye  is  almoft  fet  in  fleep  ; 
With  ready  hand,  obfequious  youths  prepare     ") 
Safe  to  her  coach  to  lead  each  chofen  f<tir,  J- 

(Aad  guard  her  from  the  morn's  inclement  air :  J 


Let  a  warm  hood  enwrap  her  lovely  head, 
.'\nd  o'er  her  neck  a  handkerchief  be  fpread  ; 
Around  her  flioulders  let  this  arm  be  caft  ; 
Whilil  that  from  cold  defends  her  (lender  waift; 
With  kiiVes  warm  her  balmy  lips  fliall  glow, 
Unchill'd  by  nightly  damps  or  wint'ry  Uiow  ; 
While  gcn'rous  v;hite-wine,  mull'd  with  ginger 

warm, 
Safely  protecfls  her  inward  frame  from  harm. 

But  ever  let  my  lovely  pupils  fear 
To  thill  their  mantling  blood  with  cold  fmall  beer. 
Ah,  thoughtlefs  fair  !  the  tempting  draught  re- 

fufc, 
When  thus  forewarn'd  by  my  cxperienc'd  mufe  : 
Let  the  fad  confequence  your  thoughts  employ. 
Nor  hazard  future  pains  for  prefent  joy  ; 
Deftrudlion  lurks  within  the  pois'nous  dofe, 
A  fatal  fever,  or  a  pimpled  noie. 

Thus  through  each  precept  of  the  dancing  art 
The  mufe  has  play'd  the  kind  inftrui!tor's  part  j 
Through  ev'ry  maze  her  pupils  flie  has  led. 
And  ]>jinted  out  the  fureft  paths  to  tread  ; 
No  more  remains;  no  more  the  goddefs  fings, 
But  drops  her  pinions,  and  unfurls  her  wings. 
On  downy  beds  the  weary  dancers  lie. 
And  deep's  filk  cords  tie  down  each  drowfy  eye  ; 
Delightful  dreams  their  pleaflng  fports  reftore. 
And  cv'n  in  fleep  they  feem  to  dance  once  more. 

And  now  tlie  work  completely  tinifli'd  lies, 
Which  the  devouring  tcetli  of  time  defies  : 
Whilft  birds  in  air,  or  filh  in  ftreams  we  find, 
Ordamfels  fret  with  aged  partners  join'd  ; 
As  long  as  nymphs  fliall  with  attentive  ear 
A  fiddle  rather  than  a  fermon  hear  : 
So  long  the  brighteft  eyes  Ihall  oft  perufe 
Thefe  ufeful  lines  of  my  inftru6livfe  mufe  ; 
Each  belie  fliall  wear  them  wrote  upon  her  fan. 
And  each  bright  beau  fliall  read  them— if  he  can» 

AN  EPISTLE, 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  COUNTRY, 

To  the  Right  Honourah/e  the  Lord  Lovelacd  then 
in  Toivn.     September  1735. 

In  days  my  Lord,  when  rriother  time. 

Though  now  grov/riold,  was  in  her  prime, 

vV'hen  Saturn  firft  began  to  rule, 

^n.'  Jove  was  hardly  come  from  fchooi. 

How  happy  was  a  country  life  1 

How  free  from  wickednefs  and  ftrife  ! 

Then  each  mm  liv'i  upon  his  farm. 

Anil  thought  and  did  no  mortal  harm  ; 

On  mofly  banks  fair  virgins  flepr. 

As  haimleis  as  the  flocks  thev  kept; 

Then  love  was  all  they  had  to  do, 

'^r.d  nymphs  were  chaile,  and  fwains  were  true* 

But  now,  whatever  poets  write, 
' Tis  lure  the  cafe  is  alter'd  quite: 
i/irtue  no  more  in  rural  plains. 
Or  innocence  or  peac^  remains  ; 
But  vice  is  in  the  cottage  found. 
And  country  girls  are  oft  unfound; 
Fierce  party  rage  each  villagi;  fires. 
With  \v-ars  of  juflices  and  'fquires; 
Attorneys,  for  a  barley  ftriw. 
Whole  ages  hamper  folks  in  law,- 
3  R  ij 
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^ndev'r-y  neiglibour's  in  a  flame, 
About  their  rates,  or  tithes,  or  game  : 
Some  quarrel  for  their  hares  and  pigeons, 
And  fome  for  diff'rence  in  reli^^ions  *. 
Some  hold-  their  parfon  the  beft  preacher. 
The  tinker  fome  a  better  teacher  ; 
Thefe  to  the  church  they  fight  for  ftrangers, 
Ha-ve  faith  in  nothing  but  her  dangers  ; 
Wiiile  thofe,  a  more  believing  people, 
Can  fwallow  all  things — but  a  fteeple. 
But  I,  my  Lord,,  who,  as  you  know^ 
Care  little  how  thefe  matters  gOj 
And  equally  deteft  the  ftrife 
And  ufual  joys  of  country  life, 
Ifave  by  good  fortune  little  fliare   ■ 
Of  its  diverlions  or  its  care ; 
For  feldom  I  with  'fq«ires  unite. 
Who  hunt  all  day,  and  drink  all-night ; 
Nor  reckon  wonderful  inciting, 
At  quarter-fefiions,  or  cock-figlxting,: 
But  then  no  farm  I  occupy 
With  fheep  to  rot,  and  cows  to  die ; 
Nor  rage  I  much,  or  much  defpair. 
Though  in  my  hedge  I  find  a  fnare ; 
Nor  view  I,  with'  due  admlrationj 
All  the  high  honours  here  in  fafliion  j 
The  great  c&mmiffions  of  t!ie  quorum^, 
Terrors  to  all  who  coiae  before  'em  ; 
Militia  fcarlet  edg'd  withi  gold. 
Or  the  white  ftatt  high-flieriffs  hoM; 
The  reprefentative's  careffing. 
The  judge's  bow,  the  bilbop's  bleffing. ; 
Nor  cau  I  for  my  fcul  delight 
In  the  dull  feaft  of  neighboring  kaight. 
Who,  if  you  lead  three  days  before. 
In  white  gloves  meets  you  at  the  door. 
With  fuperfluity  of  breeding 
Firfli  makes  you  lick,  and  then  with  feed:ing 
Or  if  with  ceremony  cloy'd, 
You  would  next  time  fuch.  plagues  avoid, 
And  vilit  without  previous  notice, 
•'  John,  Jobr>  a  coach  1— I  can't  think  wbo 
My  Lady  cries,  %vho  fpies  your  coach, 
Ere  you  the  avenue  approach  : 
"  Lord,  how  unlucky  1 — wadiing  day  ! 
"  And  all  the  men  are  in  the  hay  V 
Entrance  to  gain  is  fomething  hard. 
The  dogs  all  bark,  the  gates  are  barr'd  • 
The  yard's  with  lines  of  linen.  CEolVd, 
The  hall-door's  lock'd,  the  key  is  loft  ; 
Thefe  difficulties  all  cc'ercome. 
We  reach  at  length  the  drawing-room  ; 
Then  there's  fnch  trampling  over-head. 
Madam  you'd  fwea:r  was  brought-to-bed  i 
Mil's  in  a  hurry  burfts  her  lock. 
To  get  clean  ffeeves  to  hide  her  fmock  ; 
The  fervants  run,  the  pewter  clatters, 
My  lady  dreffes,  calls,  and  chatters ; 
The  cook. maid  raves  for  want  of  butter. 
Pigs  fqueak,  fowls  fcream,  and  green  geefe 
Now  after  three  hours  tedious  waiting, 
On  all  our  neighbour's  faults  debating. 
And  having  nine  times  vievv'd  the  garden. 
In  which  there's  nothing  worth  a  farthing. 
In  comes  my  lady  and  the  pudden  : 
*'  You  will  excufe.  Sir, — on  a  fudden"— 
Then  that  we  may  have  four  and  four, 
The  bacon,  fowls,  and  cauliflow'!. 
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KS    OF  JENY^S,- 

Their  ancient  U/nity  divide, 

The  top  one  graces,  one  each  fide  j 

And  by  and  by,  the  fecond  courfe 

Comes  lagging  like  a  diftanc'd  horfej 

A  falver  tberi  to  church  and  king, 

The  butler  fweats,  the  glaffes  ring  : 

The  cloth  remov'd,  the  toafts  go  rounds 

Bawdy  and  politics  abound  ; 

And  as  the  knight  more  tipfey  waxes. 

We  damn  all  minifters  and  taxes. 

At  lait  the  raddy  fun  quite  funk, 

The  coachman  tolerably  drunk. 

Whirling  o'er  hillocks,  ruts,  and  ftones, 

Eno-ugh  to  diflocate  one's  bones. 

We  home  return,  a  wond'rous  token 

Of  Heaven's  kind  care,  with  limbs  unbroken. 

AfHidl  us  not,  ye  gods,  though  finners, 

With  many  days  like  this,  or  dinners ! 

But  if  civilities  thus  teaze  me, 
Nor  bufinefs,  nor  diveifions  pleafe  me  ; 
You'll  aik,  my  Lord,  how  time  I  fpend  ? 
I  anfwer,  with  a  book  or  friend  : 
The  circulating  hours  dividing 
'Twixt  reading,  walking,  eating,  ridings 
But  books  are  Hill  my  higheft  joy, 
Thefe  earlieft  pleale,  and  Isteft  cloy. 
Sometimes  o'er  diftant  climes  I  ftray. 
By  guides  experienc'd  taught  the.  way  ; 
The  wonders  of  each  region  view, 
From  frozen  Lapland  to  Peru ; 
Bound  o'er  rough  feas,  and  mountains  bare. 
Yet  ne'er  forfake  my  elbow  chair. 
Sometimes  fome  fam'd  hiftorian's  pen 
Recals  part  ages  back  agen  ; 
Where  all  I  fee,  through  ev'ry  page. 
Is  but  how  mer?,  with  fenfelefs  rage. 
Each  other  rob,  deftroy,  and  burn, 
To  fcrve  a  prreft's,  a  llstefman's  turn  ; 
Though  loaded  with  a  diff'rent  aim, 
Yet  always  afi'es  much  the  fame. 
Sometimes  I  view  with  much  delight. 
Divines  their  holy  game-cocks  fight  v 
Here  faith  and  works  at  variance  fet, 
Strive  hard  wholbaH  the  viiil'ry  get ; 
Prefbytery  and  Epifcopacy 
They  fight  fo  long,  it  would  amaze  ye  r 
Here  free-will  holds  a  fierce  difpute 
With  reprobation  abfolute ; 
Tliere  fenfe  kicks  tranfubftantiation, 
And  reafon  pecks  at  revelation. 
With  learned  Newton  now  I  fly 
O'er  all  the  rolling  orbs  on  high, 
Vifit  new  worlds,  and  for  a  minute 
This  old  one  fcorn,  and  all  that's  in  it; 
And  now  with  lab'ring  Boyle  I  trace 
Nature  through  ev'ry  winding  maze  ; 
The  latent  qualities  admire 
Of  vapours,  water,  air,  and  fire; 
With  pleafing  admiration  fee 
Matter's  furpriling  fubtlety  ; 
As  how  the  fmallcft  lamp  difplays, 
For  miles  around,  its  fcatter'd  rays  ; 
Or  how  (the  cafe  ftill  more  t'  explain) 
A  *  fart,  that  weighs  not  half  a  grain, 
The  atmofphere  will  oft  perfume 
Of  a  whole  fpacious  drawing-room. 

*  See  Socle's  Ex^erimentt, 
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Sffmrtioies  I  pafs  a  whole  long  day 
In  happy  indblence  away, 
In  fondly  meditating  o'er 
Paft  pleafures,  and  in  hoping  more  ; 
Or  wander  through  the  fields  and  woods. 
And  gardens  bath'd  in  circling  floods; 
There  blooming  flowers  with  rapture  view, 
And  fparkling  gems  of  morning  dew, 
\^Tience  in  my  mind  ideas  rife 
Of  Caelia's  cheeks,  and  Chloe's  eyes, 

'Tis  thus  my  lord,  I  free  from  Ihife 
Spend  an  inglorious  country  life  ; 
Thefe  are  the  joys  I  ftill  ])urfue, 
When  abfent  from  the  town  and  you; 
Thus  pafs  long  funimer  funs  away, 
Bufily  idle,  calmly  gay  ^ 
Nor  great,  nor  mean,  nor  rich,  nor  poor. 
Not  having  much,  nor  wifliing  more  ; 
EEcept  that  you,  when  weary  grown 
Of  ail  the  follies  of  the  town. 
And  feeing  in  all  public  places 
The  fame  vain  fops  and  painted  faces. 
Would  fometimes  kindly  condefccnd 
To  vifit  a  dull  country  friend  : 
Here  you"il  be  ever  fare  to  meet 
A  hearty  welcome,  though  no  treat ; 
One  who  has  nothing  elfe  to  do. 
But  to  divert  himfelf  and  )  ou  ; 
A  houfe,  where  quiet  guards  the  door. 
No  rural  wits  fmoak,  drink,  and  roar; 
Choice  books,  fife  horfes,  wholefome  liquor, 
Clean  girls,  backgammon,  and  the  vicar. 

AN  ESSAY  ON  VIRTUE. 
**  Atque  ipfa  utilitas  jufti  prope  mater  et  equi." 

HuR, 

To  the  Hon.  Philip  Torke,  Efq.  * 

Thov,  whom  nor  honours,  wealth,  ner  youth  can 

fpoil 
With  the  lead  vice  of  each  luxuriant  foil, 
Say,  Yoike,  {for  fure,  if  any,  thou  can'ft  tell) 
What  Virtue  is,  wlio  pradflife  it  fo  well; 
Say,  xvhere  inhabits  this  fultana  queen; 
Prais'd  and  ador'd  by  all,  hut  rarely  feen  : 
By  what  fure  mark  her  eflence  can  we  trace, 
When  each  religion,  fad^ion,  age,  and  place 
Sets  up  fome  fancy'd  idol  of  its  own, 
A  vain  pretender  to  her  facred  throne  ? 
In  man  too  ott  a  well  diflembled  part, 
A  felf-denying  pride  in  woman's  heart ; 
In  fynods  faith,  and  in  the  fields  of  fame 
Valour  ufurps  her  honours,  and  her  name. 
Whoe'er  their  fenfe  of  Virtue  would  exprefs, 
'Tis  dill  by  fomething  they  themfelves  pofll-ls. 
Hence  youth  good-humour,  frugal  craft  old-age, 
Warm  politicians  term  it  party-rage. 
True  churchmen  z-al  right  orthodox;  and  hence 
Fools  think  it  gravity,  and  wits  pretence ; 
To  conrtnncy  alone  fond  lovers  join  it. 
And  maids  unafk'd  to  chaftity  confine  it. 

But  have  we  then  no  law  befides  our  will  ? 
No  jult  criterion  fix'd  to  good  and  ill  ? 

*  Now  Earl  ofHardwicke, 
I 


As  well  at  noon  we  may  obftrufl-  owr  frght, 
Then  doubt  if  (uch  a  thing  exifts  as  light; 
For  no  lefs  plain  would  nature's  law  appear 
As  the  meridian  fun  utichang'd,  and  clear, 
Would  we  but  fearch  for  what  we  were  defign'd. 
And  for  what  end  tli'  Almighty  form'd  map.kmd; 
A  rule  of  life  we  then  fliould  plainly  f^e, 
For  to  puifue  that«nd  mull  Virtue  be. 

Then  what  is  that  ?   Not  want  of  pow«r,  or 
fame. 
Or  worlds  unnumberV!  to  applaud  his  narae, 
But  a  defire  his  blelhngs  to  dift'ufe. 
And  fear  left  millions  fhoul-d  exillenc«  lofe ; 
His  goodnefs  o«ly  could  his  power  employ, 
And  an  eternal  warmth  to  propagate  his  joy. 

Hence    Ibul   aiid  fenfe  diffus'd  .through  ev'ry 
place. 
Make  happinefs  as  infinite  as  fpac*  ; 
Thoufands  of  fjons  beyond  each  other  blaze. 
Orbs  roll  o'er  orbs,  and  glow  with  mutual  rays ; 
Each  is  a  world,  where,  fojrm'd  with  woud'rous 

art, 
UiiBumber'd  fpecies  live  throtigh  ev'ry  part : 
In  ev'T/  tra<fl  of  ocean,  earth,  and  flties, 
Myriads  of  creatures  ftiii  uiccelljve  rife  : 
Scarce  bwds  a  leaf,  or  Iprings  the  vileft  weed. 
But  little  flocks  upon  its  verdure  feed 4 
No  fru:t  our  palate  courts,  or  flow'r  our  fmell. 
But  on  its  fragrant  bofom  na^'ons  dwell. 
All  forni'd  with  proper  faculties  to  Ihare 
The  daily  bounties  of  their  Maker's  care  : 
The  great  Creator  from  his  heav'nly  throne 
Pleas'd  on  the  wide-expanded  joy  looks  down, 
And  his  eternal  law  is  only  this. 
That  all  contribute  to  the  general  blifs. 

Nature  fo  plain  this  primal  law  difplays, 
Each  living  creature  fees  it,  and  obeys; 
Each,   form'd  for  all,  promotes  through  private 

care 
The  public  good,  and  juftly  takes  its  fhare. 
All  underftand  their  great  Creator's  will, 
Strive  to  be  happy,  and  in  that  fulfil; 
Mankind  excepted,  lord  of  all  befide, 
But  only  flave  to  folly,  vice  and  pride  ; 
'Tis  he  that's  deaf  to  this  command  alone. 
Delights  in  other's  woe,  and  courts  his  own  ; 
Racks  and  deflroys  with  tort'ring  fteel  and  flame, 
For  luxury  brutes,  and  man  himfelf  for  fame  ; 
Sets  fuperftition  high  on  virtue's  throne. 
Then  thinks  his  Maker's  temper  like  his  own: 
Hence  are  his  altars  ftain'd  with  reeking  gore, 
As  if  he  could  atone  for  crimes  by  more  : 
Hence  whilft  offended  Heav'n  he  ftrives  in  vain 
T'  appeafe  by  fafts  and  voluntary  pain, 
Ev'n  in  repenting  he  provokes  again. 

How  eafy  is  our  yoke  !  how  light  our  load  ! 
Did  we  not  (trive  to  mend  the  laws  of  God  : 
For  his  own  fake  no  duty  he  can  aflc. 
The  common  welfare  is  our  only  talk : 
For  this  fole  end  his  precepts,  kind  as  juft. 
Forbid  intemperance,  murder,  theft,  and  luft, 
With  ev'ry  adl  injurious  to  our  own 
Or  others  good,  for  fuch  are  crimes  alone  : 
For  this  are  peace,  love,  charity  enjoin'd, 
I  With  all  that  can  fecure  and  blefs  mankind.. 
Thus  is  the  public  fafety  virtue's  caufe, 
And  happinefs  the  end  of  all  her  laws  j 

3  R  "i 


} 


jjpl  THE  WORKS 

For  fach  by  nature  fs  the  human  frame, 
Our  duty  and  our  intereft  are  the  fame. 

"  But  hold,"  cries  out  fome  Puritan  divine, 
Whofe  welUftuftM  cheeks  with  eafe  and  plenty 

fliine, 
"  Is  this  to  fad,  to  mortify,  refrain  ? 
*'  And  work  falvation  out  with  fear  and  pain?" 
We  own  the  ripid  Itflons  of  their  fchools 
Are  widely  diff'rent  from  thefe  eafy  rules: 
Virtue,  with  them,  is  only  to  abftain 
From  all  that  nature  aiks,  and  covet  pain  ; 
Pleafure  and  vice  are  ever  near  a-kin. 
And,  if  we  third,  cold  water  is  a  fin  : 
Heaven's  path  is  rough  and  intricate,  they  fay, 
Yet  all  are  damn'd  that  trip,  or  mifs  their  way ; 
God  is  a  Beii.ii^  cruel  and  fevere, 
And  man  a  wretch  by  his  command  pkc'd  here, 
In  fun-fliine  for  a  while  to  take  a  turn, 
Only  to  dry  and  make  him  fit  to  burn. 

Miftaken  men,  too  pioufiy  fevere  ! 
Through  craft  niifleading,  or  milled  by  fear; 
How  little  they  God's  coiiiifcls  comprehend, 
Our  univeifal  parent,  guardian,  friend  ! 
Who,  forming  by  degrees  to  blefs  mankiiid, 
This  globe  our  fportive  nurfery  affign'd. 
Where  for  a  while  his  fond  paternal  care- 
Teafts  us  with  ev'ry  joy  our  ftate  can  bear  : 
Each  fenfe,  touch,  tafte,  and  fmell  dilpenfe  de- 

light,  ■ 

Mufic  our  hearing,  beauty  charms  our  fi[;ht ; 
Trees,  herbs,  and  fiow'rs  to  us  their  fpoils  refign, 
Its  pearl  the  rock  prefents,  i.:s  gold  the  mine  ; 
Beads,  fowl,  and  filh  their  daily  tribute  give 
Of  food  and  clothes,  and  die  that  we  may  live  : 
Seafons  but  change,  new  pleafuresto  produce. 
And  elements  contend  to  ferve  our  ufe  : 
love's  gentle  fliafts,  ambition's  tow'ring  wings. 
The    pomps   of   fenates,  churches,    courts,    and 

kings. 
All  that  our  rev'rence,  joy,  or  hope  ereate. 
Are  the  gay  play-things  of  this  infant  ftate. 
Scarcely  an  ill  to  human  life  belongs, 
But  what  our  follies  caufe,  or  mutual  wrongs ; 
Or  if  fome  ftripcs  from  provit^ence  we  feel, 
He  ftrikes  with  pity,  and  but  wounds  to  heal ; 
Kindly  perhaps  fometime?  affli^^s  us  here. 
To  guide  our  views  to  a  fublimer  fphere. 
In  more  exalted  joys  to  fix  our  tafte, 
And  wean  us  from  delights  that  cannot  laft. 
Our  prefent  good  the  eafy  taik  is  made. 
To  earn  fuperior  blils,  when  this  fliali  fade  ; 
For,  foon  as  e'er  thefe  mortal  pleafiires  cloy, 
His  hand  fhall  lead  us  to  fublimer  joy  j 
Snatch  us  from  all  our  little  forrows  here, 
Calm  ev'ry  gtief,  and  dry  each  childifli  tear; 
Wait  us  to  regions  of  eternal  peace, 
Where  blifs  and  virtue  grow  with  like  increafe  ; 
From  flrength  to  Itrength  our  louls  forever  guide 
Through  wond'rous  fccncs  of  being  yet  untry'd, 
Where  in  each  Itage  we  Hiall  more  perfeifl  grow, 
And  new  perfedlions,  new  delights  beftovv. 

Oh  !  would  mankind   but  make    thefe    truths 

their  guide. 
And  force  the  helm  from  prejudice  and  pride  • 
Were  once  thefe   maxims   lix'd,   that  God's  our 

friend, 
Virtue  our  good,  and  happinefs  oar  end, 


OF   JENYNS. 

How  foon  muft  reafon  o'er  tht  world  jirevail, 

And  error,  fraud,  and  fuperftition  fail ! 

None  would  hereafter  then  with  groundlefs  fear 

Defcnbe  th'  Almighty  cruel  and  fevere, 

Predeftinating  fome  without  pretence 

To  Heav'n,  and  fome  to  hell  for  no  ofienre; 

Inflicting  endlefs  pains  for  tranfient  crimes. 

And  favouring  fects  or  nations,  men  or  times. 

Tn  pleafe  him  none  would  foolilhly  forbear 

Or  food,  or  reft,  or  itch  in  fliirts  of  hair,  ■ 

Or  deem  it  merit  to  believe  or  tea.tli 

What  reafon  contradidls,  or  cannot  reach  *  ; 

None  would  fierce  zeal  tor  piety  miftake. 

Or  malice  for  whatever  tenets  fake. 

Or  think  falvation  to  one  feci  confin'd. 

And  heaven  too  narrow  to  contain  mankind. 

No  more  then  nymphs,  by  long  neglect  grown 
nice, 
Would  in  one  female  frailty  fum  up  vice, 
And  cenfure  thofe,  who,  nearer  to  the  right. 
Think  virtue  is  but  to  difpenfe  delight  f. 

No  fervile  tenets  would  admittance  find, 
Deftrudtive  cf  the  rights  of  human  kind  ; 
Of  power  divine,  hereditary  right. 
And  non-refiltance  to  a  tyrant's  might: 
For  fure  that  all  fljould  thus  for  one  be  curs'd, 
Is  but  great  nature's  edirt  juft  revers'd. 

No  moralifts  then,  righteous  to  excefs. 
Would  fliow  fair  virtue  in  fo  black  a  drefs, 
That  they,  like  boys,  who  fome   feign'd  fpright 

array, 
Firft  from  the  fpedlre  fly  thcmfelves  away  : 
No  preachers  in  the  terrible  delight. 
But  choofe  to  win  by  reafon,  not  afiright : 
Not,  conjurers  like,  in  fire  and  brimftone  dwell, 
And  draw  each  moving  argument  from  hell. 

No  more  our  fage  interpreters  of  laws 
Would  fatten  on  obfcurifies  and  fiaws. 
But  rather,  nobly  careful  of  their  truft. 
Strive  to  wipe  off  the  long  contracfted  duft,         j 
And  be,  like  Hardwicke,  guardians  ot  the  juft.  , 

No  more  applaufe  would  on  ambition  wait. 
And  laying  walte  the  world  be  counted  great. 
But  one  good-natur'd  aft  more  praifes  gain 
'Ihan  armies  overthrown,  and  thoufands  fiain ; 
No  more  would  brutal  rage  difturb  our  peace 
But  envy,  hatred,  war,  and  difcord  ceafe  ; 
Our  ov,-n  and  others  good  eacli  hour  employ, 
And  all  things  fmile  with  univerfal  joy  ; 
Virtue  with  happiiiefs  her  confort  join'd, 
Would  regulate  and  blefs  each  hum. in  mind, 
And  man  be  what  his  Maker  firft  defign'd. 

THE  MODERN  FINE  GENTLEMAN. 

WRITTEN  IN  THE  TEAR   174^?. 

"  Quale  i)ortentiim  neqne  militaris 
"  i)iunia  in  hitis  alit  elcnletis, 
"  Nee  Jubie  tellus  general,  leonum 
"  Arida  nutrix." 

Just  broke  from  fchool,  pert,  impudent,  and  jaw,) 
Expert  in  Latin,  more  expert  in  taw, 


*  It  is  apprehended,  that  genuwe  Cbrijliaruty 
requires  not  the  belief  of  any  fuch  prapofitions. 

f  Thefe  lines  mean  only,  thaf  cenforioufnefs  p 
a  i<ice  more  odious  than  laichajiity ;  this  ahva^t^ 
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His  honour  polls  o'er  Italy  and  France, 
MeafuresSt.  Peter's  dome,  and  learns  to  dance. 
Thence,   having  quick  through  various  countries 

iiown, 
Glean'd  ail  tlieir  follies  and  expos'd  his  own, 
H«  back  returns,  a  thing  lb  Urange  all  o'er. 
As  never  ages  paft  prociuc'd  before  ; 
A  monller  of  fuch  complicated  worth, 
J^.s  no  one  fingle  ciime  could  e'er  bring  forth  ; 
]   Half  ;itlieilt,  papift,  gamelter,  bubble,  rook, 
1  Half  tiddler,  coacliman,  dancer,  groom,  and  cook. 

Next,  becaufe  buiinefs  is  now  all  the  vogue, 
i  And  who'd  be  quite  polite  mult  be  a  rogue, 
I  In  parliament  he  purchales  a  feat, 
j  To  make  th'  accomplilh'd  gentleman  complete. 
I  There  fafe  in  felf-fufficiflnt  impudence, 
(   Without  experience,  honefty,  or  fenle. 
Unknowing  in  her  int'reft,  trade,  or  laws. 
He  vainly  undertakes  his  country's  caufe  : 
Forth  from  his  lips,  prepar'd  at  all  to  rail, 
'i'orrents  of  nonfenfe  burlt,  like  bottled  ale, 
*  Though  fliallow,  muddy ;  brilk,  though  mighty 

dull; 
Fierce  without    ftrength ;    o'erflowing,    though 
not  full. 
Now  quite  a  Frenchman  in  his  garb  and  air, 
His  neck  yok'd  down  with  bag  and  foiitaire, 
The  liberties  of  Britain  he  fupports. 
And  Itorms  at  place  men,  minilters,  and  courts; 
Now  in  cropl  greafy  hair,  and  leather  breeches, 
He  loudly  bellows  out  his  patriot  fpeeches;^ 
King,  lords,  ant!  commons  ventures  to  abufe, 
Yet  dares  to  (]iow  thole  ears  he  ought  to  lofe. 
From  hence  to  W'hite's  our  virtuous  Cato  dies,  ~) 
There  lits  with  countenance  erert  and  wife,        J- 
And  talks  of  games  of  uhifl:,  and  pig-tail  pies;  J 
Plays  all  the  night,  nor  doubts  each  law  tobreak, 
Hiiufelf  unknowingly  has  help'd  to  make; 
Trembling  and  anxious,  ftakes  his  utmolt  groat. 
Peeps  o'er  his  cards,  and  looks  as  if  he  thought; 
Next  morn  difowns  the  lolies  of  the  night, 
Becaufe  the  foul  would  fain  he  thought  a  bite. 

Devoted  thus  to  politics  and  cards, 
Nor  mirth,  nor  wine,  nor  women,  he  regards; 
So  far  is  ev'ry  virtue  from  his  heart, 
That  not  a  gen'rous  vice  can  claim  a  part ; 
Nay,  left  one  human  padion  e'er  Oioiiid  move 
His  foul  to  friendihip,  tciidernefs,  or  love, 
To  Figg  and  Broughton  *  he  coniraits  his  brcaif, 
To  fteel  it  to  the  fulhionable  teft. 

Thus  ]joor  in  wealth,  he  labours  to  no  end. 
Wretched  alone,  in  crowds  without  a  friend ; 
Infenfible  to  all  that's  good  or  kind. 
Deaf  to  all  merit,  to  ail  beauty  blind  ; 
For  love  too  bufy,  and  for  wit  loo  grave, 
A  harden'djfober,  proud,  luxurious  knave  ; 

proceeding  from  malcToloire,  that  f Dine  times  from 
too  much  good-nature  and  covipiiaiice. 

*  Parody   on  tbcfe   liiici   of  Sir    John   Dun- 
ham. 

•"  Though  deep  yet  clear,  though  gentle  yet  not 

*'  dull, 
*'  Strong  without  rage,  without  o'erflowing  full." 

*  One,  a  celebrated pri%e-fgljter ;  the  other,  a 
no  lefs_/amous  boxer.. 
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By  little  adllons  ftriving  to  be  great, 

Anvl  proud  to  be,  and  to  be  thought  a  cheat. 

And  yet  in  this  (o  bad  is  his  fuccefs, 
That  as  his  fame  improves,  his  rents  grow  lefs; 
On  |)irchment  wings  his  acres  take  their  flight. 
And  his  unpeopled  groves  admit  the  light; 
^'/itli  his  eltate  his  int  reft  too  is  done, 
Hjs  honeft  borough  leeks  a  warmer  fun  : 
For  hiin,  now  calh  and  liquor  flows  no  more, 
His  independetit  voters  ceafe  to  roar  ; 
And  Britain  fuon  mull  want  the  great  defence 
Of  all  his  honefty  and  eloquence. 
But    that    the  gen'rous    youth,    more  anxious 

grown 
For  public  liberty  than  for  his  own, 
Marries  fome  jointur'd  antiquated  crone 
And  boldly,  when  his  country  is  at  ftake. 
Braves  the  deep  yawning  gulf,  like  Curtius,  for 
its  fake. 

Quickly  again  diftrefs'd  for  want  of  coin, 
He  digs  no  longer  in  th'  exhaufted  mine, 
But  feeks  preferment,  as  the  laft  refort, 
Cringes  each  morn  at  levees,  bows  at  court. 
And,  troni  the  hand  he  hates,  implores  fupport. 
1  he  minifter,  well  pleas'd  at  fmall  expence 
To  lilence  fo  much  rude  iiripertinence, 
With  fqueeze  and  whifper  yields  to  his  demands. 
And  on  the  venal  lift  enroU'd  he  itands ; 
A  ribband  and  a  penfion  buy  the  flave: 
This  bribes  the  fool  about  him ;   tiiat  the  knave. 
A.nd  now  arriv'd  at  his  meridian  glory. 
He  finks  apace,  defpis'd  by  VVhig  and  Tary ; 
Of  independence  now  he  talki  no  more. 
Nor  fliakes  the  fenate  with  his  patriot  roar  ; 
But  filent  votes,  and  with  court-trappings  hung. 
Eyes  his  own  glitt'ring  itar  and  holds  his  tongue. 
In  craft  political  a  bankrupt  made. 
He  llicks  to  gaming,  as  the  furer  trade ; 
Turns  downright  fliarper,  lives  by  fucking  blood, 
An.l  grov.'S,  in  fhort,  the  very  thing  he  would: 
Hunts  out  young  heirs   who  have  their  fortunes 

fpent. 
And  lends  them  ready  cafii  at  cent. per  cent. 
La^s  wagers  on  his  own,  and  others  lives, 
Fights  uncles,  fathers,  grandmothers,  and  wives; 
Till  death  at  length,  indignant  to  be  made 
The  daily  fubjetft  of  his  Iport  and  trade, 
V'eilsvvith  his  fable  hand  the  wretch's  eyes. 
And,  groaning  for  the  betts  he  lofes  by't,  he  dies. 

THE  MODERN  FINE  LA.DY. 
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St ill'd  in  each  art  that  can  adorn  the  fair, 
TJie  fpnghtly  dance,  the  foft  Italian  air, 
The  tofb  ot  quality  and  high-bred  fleer. 
Now  Lady  Harriot  reach'd  her  fifteenth  year  : 
vVing'd  with  diveifions  all  her  moments  flew, 
i,ach,  as  it  pafs'd,  prefenting  fomething  new  ; 
lireakfaft  and  auctions  wear  the  morn  away, 
Each  evening  gives  an  opera,  or  a  play  ; 
Then  Brag's  eternal  joys  all  night  remair?, 
And  kindly  uflier  in  the  mom  again. 
3  i<-  ii'j 


'•} 


Ltreit, 
muft  all  re- "J 

e  defpair.      3 


■toco  THE    WORKS 

For  love  no  time  has  fhe,  or  inclination,  | 

Yet  muft  coquette  it  for  the  fake  of  fafliion  ; 
For  this  Vi^^  liftens  to  each  fop  that's  near, 
Th'  embroider'd  colonel  flatters  with  a  fneer, 
And  the  cropt  enlign  nuzzles  in  her  ear. 
Bur  with  moft  warmth  her  drefs  and  airs  infpire 
Th'  ambitious  bofom  of  the  landed  Tquire, 
Who  fain  would  quit  plump  Dolly's  fofter  chargis 
For  wither'd  lean  Right  Honourable  arms; 
He  bows  with  reverence  at  her  facred  (hrine, 
And  treats  her  as  if  fprung  from  race  divine, 
Which  fhe  returns  with  infolence  and  fcori^ 
Kor  deigns  to  fmile  on  a  plebeian  born. 

Kre  long  by  friends,  by  cards,  and  lovers  crofs'4, 
Her  fortune,  health,  and  reputation  loft; 
Her  money  gone,  yet  not  a  tradefman  paid. 
Her  fame,  yet  (he  rtill  damn'd  to  be  a  maid  ; 
Her  fpirits  link,  her  nerves  are  fu  unftrung, 
*  She  weeps,  if  but  a  handfome  thief  is  hung. 
By  mercers,  lacemen,  mantua-makers  preft, 
But  moft  for  ready  cafli  for  play  diftreft. 
Where  can  ftie  turn  !— The  'fquire  muft  all  re- 
pair, 
She  condefcends  to  liften  to  his  pray 
And  marries  him  at  length  in  mere  defp 

But  foon  th'  endearments  of  a  hufband  cloy, 
Her  foul,  her  frame  incapable  of  joy  ; 
She  feels  no  traniports  in  the  bridal  bed, 
Of  which  fo  oft  fli'  has  heard,  fo  much  has  read  ; 
Then  vex'd,  that  fhe  fliould  be  condemned  alone 
To  feek  in  vain  this  philofophic  ftone, 
To  abler  tutors  flie  refolvcs  t'  apply, 
A  proftitute  from  curiofity  : 
Hence  men  of  ev'ry  fort,  and  ev'ry  fize, 
f  Impatient  for  Heaven's  cordial  drop,  flie  tries ; 
The  fribbling  beau,  the  rough  unwieldy  clown, 
The  ruddy  'emplar  nevv-'ly  on  the  town, 
The  Hiberniaa  captain  of  gigantic  make. 
The  brimful  parfon,  and  th'  exhaulted  rake. 

But  ftill  malignant  fate  her  v/ifli  denies. 
Cards  yield  fuperior  joys,  to  cards  llie  liies  ; 
All  night  from  rout  to  rout  her  chairman  run. 
Again  flie  plays,  and  is  again  undone. 

Behold  her  now  in  ruin's  frightful  jaws  I 
Bonds,  judgments,  executions  ope  their  paws  ; 
Seize  jewels,  furniture,  and  plate,  nor  fpare 
The  gilded  chariot,  or  the  taffel'd  chair; 
For  lonely  feat  flie's  forc'd  to  quit  the  town. 
And  I  Tubbs  conveys  the  wretched  exile  down. 

Now  run>bling  o'er  the  ftones  of  T)  burn-road, 
Ne'er  prefs'd  with  ^  more  griev'd  or  guilty  load, 
She  bids  adieu  to  all  the  well-known  ftreets, 
And  euvies  ev'ry  cinder-wench  flie  meets: 
And  now  the  dreaded  country  firft  appears, 
With  fighs  unfeign'd  the  dying  noife  llie  hears 


*  Some  ofthebnghUjl  eyes  ii'^re  at  tkis  tine  in 
tears  for  one  McLean,  condemned  for  a  robbery 
qitthe  highrujay- 

■)■  "  The   cordial  drcp  Heav'n  in  our  cup  has 
*'  thrown, 
"  To  make  the  naufeous  draught  of  life   go 
*'  down."  Roeh. 

\  A  f  erf  on  ivcll  knou-n  for  fiipplyuig  people  of 
Quality  iv'i/j  hired  eijitipagis. 
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Of  diftant  coaches  fainter  by  dej^rees. 

Then  ftaitsand  trembles  at  the  fight  oftreofc        ' 

Silent  and  fuUen,  like  fome  captive  queen. 

She's  drawn  along  unwilling  to  be  feen, 

Until  at  length  appears  the  ruin'd  hall 

Within  the  grafs  green  moat  and  ivy'd  wallj 

The  doleful  prifon  where  for  ever  (he. 

But  not,  alas',  her  griefs,  rauft  bury'd  be. 

Her  coach  the  curate  and  the  tradefmenmeet,"! 
Great-coated  tenants  her  arrival  greet,  > 

And  boys  with  itubble  bonfires  light  the  ftreet.j 
While    bells  her  ears  with   tongues  difcordant 

grate. 
Types  of  the  nuptial  tyes  they  celebrate  : 
But  no  rejoicings  can  unbend  her  brow. 
Nor  deigns  flie  to  return  one  aukward  bow, 
But  bounces  in,  difdaining  once  to  fpeak. 
And  wipes  the  trickling  tear  from  off  her  cheek. 

Now  fee  her  in  the  fad  decline  of  life, 
A  peevifli  miftrefs,  and  a  fulky  wife ; 
Her  nerves  unbrac'd,  her  faded  cheek  grown  pale 
With  many  a  real,  and  many  a  fancy'd  ail ; 
Of  cards,  admirers,  equipage  bereft, 
Her  infolence  and  title  only  left ; 
Severely  humbled  to  herone-horfe  chair. 
And  the  low  paftimes  of  a  country  fair  s 
Too  wretched  to  endure  one  lonely  day. 
Too  proud  one  friendly  vifit  to  repay. 
Too  indolent  to  read,  too  criminal  to  pray, 
At  length  half  dead,  half  mad,  and  quite  confin'd, 
Shunning,  and  fliunn'd  by  all  ef  human  kmd, 
Ev'n  robb'd  of  the  laft  comfort  of  her  life, 
Infiilting  the  poor  curate's  callous  wife. 
Pride,  tlifappointed  pride,  now  flops  her  breath, 
And  with  true  fcorpion  rage  (he  ftings  herfelf  to 
death. 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

The  following  piece  is  a  burlefque  imitation:  a 
fpecies  of  poetry,  whofe  chief  excellence  confifts 
in  a  lucky  and  humourous  application  of  the  words 
and  ientiments  of  any  author,  to  a  new  fubjedl 
totally  difterent  from  the  original.  This  is  what 
is  ufuilly  forgot  both  by  the  writers  and  readers 
of  tbele  kind  of  compofitions;  the  firft  of  whom 
are  apt  to  ftrike  out  new  and  independent  thoughts 
of  their  own,  and  the  latter  to  admire  fuch  in- 
iudiciouj  excrefcencies :  thefe  immediately  loft 
liglit  of  their  original,  and  thofe  fcarce  ever  call 
an  eye  towards  him  at  all.  It  is  thought  proper 
therefore  to  advertife  the  reader,  that  in  the  fol- 
lowing epiftle  he  is  to  expei^  npthing  pore  \^i^ 
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fen  appofite  converlion  of  the  ferious  fentiments  of 
Horace  on  the  Roman  poetry,  into  more  ludicrous 
ones  on  the  fubjeiSl:  of  EnRlilh  politics;  and  if  he 
thinks  it  not  worth  while  to  compare  it  line  for 
line  with  the  original,  he  will  find  in  it  neither 
wit,  humour,  nor  even  common  fenfe ;  all  the 
little  merit  it  can  pretend  to,  confiding  folely  in 
the  clofenefs  of  fo  long,  and  uninterrupted  an 
imitation. 

Whilst  you,  my  Lord,  fuch  various  toils  fuftain, 
Prefide  o'er  Britain's  peers,  her  laws  explain, 
With  ev'ry  virtue  ev'ry  heart  engage, 
And  live  the  bright  example  of  the  age  j 
With  tedious  verie  to  trefpafs  on  your  time. 
Is  fure  impertinence,  if  not  a  crime. 

All  the  fam'd  heroes,  ftatefmen,  admirals, 
Who  after  death  within  the  facred  walls 
Of  Weftminfter  with  kings  have  been  recciv'd, 
Met  with  but  forry  treatment,  while  they  liv'd ; 
And  though  they  labour'd  in  their  country's  caufe. 
With  arms  defe    'ed  her,  and  form'd  with  laws, 
Yet  ever  mourn'rt  they  till'd  a  barren  foil. 
And  left  the  world  ungrateful  to  their  toil. 
Ev'n  *  he  who  long  the  Houfe  of  Commons  led, 
That  hydra  dire,  with  many  a  gaping  head, 
Found  by  experience  to  his  latelt  breath, 
Envy  could  only  be  fubdu'd  by  death. 
Great  m^-n  whilll:  living  muft  cxpecT:  difgraces, 
Dead   they're    ador'd — when   nont;    delire    their 
places. 
This  common  fate,  my  lord,  attends  not  you, 
Above  all  equal,  and  all  envy  too  ; 
With  fuch  unrivall'd  eminence  you  fliine, 
That  in  this  truth  alone  all  parties  join, 
The  feat  of  juiiice  in  no  former  reign 
Wa5  e'er  fo  greatly  iill'd,  nor  ever  can  again. 
But  though  the  jjeople  are  fo  juil  to  you, 
To  none  befides  will  they  allow  their  due. 
No  minifter  approve,  who  is  not  dead, 
Nor  till  h'  has  lolt  it,  own  he  had  a  head; 
Yet  fuch  refpetl  they  bear  to  ancient  things. 
They've  fome  for  former  minifters  and  kings ; 
And,  with  a  kind  of  fuperiHtious  awe, 
Deem  Magna  Charta  ftiU  a  facred  law. 

But  if  becaufe  the  government  was  beft 
Of  old  in  France,  when  freedom  (lie  jjofleft. 
In  the  fame  icale  refolv'd  to  weigh  our  own, 
England's  vye  judge  was  fo,  who  then  had  none  ; 
Into  mod  ftrange  abfurdities  we  fall. 
Unworthy  to  be  reafon'd  with  at  all. 
Brought  to  perfecflion  in  thefe  days  we  fee 
All  arts,  and  their  great  parent  liberty  ; 
With  (kill  profound  we  fing,  eat,drefs,  and  dance, 
And  in  each  gout  polite,  excel  ev'n  France, 

If  age  of  minifters  is  then  the  teft, 
And,  as  of  wines,  the  oldeft  are  the  beft, 
Let's  try  and  fix  fome  sera,  if  we  can. 
When  good  ones  were  extincl,  and  bad  began  : 
Are  they  all  wicked  fince  Eliza's  days  ? 
Did  none  in  Charles'  or  James'  merit  prail«"  ? 
Or  are  they  knaves  but  fince  the  revolution  ? 
If  none  of  thefe  are  faifls,  then  all's  confulion  ; 
And  by  the  I'elf-fame  rule  one  cannot  fail 
To  pluck  each  hair  out  lingly  from  tlic  tail. 

*  Sir  Robert  IValpole; 
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Wife  Cecil,  lov'd  by  people  and  by  prince, 
As  often  broke  his  word  as  any  fince  : 
Of  Arthur's  days  we  almoft  nothing  know. 
Yet  fing  their  piaife,  becaufe  they're  long  ago. 

Oft  as  'tis  doubted  in  their  feveral  ways 
Which  of  part  orators  beft  merit  praife, 
We  find  it  to  decide  extremely  hard, 
If  Harley's  head  deferv'd  the  moft  regard. 
Or  Windham's  tongue,  or  Jekyl's  patriot  heart, 
Old  Shippen's  gravity,  or  Walpole's  art. 
Thefe  were  ador'd  by  all  with  whom  they  voted, 
And  in  the  fuUeft  houfes  ftill  are  quoted  ; 
Thefe    have  been   fam'd   from   Anna's  days  till 

ours. 
When  Pelham  has  improv'd,  with  unknown  pow'rs, 
The  art  of  minifterial  eloquence. 
By  adding  honeft  truth  to  nervous  fenfe. 
Oft  are  the  vulgar  wrong,  yet  fometimes  right; 
The  late  rebellion  in  the  trueft  light 
By  chance  they  law  ;  but  were  not  once  fo  wife, 
Unknown,  unheard,  in  damning  the  excife  : 
If  former  reigns  they  fancy  had  no  fault, 
I  think  their  judgment  is  not  worth  a  groat : 
But  if  they  frankly  own  their  politics. 
Like  ours,  might  have  fome  blunders,  and  fome 

tiicks. 
With  fuch  impartial  fentiments  I  join, 
And  their  opinions  tally  juft  with  mine. 

I  would  by  no  means  church  or  king  deftroy. 
And  yet  the  dodlrines  taught  me  when  a  boy 
By  Crab  the  curate,  now  feem  wond'rous  odd, 
rhat  either  came  immediately  from  God  : 
In  all  the  writings  of  thofe  high-flown  ages, 
You  meet  with  now  and  then  fome  fcattcr'd  pages 
Wrote  with  fome  fpirit  and  with  fenfe  enough; 
Thefe  fell  the  book,  the  reft  is  wretched  ftutl: 
I'm  quite  provok'd,  when  principles,  though  true, 
Muft  ftaud  impeach'd  by  fools,  becaufe  they're 

new. 
Should  I  but  queftion,  only  for  a  joke. 
If  all  was  flovv'rs,  when  pompous  Hanmer  fpoke. 
If  things  went  right,  when  St.  John  trod  the 

ft  age, 
How  the  old  Tories  all  would  ftorm  and  rage ! 
They  ftiun  convicftion,  or  becaufe  a  truth 
Confefb'd  in  age  implies  they  err'd  in  youth ; 
Or  that  they  fcorn  to  learn  of  junior  wits: 
What  I — to  be  taught  by  Lytteltons  and  Pitts. 

When  angry  patriots  or  in  profe  or  rhymes 
Extol  the  virtuous  deeds  of  former  times, 
They  only  mean  the  prefent  to  difgracc. 
And  look  with  envious  hate  on  all  in  place; 
But  had  the  patriots  of  thofe  ?.ncienr.  days 
FlayM  the  fame  game  for  profit,  or  for  praife. 
The  trade,  though  now  fo  fiouriftiing  and  new. 
Had  long  been  vuin'd  and  the  n;ition  too. 

England,  v/hen  once  of  peace  and  wealth  pofleft^ 
Began  to  think  frugality  a  jeft, 
So  grew  ])olite  ;  hence  all  her  well-bred  heirs 
Gatnefters  and  jockeys  turn'd,  and  cricket-play'rs ; 
Piclures  and  bulls  in  ev'ry  houfe  were  feen  ; 
Wk;it   ftiould   have    paid    the   butcher,    bought 
Poufiin  ; 
1  Now  opera?,  now  plays  were  all  the  fafhion, 
I  Then  whift  became  the  bufinefs  of  the  nation, 
i  J'hat,  like  a  frovvard  child,  in  wanton  play 
I  Nqw  cries  for  toys,  then  toftes  them  away  j 
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Each  hour  we  chang'd  our  pleafures,  drefs,  and 

diet  ; 
Thefe  were  the  bleft  effedis  of  being  quiet. 

Not  thus  behav'd  the  true  old  Englifli  'iquire, 
He  fmoak'd  his  pipe  each  morn  by  his  own  fire, 
There  juftice  to  difpcnle  was  ever  willincr, 
And  for  his  warrants  pick'd  up  many  a  ftiilling: 
To  teach  his  younger  neighbours  always  glad, 
Where  for  tlieir  corn  beft  markets  might  be  had, 
And  from  experienc'd  age  as  glad  to  learn, 
How  to  defraud  unfeen  the  parfon's  barn. 

But  now  the  world's  quite  alter'd  ;  all  are  bent 
To  leave  their  feats,  and  fly  to  parliament : 
Cld  men  and  boys  in  this  alone  agree, 
And  vamly  courting  popularity, 
Ply  their  obfr!?;)'rous  voters  all  night  long 
With  bumpers,  toafis,  and  now  and  then  a  fong  : 
Ev'n  I,  who  fwearthele  follies  1  defpife, 
Than  flatefmen,  or  their  porters,  tell  more  lies  ; 
And,  for  the  falhion- lake,  in  fpite  of  nr;tnre, 
Cornnience  fometimes  a  moft  important  creature, 
Bufy  as  Car — w  rave  for  ink  and  quills, 
And  fluff  my  head  and  pockets  full  of  bills. 

Few  landmen  go  to  fea  unlefs  they're  preft, 
And  quacks  in  all  profeffions  are  a  jeft ; 
None  dare  to  kill,  except  moft  learn 'd  phyficians, 
Learn'd,  orunlearn'd,  we  all  are  politicians ; 
There's  not  a  foul  but  thinks,  could  he  be  lent, 
H'  has  parts  enough  to  rtiine  in  parliament. 

Though  many  ills  this  modern  tafte  produces, 
Yet  ftill,  my  Lord,  'tis  not  without  its  ufes; 
Thefe  minor  politicians  are  a  kind 
Not  much  to  felfilh  avarice  inrlin'd ; 
Do  but  allow  them  v/ith  applaufe  to  fpeak, 
They  little  care,  though  all  their  tenants  break  ; 
They   form    intrigues   with    no    man's   wife    or 

daughter. 
And  live  on  pudden,  chicken-broth,  and  water; 
Fierce  Jacobites,  as  far  asbluft'ring  words, 
But  loth  in  any  caufe  to  draw  their  fwords. 

Were  fmaller  matters  worthy  of  attention, 
A  thoufand  other  ufes  I  could  mention  ; 
For  itiftance,  in  each  monthly  magazine 
Their  effays  and  orations  ftill  are  feea. 
And  magazines  teach  boys  and  girls  to  read, 
And  are  the  canons  of  each  tradefman's  creed ; 
Apprentices  they  ferve  to  entertain, 
Infkead  of  fmutty  tales,  and  plays  profane  ; 
Inftru(fl  them  how  their  paffjons  to  command. 
And  to  hate  none— but  thofe  who  rule  the  land  : 
Fadls  they  record,  births,  marriages,  and  deaths. 
Sometimes  receipts  for  claps,  and  (linking  breaths. 

Wlien  with  her  brothers  mii^  comes  up  to  town. 
How  for  each  play  can  Ihe  alFord  a  crown  ; 
Wliere  find  diverfions  gratis,  and  yet  pretty, 
Unlefs  file  goes  to  church,  or  a  committee  ; 
And  fure  committees  better  entertain. 
Than  hearing  a  dull  jiarlon  pray  for  rain. 
Or  whining  beg  deliverance  from  battle, 
Pangers,  and  fms,  and  licknefs  an:ongfl  cattle  ; 
At  church  flie  hears  with  unattentive  ear 
The  pray'rs  for  peace,  and  for  a  plenteous  year. 
But  here  quite  charm'd  with  fo  much  wit  and 

fenfe, 
5he  falls  a  vidlim  foon  to  eloquence : 
AA^ell  may  flie  fall;   fince  eloquence  has  power 
To  govern  both  the  U^jper  Honfe  ar.d  Lower. 
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Our  ancient  gentry,  frugal,  bold,  and  rcugh, 
Were  farmers,  yet  liv'd  happily  enough ; 
They,  when  in  barns  their  corn  was  fafcly  laid, 
For  harvell-homes,  great  entertainments  made, 
The  well-rubb'd  tables  crack'd  with  beet  andpork, 
And  all  the  fupper  fhar'd  who  faar'dthe  work. : 
This  gave  freeholders  iirft  a  taftc  for  eating. 
And  was  the  fourcc  of  all  eleclion-treating ; 
A  while  their  jcils,  though  merry,  yet  wercwife. 
And  they  took  none  hut  decent  liberties. 
Brandy  and  punch  at  length  fuch  riots  bred. 
No  fober  family  cou'd  fleep  in  bed  : 
All  werealarm'd,  ev'n  thofe  who  had  no  hurt 
Call'd  in  the  law,  to  flop  fuch  dang'rous  fport. 
Rich  citizens  at  length  new  arts  brought  dowa 
With  ready  cafli,  to  win  each  country  town ; 
This  Icfs  diforders  caus'd  than  downright  drink. 
Freemen  grew  civil,  and  began  to  think; 
But  flill  all  canvafiing  produc'd  confulion, 
The  relldts  of  its  rullic  inftitutioa.  I 

'  Tisbut  of  late  fmcc  thirty  yeqrs  of  peace 
To  nfeful  fcicnces  have  giv'n  in  '^hfe. 
That  w'  have  inquir'd  how  Rome's  loft  fons  of  old 
Barter'd  their  liberties  for  feafts  and  gold; 
What  treats  proud  Sylla,  Cafar,  CraiTus  gave. 
And  try'd,  like  them,  to  buy  each  hungry  knaves 
Nor  try'd  in  vain  ;  too  fortunately  bold. 
Many  have  purchas'd  votes,  ■and  many  fold; 
No  laws  can  now  amend  this  venal  land, 
That  dreads  the  touch  of  a  reforming  hancJ. 

Some  think  an  int'reft  may  be  form'd  with  eafe, 
Becaufe  the  vulgar  we  muft  chiefly  pleafe  ; 
But  for  that  feafon  'tis  the  harder  talk. 
For  fuch  v.'ill  neither  pardon,  grant,  nor  alk. 

Sec  how  Sir  V^'' — ,  mafrer  of  this  art, 

By  different  methods  wins  each  C n  heart. 

He  tells  raw  youths,  that  whoring  is  no  harm. 
And  teaches  their  attentive  fires  to  farm  ; 
To  his  own  table  lovingly  invites 
Infidious  pimps,  and  hungry  parafites : 
Sometimes  in  flippers,  and  a  morning  gown. 
He  pays  his  early  vifits  round  a  town. 
At  every  houfe  relates  his  ftories  over. 
Of  place-bills,  taxes,  turnips,  and  Hanover; 
If  tales  will  money  fave,  and  hufinefs  do. 
It  matters  little,  are  they  falfe  or  true. 

Whoe'er  prefers  a  clam'roiis  mob's  applaufe, 
To  his  own  confcience,  or  his  country's  caul'e. 
Is  foon  elated,  and  as  foon  caft  down 
By  every  drunken  cobler's  fmile  or  frown  ; 
So  fmuU  a  matter  can  deprefs  or  raifc 
A  mind  that's  meanly  covetous  of  praife  : 
But  if  my  quiet  mull  dependent  be 
On  the  vain  breath  of  popularity, 
A  wind  each  hour  to  diff'-'ent  quarters  vceriag, 
Adieu,  fay  I,  to  all  ekftloncering. 

l"he  boldefl  orator  it  difconcerts. 
To  find  the  many,  though  of  meaneft  parts, 
Illit'rate,  fquabbling,  difcontented  prigs, 
Fitter  t'  attend  a  uoxlng-match  at  Figg's, 
To  all  good  fenfe  and  raafon  ihut  their  ears. 
Yet  take  delight  in  S — d — m's  bulls  and  bears. 

Young  knights  now  feut  from  nraay  a  diftant 
fljire 
Are  better  pleas'd  v.^ith  what  they  fee  than  hear; 
Their  joy's  to  view  his  majefty  approach, 
Diavvn  by  eight  miikvvhite  ilceds  in  gilded  coacb»  • 
'J'he  pageant  fliow  and  bullle  to  behold,       [gold. 
The  guards,  both  horfe  and  foof,  lac'd  o'er  wiUs  ■ 
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Tlie  rich  rnfignia  from  the  Tower  brought  down, 
The  iv'ry  fceptre,  and  the  radiant  crowR. 
The  mob  huzza,  the  thund'ring  cannons  roar, 
And  bufinefs  is  delay'd  at  leaft  an  hour  ; 
The  Speaker  calls  indeed  to  mind  what  paflcs. 
But  might  as  well  read  orders  to  deaf  affes. 

But  now  fee  honefl  V — —  rife  to  joke  ! 
The  Houfe  all  laugh :  "  What  fays  he  ?  Has  lie 

fpoke  ?" 
No  not  a  word ;  then  whence  this  fudden  mirth  ? 
His  phiz  foretels  fome  jell's  approaching  birtJi. 

But  left  I  feem  tlicfe  orators  to  wrong. 
Envious  becaufe  I  fhare  no  gift  of  tongue, 
Is  there  a  man  whofe  eloquence  has  pow'r 
To  clear  the  fullefl  houfc  in  half  an  hour. 
Who  now  appears  to  rave,  and  how  to  weep, 
•Who  fonietimes  make's    us  fwear,  and  fomttimes 

flcep. 
Now  fills  our  headswith  falfe  alarms  from  France, 
Then  conjurer-like,  to  India  bids  us  dance, 
All  eulogies  on  him  we  own  are  true. 
For  furely  he  does  all  that  man  can  do. 

But  whilfc,  my  Lord,  thefc  makers  of  our  laws 
Thus  fpcak  themfelvcs  into  the  world's  applaufe, 
I-ct  bards  for  fuch  attempts  too  modefl  fhare 
What  more  they  prize,  your  patronage  and  care, 
If  you  would  fpur  them  up  the  Mufes'  hill, 
Or  aflc  their  aid  your  library  to  fill. 
We  poets  are  in  cv'ry  age  acd  nation, 
A  niofl  abfurd,  wrong-headed  gen^ation  ; 
This  in  a  thoufand  inftances  is  fnown 
(A'lyfelf  as  guilty  as  the  refl  I  own) ; 
A»  when  on  you  our  nonfenfe  we  impofe, 
Tir'd  with  the  nonfenfe  you  have  heard  in  profc  ; 
Wnen  w'  are  offended,  if  fome  honeii  friend 
Prefum^es  one  unharmonious  verfe  to  mend  ; 
When  undcfir'd  our  labours  we  repeat, 
Grieve  they're  no  more  regarded  by  the  great, 
And  fancy,  flioii'd  you  once  but  fee  our  faces, 
Ycu'd  bid  us  write,  and  pay  us  all  with  places. 

'Tis  yours,  my  Lord,  to  form  the  foul  to  verfe, 
AVho  have  fuch  num'rous  virtues  to  rchearfe ; 
Great  Alexander  once,  in  ancient  days, 
Pay'd  ChoErilus  for  daubing  him  with  praife; 
And  yet  the  fame  fam'd  hero  made  a  law. 
None  but  Apelles  fhou'd  his  piiSfure  draw  ; 
None  but  Lyfippus  call  his  royal  head 
In  brafs :   it  had  been  treafon  if  in  lead  : 
A  prince  he  was  in  valour  ne'er  furpafs'd, 
And  had  in  painting  too  perhaps  fome  talle  ; 
But  as  to  verfe,  undoubted  is  the  matter, 
He  mull  be  dull,  as  a  Dutch  commentator. 
But  you,  my  Lord,  a  fav'rite  of  the  Mufe, 
Wou'd  choofc  good  poets,    were  there  good    to 

choofe, 
You  know  they  paint  the  great  man's  foul  as  like, 
As  can  his  features  Kntllcr  or  Vandyke. 
Had  1  fuch  pow'r,  I  never  wou'd  compofe  . 

Sucli  creeping  lines  as  thefc,  nor  verfe,  nor  profe  ;•  I 
But  rather  try  to  celebrate  your  praife. 
And  with  your  jufl  encomiums  fvi'ell  my  lays  : 
Had  1  a  genius  equal  to  my  vi  ill. 
Gladly  would  I  exert  my  utmoft  fkill 
To  confecrate  to  fame  Britannia's  land 
Receiving  law  from  your  impartial  hand ; 
By  your  v.'ife  councils  once  more  pow'rful  made, 
Her  fleets  revei'd,  and  flourifliing  her  trade ; 
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F.xhaullcd  nations  trembling  at  her  fword, 

And  peace  '*,  long  wi(h'd-for,  to  th.-  world  reflor'J. 

But  your  true  greatnefs  fufTers  no  fuch  praife, 
My  verle  would  link  the  theme  it  meant  to  raife  ; 
Unequal  to  the  talk  wou'd  furely  meet 
Defer v'd  contempt,  and  each  prefumptuous  fhect 
Could  ferve  for  nothing,  fcruwl'd  with  lines  fa 

fimple, 
Unkfs  to  wrap  up  fu gar-loaves  for  Wimple -[-. 

TO   THE    RIGHT    HONOURABLE 

THE  EARL  OF  CHESTERFIELD, 

ON     HIS    BEING    INSTALLED    KNIGHT    OF     THE 
CARTER  |. 

These  trophies.  Stanhope,  of  a  lovely  dame. 
Once  the  bright  object  of  a  monarch's  flame. 
Who  with  fuch  jult  propriety  can  wear. 
As  thou,  the  darling  of  the  gay  and  fair  .■* 
See  ev'ry  friend  to  wit,  poiitenefs,  love, 
'With  one  confent  thy  fovcreign's  choice  approve  ! 
And  liv'd  Plantagenet  her  voice  to  join, 
Herfelf  and  garter  both  were  furely  thine. 

TO  A  LADY  IN  TOWN. 

SOON   AFTER   KER   LEAVING   THE   COUNTRT. 

Whilst  you,  dear  maid,  o'er  thoufands  born  tt 

reign, 
For  the  gay  town  exchange  the  rural  plain, 
The  cooling  breeze  and  ev'ning  walk  forfake 
For  flifiing  crowds,    w'hich  your  own   beauties 

make ; 
Through  circling  joys  while  you  incelTant  ftray, 
Charm  in  the  Mail,  and  fparkle  at  the  play; 
Think  (if  fuccefiive  vanities  can  fpare 
One  thought  to  love)  what  cruel  pangs  I  bear. 
Left  in  thefc  plains  all  wretched,  and  alone, 
To  weep  with  fountains,  and  with  echoes  groan. 
And  mourn  inccffantly  that  fatal  day, 
That  all  my  blifs  with  Chioc  fnatch'd  away. 

Say  by  wliat  arts  I  can  relieve  my  pain, 
Mufic,  verfe,  all  I  try,  but  try  in  vain  ; 
In  vain  the  breathing  flute  my  hand  employs, 
Late  the  companion  of  my  Chloe's  voice, 
Nor  Handel's  nor  Corelli's  tuneful  airs 
Can  harmonize  my  foul,  or  footh  my  cares; 
Thofe  once-lov'd  med'cines  unfuccefsfui  prove, 
Mufic,  alas,  is  but  the  voice  of  love  I 
In  vain  I  oft  harmonious  lines  perufe. 
And  feek  for  aid  from  Pope's  and  Prior's  mufe;, 
Their  treach''rous  numbers  but  afliil  the  foe. 
And  call  forth  fcenes  of  fympathifing  woe  : 
Here  Heloife  mourns  her  abfent  lover's  charms, 
There  parting  Emma  lighs  in  Henry's  arms ; 
Their  loves  like  mine  ill-fated  I  bemoan, 
And  in  their  tender  forrows  read  my  own. 

Reillefs  fometimes,  as  oft  the  mournful  dove 
Forfakes  her  nefl,  forfaken  by  her  love, 

*  A  general  peace  ■zvas  at  this  time  juji  concluded  at 
Aix  la  CbapelU. 

f  Lord  Hardivicke^sfc-at  in  Can.hridgefoire. 

\  He  -u::s  inftalled  at  V/iMdfir  rm  the  J^thofjune 
l-p,  at  the  fame  tims  ivitb  the  Duke  of  Cumberland 
and  ik:  Ecirl  of  Burlington,  * 
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I  fly  from  home,  and  feek  the  facred  fields 
"Where  Cam's  old  urn  its  filver  current  yields, 
Where  iolemn  tow'rs  o'erlook  each  moffy  gro-vc, 
As  if  to  guard  it  from  th'  affaults  of  love  ; 
Vet  guard  in  vain,  for  there  ray  Chloe's  eyes 
But  lately  made  whole  colleges  her  prize  ; 
Her  fons,  though  few,  not  Pallas  cou'd  defend. 
Nor  DuUnefs  fuccour  to  her  thoufands  lend ; 
Love,  like  a  fever  with  infe(5Uous  rage, 
Scorch'd  up  the  young,  and  thaw'd  the  froft  of 

age: 
To  gaze  at  her,  ev'n  Dons  were  feen  to  run, 
And  leave  unfinifh'd  pipes,  and  authors — fcarce 

begun. 
*  So  Helen  look'd,  and  mov'd  with  fuch  a 

grace, 
When  the  grave  feniors  of  the  Trojan  race 
Were  forc'd  thofe  fatal  beauties  to  admire, 
That   all   their   youth   confum'd,   and   fet   their 

town  on  fire. 
At  fam'd  Newmarket  oft  I  fpend  the  day. 
An  unconcern'd  fpe<Sator  of  the  play  ; 
There  pitilefs  obferve  the  ruin'd  heir 
With  anger  fir'd,  or  melting  with  defpair; 
For  how  Ihou'd  I  his  trivial  lofs  bemoan, 
Who  feel  one,  fo  much  greater,'  of  my  own  ? 
There  while  the  golden  heaps,  a  glorious  prize, 
Wait  the  decifion  of  two  rival  dice, 
W'hilfl  long  difputes  'twixt  feven  and  five  remain, 
And   each,  like   parties,    have    their   friends  for 

gain. 
Without  one  wilh  I  fee  the  gumeas  fhine, 
"  Fate,  keep  your  gold/^I  cry,  make  Chlce  mine." 
Now  fee,  prepar'd  their  utmoll  fpeed  to  try. 
O'er  the  fmooth  turf  the  bonnding  racers  fly  ! 
Now  more  and  more  their  ilender   limbs  they 

fl;rain. 
And  foaming  flretch  along  the  velvet  plain  ! 
Ah  Hay  !  fvvift  fteeds,  your  rapid  flight  delay, 
No  more  the  jockey's  fmarting  lafli  obey  : 
But  rather  let  my  hand  dire<5t  the  rein, 
And  guide  your  fteps  a  nobler  prize  to  gain  ; 
Then  fwift  as  eagles  cut  the  yielding  air, 
Bear  me,  oh  bear  me  to  the  abfent  fair. 

Now  when  the  winds  are  hufli'd,  the  air  fe- 
rene, 
And  cheerful  fun-beams  gild  the  beauteous  fcene, 
Penfive  o'er  all  the  neighb'ring  fields  I  ftray. 
Where'er  or  choice  or  chance  diredts  the  way  : 
Or  view  the  op'ning  lawns,  or  private  woods. 
Or  diflant  bluifli  hills,  or  filver  floods  : 
Now  harmlefs  birds  in  filkcn  nets  infnare. 
Now  with  fvvift  dogs  purfue  the  flying  ha 
Dull  fports !  for  oh  my  Chloe  is  not  there ! 

Fatigu'd  at  length,  I  willingly  retire 
To  afmall  ftudy,  and  a  cheerful  fire. 
There  o'er  fome  folio  pore  ;   I  pore  'tis  true. 
But  oh  my  thoughts  are  fled,  and  fled  to  you! 
I  hear  you,  fee  you,  feafi:  upon  your  eyes. 
And  clafp  with  eag;er  arms  the  lovely  prize  ; 
Here  for  a  while  I  cou'd  forget  my  pain, 
Whilft  I  by  dear  afilidion  live  again  : 
Bilt  ev'n  thcfe  jeys  are  too  fublime  to  laft. 
And  quickly  fade,  like  all  the  real  ones  paft  ; 
For  juft  when  now  beneath  fome  filenc  grove 
I  bear  you  talk—and  talk  perhaps  of  love, 

f^fid^  Ham,  ll.J'tb.  3.  -uer.  150. 
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Or  charm  with  thrilling  notes  the  lifl;'ning  ear, 

Sweeter  than  angels  fing,  or  angels  hear, 

My  treach'rous  hand  its  weighty  charge  lets  go,     , 

The  book  falU  thund'ring  on  the  floor  below. 

The  pleafmg  vifion  in  a  moment's  gone. 

And  I  once  more  am  wretched,  and  alone. 

So  when  glad  Orpheus  from  th'  infernal  fhade 
Had  jufl  recall'd  his  long-lamented  maid, 
Soon  as  her  charms  had  reach'd  his  eager  eyes, 
Loft  in  eternal  night — again  fhe  dies, 

TO  A  LADY. 

SENT  WITH  A  PRESENT  OF   SHELLS  AND  STONES 
DESIGNED   FOR  A  GROTTO. 

With  gifts  like  thefe,  the  fpoils  of  neighb'ring 

ihores, 
The  Indian  fwaln  his  fable  love  adores. 
Off'rings  well  fuited  to  the  dufky  ftirine 
Of  his  rude  goddefs,  but  unworthy  mine : 
And  yet  they  feem  not  fuch  a  worthlefs  prize, 
If  nicely  view'd  by  philofophic  eyes  ; 
And  fuch  are  yours,  that  nature's  works  admire 
With  warmth  like  that,  which  tliey  themfelves 

infpire. 
To  fuch  how  fair  appears  each  grain  of  fand. 
Or  humbleft  weed  as  wrought  by  nature's  hand  ! 
How  far  fuperior  to  all  human  pow'r 
Sprnigs  the  green  blade,  or  buds  the  painted  flovsr'r! 
In  aliher  births,  though  of  the  meanefl  kinds, 
A  juft  obferver  entertainment  finds, 
With  fond  delight  her  low  productions  fees, 
And  how  ftie  gently  rifes  by  degrees; 
A  fliell  or  flone  he  can  with  pleafure  view, 
Hence  trace  her  nobleft  works,  the  heav'ns— and 

you. 
Behold,  how  bright  thefe  gaudy  trifles  iliine. 
The  lovely  fportings  of  a  hand  divine  ! 
See  with  what  art  each  curious  fhell  is  made, 
Here  carv'd  in  fret-work,  there  with  pearl  inlaid  ! 
What  vivid  ftreaks  th'  enamell'd  ftones  adorn, 
Fair  as  the  paintings  of  the  purple  morn  ! 
Yet  ftill  not  half  their  charms  can  reajh  our  eyes, 
While  thus  confus'd  the  fparkling  chaos  lies  ; 
Doubly  they'll  pleafe,  when  in  your  grotto  plac'd, 
They  plainly  fpcak  their  fair  difpofer's  tafte  ; 
Then  glories  yet  unfeen  fiiall  o'er  them  rife. 
New  Older  from  your   hand,   new   luftre   from 

your  eyes. 
How  fweet,   how  charming  will  appear   this 

grot, 
When  by  your  art  to  full  perfedlion  brought; 
Here  veidant  plants  and  blooming  flow'rs  will 

grow, 
There  bubbling  currents  through  the  Ihell-work 

flow  ; 
Here  coral  mix'dwith  fhells  of  various  dyes. 
There  polifh'd  Hones  will  charm  our  wand'ring 

eyes ; 
Delightful  bower  of  blifs !  fecure  retreat ! 
Fit  for  the  mufes,  and  Statira's  feat. 

But  {till  how  good  muft  be  that  fair  one's  mind, 
'Who  thus  in  folitude  can  pleafure  find !  ' 

The  mufe  her  company,  good  fenfe  her  guide, 
Refiftltfs  charms  her  pow'r,  but  not  her  pride; 
Who  thus  forfakes  the  town,  the  park,  and  play, 
In  filcnt  fjiadts  to  pafs  her  hours ,away; 
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Who  better  likes  to  breathe  frelh  country  air, 

Than  ride  imprifon'd  in  a  velvet  chair  ; 

And  makes  the  warbling  nightingale  her  choice, 

Before  the  thrills  of  Farinelli's  voice; 

Prefers  her  books,  and  confcience  void  of  11), 

To  concerts,  balls,  affemblies,  and  qLiadrille  : 

Sweet  bow'rs  more  pleas'd  than  gilded  chariot 

fees. 
For  groves  the  playhoufe  quits,   and  beaus  for 

trees. 
Blefl  is  the  man,  whom  Heav'n  fhall  grant  one 

hour 
With   fuch  a  lovely  nymph,  in  fuch  a   lovely 

bow'r ! 

TO  A  LADY. 

IN  ANSWER   TO  A   LETTER  WROTE  IN   A  VERY 
FINE   HAND. 

Whilst  well-wrote  lines  our  wond'ring  eyes 

command, 
The  beauteous  work  of  Chloe's  artful  hand, 
Throughout  the  fiiiifh'd  piece  we  fee  difplay'd 
The  exacfteft  image  of  the  lovely  maid; 
Such  is  her  wit,  and  fuch  her  form  divine,         "J 
This  pure,  as  flows  the  flyle  through  ev'ry  line,  > 
That  like  each  letter,  exquifitely  fine.  j 

See  with  what  art  the  fable  currents  flain 
In  wand'ring  mazes  all  the  milk-white  plain  ! 
Thus  o'er  the  meadows  wrapp'd  in  filver  fnow 
Unfrozen  brooks  in  dark  meanders  flow  ; 
Thus  jetty  curls  in  fhining  ringlets  deck 
The  ivory  plain  of  lovely  Chloe's  neck: 
See,  like  fome  virgin,  whole  unmeaning  charms 
Receive  new  lufl-ic  from  a  lover's  arms, 
The  yielding  paper's  pure  but  vacant  breaft. 
By  her  fair  hand  and  flowing  pen  impreft, 
At  ev'ry  touch  more  anirr.'ated  grows. 
And  with  new  life  and  new  ideas  glows, 
Frefti  beauties  from  the  kind  defiler  gains. 
And  (bines  each  moment  brighter  from  its  ftains. 

Let  mighty  love  no  longer  boaft  his  darts. 
That  flrike  unening,  aim'd  at  mortal  hearts; 
Chloe,  your  quill  casx  equal  wonders  do, 
Wound  full  as  fure,  and  at  a  diftance  too  : 
Arm'd  with  your  feath?r'd  weapons  in  your  hands, 
From  pole  to  pole  you  fend  your  great  commands; 
To  diftant  climes  in  vain  the  lover  flies, 
Your  pen  o'ertakes  him,  if  he  'fcapes  your  eyes; 
So  thofe  who  from  the  fword  in  battle  run, 
But  perifh  vi(ftims  to  the  diftant  gun. 

Beauty's  a  fhort-liv'd  blaze,  a  fading  fiow'r, 
But  thefe  are  charms  no  ages  can  devour 
Thef"    far  fuperior  to  the  brightefl  face, 
TriutiiT^h  alike  o'er  time  as  well  as  fpace. 
When  that  fair  form,  which  thoufandsnow  adore, 
By  years  decay'd,  fhall  tyrannize  no  more, 
Thel'e  lovely  lines  fliall  future  ages  view. 
And  eyes  unborn,  like  ours,  be  charm'd  by  you. 

How  oft  do  I  admire  with  fond  delight 
The  curious  piece,  aud  wifh  like  you  to  wTite ! 
Alas,  vain  hope  !  that  might  as  well  afpire 
To  copy  Paulo's  flroke,  or  Titian's  fire  : 
Ev'n  now  your  fplendid  lines  before  me  lie, 
And  1  in  vain  to  imitate  thera  try  : 
Believe  me,  fair,  I'm  praftifmg  this  art, 
T«  fteal  your  IjasijJ,  'm  faopcs  to  ft?*l  your  lisaf t. 


TO  THE  RIGHT    HONOURABLE 


THE  LADY  MARGARET  CAVENDISH 
HARLliY  ». 

PRESENTEB  WITH    A    COLLECTION    OF    FOEMS. 

The  tuneful  throng  was  ever  beauty's  care. 

And  verfe  a  tribute  facred  to  the  fair  ; 

Hence  in  each  age  the  lovelicfl  nymph  has  beetHj 

By  undifputed  right,  the  mufes  queen ; 

Her  frtiiles  have  ail  poetic  bofoms  fir'd. 

And  patroni-i'd  the  verfe  themfelves  infpir'd : 

Lefb'n  p^efided  thus  in  Roman  times, 

Thus  .Sachariffa  reign'd  o'er  Britilh  rhymes. 

•*.nd  prefent  bards  to  Margaretta  how. 

For  what  they  were  of  old,  is  Harley  now. 

From  Oxford's  houfe,  in  thcfe  dull  bufy  daySj 
Alone  we  hope  for  patronage,  or  praife  ; 
He  to  our  flighteft  labours  inll  i:-  kind. 
Beneath  his  roof,  w'  are  ever  fure  to  find 
(Reward  fufficient  for  the  world's  ncgied;) 
Oharms  to  infpire,  and  goodncfs  to  protedl ; 
Your  eyes  with  raptuie  animate  our  lays, 
Your  fire's  kind  hand  uprears  our  drooping  bays  3 
Form'd  for  our  glory  and  fupport,  ye  feera, 
Our  conftant  patron  he,  and  you  our  th;;me. 
Where  fliou'd  poetic  homage  then  be  pay'd? 
Where  ev'ry  verfe,  but  at  yotir  feet,  be  lay'd  ? 
A  double  right  you  to  this  empire  bear. 
As  firft  in  beauty,  and  as  Oxford's  heir. 

Illuflrious  maid  !  in  whofe  fole  perfon  join'd 
Ev'ry  perfedlion  of  the  fair  we  find ; 
Charms  that  might  warrant  all  her  fex's  pridcj 
Without  one  foible  of  her  fex  to  hide  • 
Good-nature,  artlefs  as  the  bloom  that  dyes 
Her  cheeks,  and  wit  as  piercing  as  her  eyes. 
Oh  Harley  !  cou'd  but  you  thefc  lines  approve, 
Thefe  children  fprung  from  idlenefs  and  love, 
Cou'd  they,  (but  ah  how  vain  is  the  defign!) 
Hope  to  amufe  your  hours,  as  once  they've  miDe, 
Th'  ill-judging  world's  applaufe,  and  critics  blame» 
Alike  I'd  fco^rn  :  Your  approbation's  fame. 

HORACE, 

BOOK  II.    ODE  XVI.    IMITATED. 

To  the  Honourable  Philip  Torie,  Efq.  foon  after  tht 
general  els£lion  in  1747' 

For  quiet,  Yorke,  the  failor  cries, 
When  gathering  florms  obfcure  the  fkies. 

The  flars  no  more  appearing ; 
The  candidate  for  quiet  prays. 
Sick  of  the  bumpei  s  and  huzzas 

Of  bleft  eledJtioneering. 

Who  thinks,  that  from  the  fpeaker's  chai? 
The  ferjeant's  mace  can  keep  off  care. 

Is  wond'rouily  miflaken  : 
Alas  !  he  is  not  half  fo  bleft 
As  thofe  wh'  have  liberty,  and  reft, 

And  dine  on  beans  and  bacon. 


*  Only  daughter  and  heir  of  Edward  Earl  of  Ox' 
ford  an,,^  Mortimer,  by  Lady  Henriet  a  Cavendijh,  only 
daughter  and  heir  of  John  Holies,  Duke  of  Neivcafle. 
She  -was  after-wards   [)u(hefs  of  i'vrtlatid,  and  dkd 
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Why  fiiould  we  then  to  London  run, 
And  quit  our  cheerful  country  fun, 
JEq¥  bufinefs,  dirt,  and  fmoke  ? 
Can  we,  by  changing  place  and  air, 
Ourfelves  get  rid  of,  or  our  care  ? 
In  troth,  'tis  all  a  joke. 

Care  climbs  proud  (hips  of  mightieft  force. 
And  mounts  behind  the  general's  horfe, 

Outftrips  huffars  and  pandours; 
Far  fwifter  than  the  bounding  hind. 
Swifter  than  clouds  before  the  wind, 

Or before  the  Highlanders. 

A  man,  when  once  he's  fafely  chefe, 
Shou'd  laugh  at  all  his  threat'ning  foes. 

Nor  think  of  future  evil : 
!Each  good  has  its  attendant  ill ; 
A  feat  is  no  bad  thing,  but  ftill 

Ele(5lions  are  the  devil. 

Its  gifts  with  hand  Impartial  Heav'n 
Divides :  to  Oxford  it  was  giv'n 

To  die  in  full-blown  glory ; 

To indeed  a  longer  date, 

£iit  then  with  unrelenting  hate 

Purfu'd  by  Whig  and  Tory. 

The  gods  to  you  with  bounteous  hand 
Have  granted  feats,  and  parks,  and  land ; 

Brocades  and  filks  you  wear ; 
With  claret  and  ragouts  you  treat. 
Six  neighing  fteeds  with  nimble  feet 

Whirl  on  your  gilded  car : 

To  me  they've  given  a  fmall  retreat. 
Good  port  and  mutton,  bed  of  meat. 

With  broad-cloth  on  my  fhoulders, 
A  foul  that  fcorns  a  dirty  job, 
i^oves  a  good  rhyme,  and  hates  a  mob, 

I  mean  who  a'n't  freeholders. 

HORACE, 

BOOK  IV.    ODE  VIII.    IMIT-ITED. 

To  /Z'£  fame. 

Did  but  kind  fate  to  me  impart 
Wcalch  equal  to  my  gen'rous  heart, 
S'j:nc  curious  gift  to  ev'ry  friend, 
A  token  of  my  love,  J'd  fend  ; 
But  Hill  the  choice/t  and  the  beft 
Shou'd  be  confign'd  to  friends  at  Wreft*. 

An  organ,  which,  if  right  1  guefs, 
Wou'd  beft  pleafe  Lady  R'larchionefs, 
Shou'd  firft  be  fcnt  by  my  command. 
Worthy  of  her  infpiring  hand  : 
To  Lady  Bell  of  niceft  mould 
A  coral  fet  in  hurnifli'd  gold  : 
To  you,  well  knowing  what  you  like. 
Portraits  by  Lely  or  Vandyke, 
A  curious  bronze,  or  buft  antique. 

But  fmce  thefe  gifts  exceed  my  power, 
And  you,  who  need  not  wifti  for  more. 
Already  bleft  with  all  that's  fine. 
Are  pleas'd  with  verfc,  though  fuch  as  mine  J 
As  poets  us'd  in  ancient  times, 
rU  make  my  prcfent s  all  in  rhymes ; 
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*   The  feat  of  the  Manhionrrs  of  Kent,  ii-lfe  of 
Lord  Uarcl-A-hh.  "     ^  >      J     J 


And  left  you  fliould  forget  their  worth, 
Like  tli£m  I'll  fet  their  value  forth. 

Not  monumental  brafs  or  ftones. 
The  guardians  of  heroic  bones. 
Not  vi6lories  won  by  Marlbro's  fword, 
Nor  titles  which  thefe  feats  record, 
Such  glories  o'er  the  dead  diffufe. 
As  can  the  labours  of  the  mufe. 
But  if  fhe  fhould  her  aid  deny. 
With  you  your  virtues  all  muft  die. 
Nor  tongues  unborn  (hall  ever  fay 
How  wife,  how  good,  was  Lady  Grey. 

What  now  had  been  th'  ignoble  doom 
Of  him  who  built  imperial  Rome  ? 
Or  him  deferving  ten  times  more, 
Who  fed  the  hungry,  cloth'd  the  poor, 
Clear'd  flreams,  and  bridges  laid  acrofs, 
And  built  the  little  church  of  Rofs  ? 
Did  not  th'  eternal  powers  of  verfe 
From  age  to  age  their  deeds  rehearfe. 

The  mufe  forbids  the  brave  to  die, 
Beftowing  immortality  ; 
Still  by  her  aid  in  bleft  abodes 
Alcides  feafts  among  the  gods ; 
And  royal  Arthus  ftill  is  able 
To  fill  his  hofpitable  table 
With  Englilh  beef,  and  Englifh  knights. 
And  looks  with  pity  down  on  White's. 

TO  THE  HON.  MISS  YORKE, 

ON   HER   MARRIAGE  TO    LORD  ANSON,   APRIL  25» 
1748. 

Victorious  Anfon  fee  returns 

From  the  fubjedled  main  ! 
With  joy  each  Britilh  bofom  burns, 

Fearlefs  of  France  and  Spain. 

Honours  his  grateful  fovereign's  hand;, 

Conqueft  his  own  beft«ws, 
Applaufe  unfeign'd  his  native  land, 

Unenvy'd  wealth  her  foes. 

"  But  ftill,  my  fon,''  Britannia  cries, 

"  Still  more  thy  merits  claim ; 
"  Thy  deeds  deferve  a  richer  prize 

"  Than  titles,  wealth,  or  fame : 

"  Twice  wafted  fafe  from  pole  to  pole, 
"  Thou'ft  fail'd  the  globe  around  ; 

"  Contains  it  aught  can  charm  thy  foul  ? 
"  Thy  fondeft  wifhes  bound  ? 

"  Is  there  a  treafure  worth  thy  care 

"  Within  th'  encircling  line  ? 
"  Say,  and  I'll  weary  Heav'n  with  pray'r, 

"  To  make  that  treafure  thine." 

Heav'n  liften'd  to  Britanni;\'s  voice. 

Agreed  that  more  was  due : 
He  chofe ,  the  gods  approv'd  his  choice. 

And  paid  him  all  in  you. 

CHLOE  TO  STREPHON. 


Too  plain,  dear  youth,  thefe  ttll-talc  eyea' 
My  heart  your  own  declare  ; 

But,  for  Heav'n's  fake,  let  it  fuffice. 
You  reign  triumphant  there.- 
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forbear  your  utmoft  pow'r  to  try, 

Nor  farther  urge  your  fwsyi 
Prefs  not  for  what  1  muft  deny, 

For  fear  I  fhould  obey. 

Could  all  your  arts  fuccefsful  prove, 

\Vould  you  a  maid  undo, 
Whofe  greateil:  failing  is  her  love, 

And  that  her  love  for  you  ? 

Say,  would  you  ufe  that  very  pow'r 

You  from  her  fondnefs  claim, 
To  ruin  in  one  fatal  hour 

A  life  of  fpotlefs  fame  ? 

Ah  ceafe,  my  dear,  to  do  an  ill, 

Becaufe  perhaps  j^ou  may  ! 
But  rather  try  your  utr.  oft  fkiU 

To  fave  me  than  betray. 

Be  you  yourfelf  my  virtue's  guard. 

Defend,  and  not  purfue  ; 
Since  'tis  a  talk  for  me  too  hard, 

To  fight  with  love  and  you. 

A  SONG. 

Cease,  Sally,  thy  charms  to  expand, 

All  thy  arts  and  thy  witchcraft  forbear, 

Hide  thofe  eyes,  hide  that  neck  and  that  hand. 
And  thofe  fweet  flowing  treffes  of  hair. 

Oh,  torture  me  not,  for  love's  fake, 

With  the  fmirk  of  thofe  delicate  lips, 

With  that  head's  dear  fignificant  fliake. 

And  the  tofs  of  the  hoop  and  the  hips ! 

Oh,  fight  flill  more  fatal !  look  there, 

O'er  her  tucker  what  murderers  peep  ! 

So now  there's  an  end  of  my  care, 

I  Ihall  never  more  eat,  drink,  or  fleep. 

Do  you  fing  too  ?  Ah,  mifchievous  thought ! 

Touch  me,  touch  me  not  there  any  more  ; 
Who  the  devil  can  'fcape  being  caught 

In  a  trap  that's  thus  baited  all  o'er  ? 

But  why  to  advife  Ihould  I  try  ? 

what  nature  ordains  we  muft  prove; 
You  no  more  can  help  charming,  tlian  1 

Can  help  being  charm'd,  and  in  love, 

A  SONG. 

When  firft  I  fought  fair  Cslia's  love, 
'  And  ev'ry  charm  vvas  new, 

',  I  fwore  by  all  the  gods  above, 
I  To  be  for  ever  true. 

But  long  in  vain  did  1  adore, 

Long  v.-opt,  and  figh'd  in  vain. 

She  ftill  prctefted,  vow'd,  and  fwore 
She  ne'er  would  cafe  my  pain. 

At  laft  o'ercome,  fhe  made  me  bleS, 

And  yielded  all  her  charms, 
And  I  forfook  her  when  poffeil, 

And  fled  to  others  arms. 

But  let  not  this,  dear  Cslia,  nov/ 

-  To  rage  thy  breaft  incline  ; 

For  why,  fmce  you  forget  your  vcM', 

Shoijld  I  rcmcaibcr  aiiae^ 


THE  CHOICE. 


Had  I,  Pigmalion-like,  the  pow'r 
To  make  the  nymph  I  would  adore. 
The  model  fhould  be  thusdefign'd. 
Like  this  her  iotm,  like  this  her  mind. 

Her  Ikin  flrould  be  as  lilies  fair, 
With  rofy  cheeks  and  jetty  hair  ; 
Her  lips  with  pure  Vermillion  fpread, 
And  foft  and  moift,  as  well  as  red ; 
Her  eyes  fhould  fliiiie  with  vivid  light. 
At  once  both  languiihing  and  bright ; 
Her  Ihape  fliould  be  exad;  and  fmall. 
Her  ftature  rather  low  than  tall ; 
Her  limbs  well  turn'd,  her  air  and  mien 
At  once  bothfprightly  and  ferene; 
Befides  all  this,  a  namelefs  grace 
Should  be  diffus'd  all  o'er  her  face  : 
To  make  the  lovely  piece  complete. 
Not  only  beautiful,  but  fweet. 

This  for  her  form  ;  now  for  her  mind; 
I'd  have  it  open,  gen'rous,  kind. 
Void  of  all  coquettifh  arts. 
And  vain  defigns  of  conquering  hearts, 
Not  fvvay'd  by  any  views  of  gain, 
Nor  fond  of  giving  others  pain ; 
But  foft,  though  bright,  like  her  own  eyes, 
Difcreetly  witty,  gayly  wife. 

I'd  have  her  ikill'd  in  ev'ry  art 
That  can  engage  a  wand 'ring  heart; 
Know  all  the  fciences  of  love, 
Yet  ever  willing  to  improve  ; 
To  prefs  the  hand,  and  roll  the  eye, 
And  drop  fometimes  an  amorous  figh. 
To  lengthen  out  the  balmy  kifs. 
And  heighten  ev'ry  tender  biifs ; 
And  yet  I'd  have  the  charmer  be 
By  nature  only  taught — or  me. 

I'd  have  her  »o  ftricl  honour  ty'd. 
And  yet  v/ithout  one  fpark  of  pride  ; 
In  company  well  Jrefs'd  and  fine. 
Yet  not  ambitious  to  outftiine ; 
In  private  aKvays  neat  and  clean, 
And  quite  a  ftranger  to  the  fpleen  ; 
Well  pleas'd  to  grace  the  park  and  play, 
And  dance  fometimes  the  night  away, 
But  oft'ner  fond  to  fpend  her  hours 
In  folitude  and  fliady  bow'rs, 
And  there  beneath  fome  filent  grove. 
Delight  in  poetry  and  love. 

Some  fparks  of  the  poetic  fire 
I  fain  would  have  her  foul  infpirc, 
Enough,  at  leaft,  to  let  her  know 
What  joys  from  love  and  virtue  flow ; 
Enough,  at  leaft,  to  make  her  wife, 
And  fops  and  fopperies  defpifc ; 
Prefer  her  books,  and  her  own  mufe, 
To  vifits,  fcandal,  chat,  and  news; 
Above  her  fsx  exalt  her  mind. 
And  make  her  more  than  womankind. 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

GOING  TO  THE  WEST-INDIES. 

For  univerfal  fway  defign'd. 

To  diftant  realms  Clorinda  flies. 

And  fcorns,  in  one  fmall  ifle  confin'd. 
To  bound  the  conijuefts  of  her  eyes. 
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From  our  cold  climes  to  India's  fliore 
With  cruel  hafte  fhe  wings  her  way, 

To  fcorch  their  fultry  plains  ftill  more, 
And  rebus  of  our  only  day. 

Whilfl:  ev'ry  ftreaming  eye  o'erflows 
With  tender  floods  of  parting  tears, 

Thy  breaft,  dear  caufc  of  all  our  woes, 
Alone  unmov'd,  and  gay  appears. 

But  ftill,  if  right  the  mufes  tell. 

The  fated  peint  of  time  is  nigh, 

When  grief  fhall  that  fair  bofom  fweli. 
And  trickle  from  thy  lovely  eye. 

Though  now,  like  Philip's  fon,  whofe  arms 
Did  once  the  vaffal  world  command, 

You  rove  with  unrefifted  charms, 

And  conquer  both  by  fea  and  land; 

Yet  when  (as  foon  they  muft)  mankind 

Shall  all  be  doom'd  to  wear  your  chain, 

You  too,  like  him,  will  weep  to  find 

No  more  unconquer'd  worlds  remain, 

CHLOE  ANGLING. 

On  yon  fair  brook's  enamell'd  fide. 

Behold  my  Chloe  ftands ! 
Her  angle  trembles  o'er  the  tide. 

As  confcious  of  her  hands. 

Calm  as  the  gentle  waves  appear. 

Her  thoughts  ferenely  flow. 
Calm  as  the  foftly-breathing  air 

That  curls  the  brook  below. 

Such  charms  her  fparkling  eyes  difclofe. 

With  fuch  foft  pow'r  endu'd. 
She  feems  a  new-born  Venus  rofe 

from  the  tranfparent  flood. 

from  each  green  bank,  and  moffy  cave, 

The  fcaly  race  repair. 
They  fport  beneath  the  cryflalwave, 

And  kifs  her  image  there. 

Here  the  bright  filver  eel  enroU'd 

In  (hiring  volumes  lies. 
There  balks  the  carp  bedropt  with  gold 

In  the  funlhine  of  her  eyes. 

With  hungry  pikes  in  wanton  play 

The  tim'roustrouts  appear. 
The  hungry  pikes  forget  to  prey. 

The  tim'rous  trouts  to  fear. 

With  equal  hafle  the  thoughtlefs  crew 

To  the  fair  tempter  fly. 
Nor  grieve  they,  whilft  her  eyes  they  view, 

That  by  her  hand  they  die. 

Thus  I  too  view'd  the  nymph  of  late. 

Ah,  fimplc  fifti,  beware  ! 
Soon  will  you  find  my  wretched  fate, 

And  flruggle  in  the  fnare. 

But,  fair  one,  though  thefe  toils  fucceed, 

Of  conquefl  be  not  vain. 
Nor  think  o'er  all  the  fcaly  breed 

Unpunifli'd  thus  to  reign ; 

Remember,  in  a  wat'ry  glafs 
His  charms  Narciifus  fpy'd, 
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When  for  his  own  bcwithing  face 
The  youth  defpair'd,  and  dy'd. 

No  more  then  harmlefs  filh  enfnare, 

No  more  futh  wiles  purfue  ; 
Left  whilft  your  baits  for  them  prepare, 

Love  finds  out  one  for  you. 

CHLOE  HUNTING. 

Whilst  thoufands  court  fair  Chloe's  love. 

She  fears  the  dang'rous  joy. 
But,  Cynthia-like,  frequents  the  grove, 

As  lovely,  and  as  coy. 

With  the  fame  fpeed  ftie  feeks  the  hind. 

Or  hunts  the  flying  hare  ; 
She  leaves  purfuing  fwains  behind, 

Te  languifli  and  defpair. 

Oh,  ftrange  caprice  in  thy  dear  breaft  J 
Whence  firft  this  whim  began ; 

To  follow  thus  each  worthlefs  beaft. 
And  ftiun  their  fovereigri  man  \ 

Confider,  fair,  what  'tis  you  do, 

How  thus  they  both  muft  die. 
Not  furer  they,  when  you  purfue. 

Than  wc  whene'er  you  fly. 

ON  LUCINDA'S  RECOVERY  FROM  THE 
SMALL-POX. 

Bright  Venus  long  with  envious  eyes 
The  fair  Lucinda's  charms  had  feen, 

«'  And  ftiall  fhe  ftill,"  the  goddefs  cries, 
"  Thus  dare  to  rival  beauty's  queen  !" 

She  fpoke,  and  to  th'  infernal  plains 
With  cruel  hafte  indignant  goes, 

Where  death,  the  prince  of  terrors,  reigns 
Amidft  difeafes,  pains,  and  wees. 

To  him  her  pray'rs  ftie  thus  applies : 

"  O  fole  in  whom  my  hopes  confide ! 

"  To  blaft  my  rival's  potent  eyes, 

"  And  in  her  fate  all  mortal  pride  ; 

"  Let  her  but  feel  thy  chilling  dart ; 

"  1  will  forgive,  tremendous  god, 
"  Ev'n  that  which  pierc'd  Adonis'  heart :" 

He  hears,  and  gives  th'  aflenting  nod<f 

Then  calling  forth  a  fierce  difeafe 

Impatient  for  the  beauteous  prey, 

Bids  him  the  lovelieft  fabric  feize 

The  gods  e'er  form'd  of  human  clay, 

Afl"ur'd  he  meant  Lucinda's  charms. 
To  her  th'  infedlious  daemon  flies, 

Her  neck,  her  cheeks,  her  lips  difarms, 
And  of  their  lightning  robs  her  eyes. 

The  Cyprian  queen  with  cruel  joy 

Beholds  her  rival's  charms  o'erthrown, 

Nor  doubts,  like  mortal  fair,  t'  employ 
Their  ruins  to  augment  her  own. 

From  out  the  fpoils  of  ev'ry  grace 

The  goddefs  picks  fome  glorious  prize, 

Tranfplants  the  rofes  from  her  face. 

And  arms  young  Cupids  flora  her  eye?, 
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Kow  death  (ah  veil  the  mournful  fcene) ! 

Had  in  one  moment  pierc'd  her  heart, 
Had  kinder  fate  not  flept  between, 

And  turn'd  alide  th'  uphfted  dart. 

"  What  phrenzy  bids  thy  hand  effay,"  _ 

He  cries,  "  to  wound  thy  fureil  friend, 

"  Whofe  beauties  to  thy  reahns  each  day 

"  Such  num'rous  crowds  of  vidtinis  fend? 

««  Are  not  her  eyes,  where-e'er  they  aim, 
"  As  thine  own  filent  arrows  fure? 

"  Or  who  that  once  has  felt  their  flame, 

"  Dar'd  e'er  indulge  one  liope  of  cure?" 

Death  thus  reprov'd  his  hand  reflrains, 
And  bids  the  dire  diftemper  fly; 

The  cruel  beauty  lives,  and  reigns, 

That  thoufands  may  adore,  and  die. 


WRITTEN   IN   MR.  LOCKE'S  ESSAY   ON 
HUMAN  UNDERSTANDING. 

Long  had  the  mind  of  man  with  curious  art 
Search'd  nature's  wond'rous  plan  through  cv'ry 

part, 
Meafur'd  each  tracSl  of  ocean,  earth  and  fky, 
And  number'd  all  the  rolling  orbs  on  high; 
Yet  ftill,  fo  learn'd,  herfelf  fhe  little  knew, 
'Till  Eocke's  unerring  pen  tlie  portrait  drew. 
So  beauteous  Eve  a  while  in  Eden  flray'd, 

'  And  all  her  great  Creator's  works  furvey'd; 

'  By  fun,  and  moon,  fhe  knew  to  mark  the  hour; 
she  knew  the  genus  of  each  plant  and  flow'r; 
She  knew,  wlien  fporting  on  the  verdant  lawn, 
The  tender  lambkin,  and  the  nimble  favv-n: 
But  llill  a  flranger  to  her  own  bright  face, 
She  gueft'd  not  ar  its  form,  nor  what  fhe  was ; 
"rill  led  at  length  to  fome  clear  fountain's  fide, 

I  She  vicw'd  her  beauties  in  the  cryftal  tide  ; 

;  The  fhining  mirror  all  her  charms  difplays, 
And  her  eyes  catch  tlieir  own  rebounded  rays. 


WRITTEN  IN  A  LADY'S  VOLUME  OF 
TRAGEDIES. 

Since  thou,  relentlefs  maid, can'fl  daily  hear 
I  Thy  Ilave's  complaints  without  one  figh  or  tear, 
I  why  beats  thy  breaft,  or  thy  bright  eyes  o'er- 

flow 
At  thefe  imaginary  fcenes  of  woe  ? 
Rather  teach  thefe  to  weep,  and  that  to  heave. 
At  real  pains  themfelyes  to  thoufand»  give  ; 
And  if  fuch  pity  to  feign'd  love  is  due, 
Confider  how  much  more  you  owe  to  true. 


I  CUPID  RELIEVED. 

As  once  young  Cupid  went  aflray. 
The  little  god  I  found; 

I  took  his  bow  and  Ibaits  away, 
And  fafl  his  pniions  bound. 

At  Chloe's  feet  my  fpoils  I  cafl, 
I        My  CQnqueft  proud  to  (how  J 
She  faw  his  godfhip  fetter'd  fafl, 
And  fmil'd  to  fee  him  fo. 
Vol.  XI. 
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.ii.  !  that  fmlle  fuch  frefh  fupplies 
Of  arms  reiiftlefs  gave  ! 
I'm  forc'd  :igain  to  yield  my  prize, 
And  fall  again  his  ilavc. 

THE  WAY  TO  BE  M^SE. 

IMITATI-D  FROM  T.A  FONTAIME. 

Poor  Jenny,  am'rous,  young,  and  gay, 
Having  by  man  been  led  aftray, 

To  nunn'ry  dark  retlr'd; 
Tl-.erc  liv'd  an^^look'd,  fo  like  a  maid, 
So  I'cidofTi  eat,  io  often  prr.y'd, 

She  was  by  all  admir'd. 

The  lady  Abbefs  oft  would  cry. 
If  any  filler  tiod  awry. 

Or  prov'd  an  idle  flattern ; 
"   See  wife  and  pious  Mrs.  Jane  ! 
"  A  life  fo  ftrifl,  fo  grave  a  mien 

"  Is  fure  a  worthy  pattern.'* 

A  pert  young  flut  at  length  replies, 

"  Experience,  madam,  hiakes  folks  wife, 

"  'Tis  that  has  made  her  fuch  ; 
"  And  we,  poor  fouls,  no  doubt  fhould  be 
"  As  pious,  and  as  wife,  as  fhe,. 

"  If  we  had  feen  as  much." 


THE  SNOW-BALL. 

FROM   TETRONIUS  AFRANIUS. 

White  as  her  hand  fair  Julia  threw 

A  ball  of  filver  fnow; 
The  frozen  globe  fir'd  as  it  flew. 

My  bolom  felt  it  glow. 

Strange  pow'r  of  love  !  whofe  great  command 

Can  thus  a  fnow-ball  arm; 
When  ft  lit,  fair  Julia,  from-tliine  hand, 

Ev'n  ice  itfelf  can  warm. 

How  fhould  we  then  fecure  our  hearts  ?  ■ 
Love's  pow'r  we  all  muft  feel, 

Who  thus  can,  by  flrange  magic  arts, 
In  ice  his  frames  conceal. 

'Tis  thou  alone,  fair  Julia,  know, 
Can'ft  quench  my  fierce  defire; 

But  not  with  water,  ice,  or  fnow. 
But  with  an  equal  fire.' 

ANACREON,   ODE  XX, 

A  ROCK"  on  Phrygian  plains  we  fee 
That  once  was  beauteous  Niobe : 
And  Progne,  too  revengeful  fair  ! 
Now  flits  a  wand'ring  bird  in  air: 
Thus  I  a  looking-glais  would  be, 
That  you,  dear  maid,  might  gaze  on  mej 
Be  chang'd  to  ftays,  that  ftraitly  lac'd, 
I  might  embrace  thy  flender  wailt ; 
A  filver  flream  I'd'bathe  thee,  fair, 
Or  fhjne  pomatum  on  thy  hair; 
In  a  foft  lable  tippet's  form 
I'd  kifs  thy  fiiowy  hubbies  warm , 
3  S 
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In  fhape  of  pearl  thy  bofom  deck. 
And  hang  for  ever  round  thy  neck, 
Pleas'd  to  be  aught  that  touches  yon, 
Your  glove,  your  garter,  or  your  Ihoe. 


A  TRANSLATION  OF  SOME  LATIN  VER- 
SES  ON  THE  CAMERA  OBSCURA. 

Thi  various  povv'rs  of  blended  fhade  and  light. 

The  Ikilful  Zeuxis  of  the  dufky  night ; 

The  lovely  forms  that  paint  the  fnoivy  plain 

Free  from  the  pencil's  violating  (lain  ; 

In  tuneful  lines,  harmonious  Phcebns,  fing, 

At  once  of  light  and  verfe  celeilial  king. 

Divine  Apollo !  let  thy  facred  fire 
Thy  youthful  bard's  nnfki'.ful  breafl  inlpJre, 
Like  the  fair  empty  fneet  he  hangs  to  view, 
Void,  and  unfurnifh'd,  till  infpir'd  by  you; 
O  let  one  beam,  one  kind  enlig'nt'ning  ray 
At  once  upon  his  mind  and  paper  play! 
Hence  fhall  his  breafl  with  bright  ideas  glow, 
Hence    num.'rous    forms    the    filver    field    fhall 
flrew. 

But  now  the  mufe's  ufeful  precepts  view. 
And  with  juih  care  the  pleafing  work  purfue. 
Firfi  choofe  a  window  that  convenient  lies, 
A.nd  to  the  north  direcSs  the  v/and'ring  eyes; 
Dark  be  the  room  ;  let  not  a  flrnggling  ray 
Intrude,  to  chafe  the  fhadowy  forms  av.'ay. 
Except  one  bright  refulgent  blaze  convcy'd 
Through  a  flrait  palTage  in  the  fhutter  made, 
In  which  th'  ingenions  artill  firfl  muil  place 
A  little,  convex,  round,  tranfpaicnt  glai's. 
And  jufl  be'ai:id  th'  extended  paper  lay, 
On  which  his  art  fhall  all  its  pow'r  difplay: 
There  rays  reflected  from  all  parts  fhall  meet, 
And  paint  their  objects  on  the  filver  flieet ; 
A  thoufand  forms  fhall  in  a  moment  rife. 
And    magic    landi'capes    charm    our    wand'ring 

eyes ; 
'Tis  thus  from  ev'ry  objeift  that  we  view, 
If  Epicurus'  dodlrine  teaches  true. 
The  fubtilc  parts  upon  our  organs  play, 
And  to  our  minds  th'  external  forms  convey. 

But  from  what  caufes  all  thefe  wonders  flow, 
'Tis  not  permitted  idle  Lards  to  know. 
How  through  the  centre  ot  the  convex  glafs, 
The  piercing  rays  together  twilfed  jjafs. 
Or  why  revers'd  the  lovely  fcencs  appear. 
Or  why  the  fun's  approaching  light  tliey  fear; 
Let  gra\'t  plulofophers  the  caufe  inquire, 
Fncugh  for  us  to  fee,  and  to  admire. 

See  then  what  forms  with  variouf  colours  flain 
The  painted  furface  of  the  paper  plain  ! 
Iv'ow  bright  and  gay,  as  fhines  the  heavenly  bow, 
So  late  a  wide,  unpeopled  wafle  of  fnow  : 
Here  verdant  groves,  ihere  golden  crops  of  corn 
The  new  uncultivated  fields  adorn  ; 
Here  gardens  deckt  with  ilow'rs  of  various  dyes, 
There  ficndcr  tow'rs,  and  little  cities  life  : 
But  all  with  tops  inverted  downward  bend. 
Earth   mounts   aloft,    and   Ikies   and    clouds   de- 

fcend  : 
Thus  the  wife,  vulgar  on  a  pendent  land 
Imagine  our  antipodes  to  Hand, 
And  wondtf  much,  how  they  fecurely  go, 
And  not  fall  headlong  on  the  heav'ns  below. 


The  charms  of  motion  here  cxah  each  part 
Above  the  reach  of  great  Apelles'  art ; 
Zephyrs  the  waving  harvefts  gently  blow. 
The  waters  curl,  and  brooks  inccffant  floAV; 
Men,  beafts,  and  birds  in  fair  confufion  ftray. 
Some  rife  to  fight,  whilfl:  others  pafs  away. 

On  all  we  feize  that  comes  within  our  reach, 
1  he  rolling  coach  we  flop,  the  horfe-man  catch; 
Compel  the.  porting  traveller  to  flay; 
But  the  fhort  vifit  caufcs  no  delay. 

Again,  behold  what  lovely  profpeifls  rife  ? 
Now  with  the  loveliefl  featl  your  longing  eyes.    >«| 
Nor  let  flrid:  modtfty  be  here  afraid,  1 

To  view  upon  her  head  a  beauteous  maid: 
See  in  fmall  folds  her  waving  garments  flow, 
And  all  her  (lender  limbs  itill  llcndcrer  grow  ; 
ContraiSed  in  one  little  orb  is  found 
The  fjiacious  hoop,  once  five  vafl  ells  around; 
But  think  not  to  embrace  the  flying  fair, 
Soon  will  {he  quit  your  arms  unfeen  as  air. 
In  this  refembiing  too  a  tender  maid. 
Coy  to  the  lover's  touch,  and  of  his  hand  afraid. 

Enough  w'  have  feen  ;  now  let  th'  intruding  day 
Chafe  all  the  lovely  magic  fcenes  away; 
Again  th'  unpeopled  fnowy  waile  returns. 
And  the  lone  plain  its  faded  glories  mourns; 
The  bright  creation  in  a  moment  flies, 
j^nd  all  the  pigmy  generation  dies. 

Thus,v,'hcn  {till  night  her  gloomy  mantlefpreads, 
The  fairies  dance  around  the  flow'ry  meads! 
But  wlien  the  day  returns,  they  wing  their  flight 
To  dillant  lands,  and  fliun  th'  unwelcome  light. 

THE  TEMPLE  OF  VENUS. 

In  'ner  own  ifle's  rcmoted  grove 

Stands  Venus'  lovely  ihrine. 
Sacred  to  beauty,  joy,  and  love, 

And  built  by  hands  divine. 

The  polifli'd  flruciure,  fair  and  bright 

As  her  own  ivory  (!:in. 
Without  is  alabaftcr  white. 

And  ruby  all  within. 

Above,  a  cupola  charms  the  view, 

White  as  unfully'd  fnow; 
Two  colunms  (jf  the  fame  fair  hue 

.Support  the  dome  below. 

Its  walls  a  trickling  fountain  laves, 

In  which  fuch  virtue  reigns, 
That,  bath'd  in  its  balfamic  waves, 

No  lover  feels  his  pains. 

Before  th'  unfolding  gates  there  fpreads 

A  fragrant  fpicy  grove. 
That  with  its  curling  branches  fliades 

The  labyrinths  of  love. 

Bright  beauty  here  her  captives  holds. 

Who  l-.ifs  their  eafy  chains. 
And  in  the  fofteit  clofeft  folds 

Her  willing  fiavcs  detains. 

Would'ft  thou,  who  ne'er  thefe  fcas  hafl  try'd, 

Find  where  this  ifland  lies. 
Let  pilot  love  the  rudder  guide. 

And  fleer  by  Ciiloc's  eyes. 
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ON  A  NOSEGAY  IN  THE  COUNTESS  OF 
COVENTRY'S  BREAST. 

IN   IMITATION  OF   WALLER. 

Delightful  fccne  !  in  which  appear 
At  once  all  bc;iuties  of  the  year ! 
See  how  the  zephyrs  of  her  breath 
Ean  gently  all  the  flow'rs  beneath  ! 
Sec  the  gay  flow'rs,  how  bright  they  glow, 
Though  planted  in  a  bed  of  fnow ! 
Yet  fee  how  loon  they  fade,  and  die, 
Scoich'd  by  the  funfhine  of  her  eye! 
No  wonder  if,  o'ercoijie  with  blifs, 
They  droop  tlieir  licads  to  fteal  a  kifs ; 
Who  would  not  die  on  that  dear  bread  ? 
"Who  would  not  die  to  be  fo  bleft? 

THE  'SQIIIRE  AND  THE  PARSON. 

AN    I.CIOGUE. 

WRITTEN    ON    THE   CONCLUSION   OF  TH"   PEACE, 
1748. 

By  his  hall  chimney,  where  in  ruily  grate 
Green  faggots  wept  their  own  untimely  fate, 
In  elbow-chair  the  pen'jve  'Squire  reciin'd, 
Revolving  debts  and  taxes  in  iiis  mind: 
A  pipe  juil  fill'd  upon  a  table  near 
Lay  by  the  London-Evening  ft-iin'd  with  beer, 
With  half  a  Bible,  on  whofe  remnants  torn 
Each  pariih  round  was  annually  forfworn. 
'i'he  gate  now  claps,  as  ev'ning  jufl  grew  dark. 
Tray  Itarts,  and  with  a  growl  prepares  to  baik; 
But  foon  dii'cerning  with  fagacious  nofe 
The  well-known  favour  of   ' 
Lays  down  his  head,  and 
The  docflor  ent'ring  to  the  tankard  ran, 
Takes  a  good  hearty  pull,  and  thus  began : 
Far/on. 

Why  fitt'ft  thou  thus   forlorn    and  dull,    my 
friend. 
Now  Avar's  rapacious  leign  is  at  an  end? 
Hark,  how  the  diltant  bells  inipire  delisjht ! 
bee  boniites  fpangle  o'er  the  veil  of  nip-ht ! 
Squire. 

What  peace,  alas  !  in  foreign  parts  to  me  ? 
At  home,  nor  peace  nor  pleiuy  can  I  fee  • 
joylefs  1  hear  drums,  bells,  and  fiddles  found 
•f  IS  all  the  fame — Four  fliiliings  in  the  pound. 
My  wheels,  though  old,  are  clogg'd  with  a  new 
tax;  [axe 

My  oaks,  though  young,  muH;  groan  beneath   the 
My  barns  are  hali  unthatch'd,  untyl'd  my  houfe  ; 
Loll  by  riais  fatal  ficknefs  all  my  cows: 
See  there's  the  bill  my  late  damn'd  lawfuit  coft  ! 
Long  as  the  land  contended  for, — and  loft  : 
Ev'n  Ormond's  head  1  can  frequent  no  more, 
So  fhort  my  pocket  is,  fo  long  the  fcore ; 
At  fhops  ail  ro;.nd  I  owe  for  fifty  thino-s. — 
'J'his  comes  of  fetching  Hanoverian  kings. 

1  mufl  confefs  the  times  sue  bad  indeed  ; 
No  wonder,  when  wc  fcarce  believe  our  creed; 
When  purblind  reafon's  deem'd  the  fureft  guide, 
And  heiv'n-born  faith  a:  her  tribuur.l  try'd  ; 
I 


fagacious  nofe  -j 

)f  the  Parfon's  toes,       |L 
finks  in  foft  repofe.      \ 


When  all  church-pow'r  is  thought  to  make  men 

flaves, 
Saints,  martyrs,  fathers,  all  call'd  fools  and  knaves. 
'Sgiiirc. 
Come,  preach  no  more,  but    drink,  and  hold 
your  tongue : 
I'm  for  the  church ;— but  think  the  parfon's  wrong. 
Par  full. 
See  there!   free-thinking  now  fo  rank  is  grown. 
It  fpreads  infedion  through  each  country  town  ; 
Deil'tic  feoffs  fly  round  at  rural  boards, 
'Squires,  and  their  tenants  too,  profane  as  lords. 
Vent  impious  jokes  on  every  facred  thing. 
'  Squire. 
Come  drink ; — 

Parfon. 
— Here's  to  you  then,  to  church  and  king. 
'  S'jiiire. 
Here's  church  and  king  ;  I  hate  the.glafs  fliould 
fl:and, 
Though  one  takes  tythes,  and  t'  other  taxes  land. 

Parfan. 

Heav'n  with  new  plagues  will  fcourge  this"^ 
finful  nation,  ( 

Unlefs  we  foon  repeal  the  Toleration,  C 

And  to  the  church  reftore  the  Convocation.        J 
'Squire. 
Plagues  we  fhould  feel  fufficient,  on  my  word, 
Starv'd  by  two  houfes,  priefl-rid  by  a  third. 
For  better  days  we  lately  had  a  chance, 
Had  not  the  honeil  Plaids  been  trick'd  by  France. 

P^nfon. 

Is  not  mofl  gracious  George   our   faith's  de- 
fender ? 
You  love  the  church,  yet  v/ifli  for  the  Pretender  I 
'Squire. 
Preferment,  I  fuppofe,  is  what  you  mean  ; 
Turn  Whig,  and  you,  perhaps,  may  be  a  dean  : 
But  you  rauft  firft  learn  how  to  treat  your  betters. 
What's  here  ?    Aire  fome   flrange  news '.    a  boy 

with  letters  -. 
Oh,  ho  !  here's  one,  I  fee,  from  parfon  Sly  : 
"  My  rev'rend  neighbour   Squab    being  like  to 
die,  [hence, 

"  I   hope,  if   heav'n   fliould    pleafe  to  take   him 
'•  To  alk  the  living  vv'ou'd  be  no  offence." 

Pcuf'Jil. 

Have  you  not  fworc  that  I  iliou'd  Squab  fuccf  ed  ? 
Think  how  for  this  I  taught  your  fons  to  read  ; 
How  oft  difcover'd  pufs  on  new-p!ow'd  land  ;    "^ 
How  oft  fupported  you  with  friendly  hand,  (_ 

When  r  cou'd  fcarcely  go,  nor  cou'd  your  wor-  t 
fhip  {land.  3 

'Squire. 

'Twas  yours,  had  you  been  honeft,   wife,  or 
civil ; 
Now  ev'n  go  court  the  biiliops  or  the  devil. 
P.irfon. 
If  I  meant  any  thing,  now  let  me  die  ; 
I'm  blunt,  and  cannot  fawn  and  cant,  net  I, 
l>ike  that  old  Prefbyterian  rafcal  Sly. 
I  am,  you  know,  a  right  trre  hearted  Tory, 
Love  a  good  glafs,  a  merry  fong  or  ftory. 
^Squire. 
Thou  art  an  honeft  dog,  that's  truth  indeed- 
Talk  no  more  nonfenfe  then  about  the  creed. 
I  can't,  1  thin'K,  deny  thy  firft  requefl; 
'  Jit  thJEc  ;  but  firft  a  bumper  to  the  b;ft. 


} 
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Parfon, 
MoH  noble  'Squire,  more  ger.'rous  th;;i  your 
wine, 
How  pleafing's  the  condition  you  alTign  ! 
Give  me  the  fparkling  glafs,  and  heic'.  d'ye  fee, 
\V  ith  joy  I  drink  it  on  my  bended  knee  : 
Great  queen  !  who  governefl  this  earthly  ball, 
And  niak'il:  both  kings  and  kingdoms  riie  and  fall; 
Whofe  wond'rous  pow'rin  fecret  all  things  rales, 
Makes  fools  of  mighty  peers,  and  peers  oflbols ; 
Bifpenfes  mitres,  coronets,  and  ftars  ; 
Involves  lardiftaut  realms  in  bloody  wars, 
Then  bids  the  fnaky  treffes  ceafe  to  hifs. 
And  gives  them  peace  again        ■  *  nay  gav'fl:  us 

this  ; 
Whofe  health  does  health  to  all  mankind  impart. 
Here's  to  thy  m'uch-lov'd  health  :  — 
■Squire,  rubbing  his  hands, 
.    With  all  my  heart. 

ON  THE  lAlMORTALITY  OF  THE  SOUL. 

Trariflatedfrcm  the  Latin  of  Jfaac  Hazuhns  Broicnc, 
Efq. 

Eooii  r, 

J-  o  all  inferior  animals  'tisgiv'n 

T'  enjoy  the  ftate  allotted  them  by  Heav'n  ; 

No  vain  refearches  e'er  dillurb  their  reft, 

No  fears  of  dark  futurity  moleit. 

Jvlan,  only  man    folicitous  to  know 

Tue  fprings  whence  nature's  operations  flow, 

Plods  through  a  dreary  walls  with  toil  and  pain, 

And  reafons,  hopes,  and  thinks,  and  lives  in  vain; 

For  fable  death  {lill hovering  o'er  his  head. 

Cuts  fhort  hisprogrefs,  with  his  vital  thread. 

Wherefore,  fince  nature  errs  not,  do  wc  f.nd,     ~\ 

'1  liefc  leeds  of  fcicnce  in  the  human  mind,  > 

If  no  congenial  fruits  are  predefign'd  .'  J 

For  what  avails  to  man  this  povv'r  to  roam 

Through  ages  pafl,  and  ages  yet  to  conxe, 

T'  explore  new  worhls  o'er  all  th'  etherial  way, 

Chain'd  to  a  fpot,  and  living  but  a  day  1 

Since  all  muft  perilh  in  one  common  grave, 

Nor  can  thefe  long  bboricus  fearchcs  favc, 

\\'iTc  it  not  wifcr  far,  fupinely  laid, 

To  fport  with  Phillis  in  the  noontide  fhade  ? 

Or  at  thy  jovial  feftlvals  appear,  ') 

Great  Bacchus,  v.'ho  alone  the  foul  can  clear        C 

From  all  that  it  has  felt,  and  all  that  it  can  fear  ?  J 

Come  on  then,  let  us  fcafl: ;  let  Chloe  ^iW'g, 
And  foft  NcaTa  touch  the  trembling  Ihing  ; 
iiujoy  the  prcfent  hour,  nor  feck  to  know 
Wliat  good  or  ill  to-morrow  may  beflow. 
But  thefe  delights  foon  pall  upon  the  tafte  ; 
Let's  try  then  if  more  ferious  cannot  lafl : 
"V^'ealth  let  us  heap  on  wealtli,  or  fame  purfuc, 
Let  pow'r  and  glory  be  our  points  in  view ; 
In  courta,  in  camps,  in  fenates  let  us  live. 
Our  levees  crowded  like  the  buzzing  hive: 
iUxch  weak  attempt  the  fame  fad  lelibn  brings! 
Alas !  what  vanity  in  human  things  ! 

What  means  then  (hall  wc  try  ?  where  hope  to 
find 
A  friendly  harbour  for  the  refllefs  mind  ? 

*  Madam  d:  F'—iT^'—4our, 


:lod ; 

I'sftain,"! 
chain,  (. 
(kies  re-  C 


Who  IVI!,  yoa  lee,  impatierit  to  obtain 
Knowledge  immenfe,  (fo  N.Uure'?  laws  ordain) 
Ev'n  now,  tliough  fetter'd  in  cori^oreal  clay, 
Climbs  ftep  by  (lep  the  profpeit  to  furvey, 
And  feeks  unwearied  truth's  eternal  ray. 
No  fl-eeting  joys  ihe  afks  which  muft  depend 
O-i  the  frail  fenfes,  and  vv  ith  them  muft  end ; 
But  fuch  as  fr.it  lier  own  immortal  fame, 
Fr?e  from  all  change,  eternally  the  fame. 

fake  courage  then,  thefe  joj's  we  fhall  attain  ; 
A'mighty  wifdoni  never  adls  in  vain  ; 
Nor  ihall  the  foul,  on  which  it  has  beftow'd 
Sach  pow'rs,  e'er  perifh  like  an  earthly  clod 
But  purg'd  at  length  frofti  foul  corruption" 
Freed  from  her  prifon  and  unbound  her  c 
She  fnall  her  native  ftrength  and  native  Ik 

gain : 

To  heav'n  an  old  inhabitant  return,         [tual  urr 
And  draw  nedla*- 'ons  ftreams  from  truth's  peiyc-  ' 

Whilft  life  remain's,  (if  life  it  can  be  call'd 
T'  exift  in  fleflily  bondage  thus  enthrall'd) 
Fir'd  with  the  dull  purfuit  of  worldly  things, 
Tlie  foul  fcarce  wakes,  or  ojies  her  gladfome  wing?. 
Yet  ftiil. the  godlike  exile  in  difgrace 
Retains  fome  marks  of  her  ccleftial  race  ; 
Elfe  whence  from  mem'ry's  ftcre  can  fhe  produce 
Such  various  thougiits,  or  range  them  fo  f&r  ufe  ? 
Can  matter  thefe  contain,  difpofe,  apply  .•" 
t'lan  in  her  cells  fuch  mighty  treafures  lie  ? 
Or  cati  her  native  force  produce  them  to  the  eye 

\\^hence  is  this  pow'r,  this  foundrefs  of  all  arts. 
Serving,  adorning  life,  through  all  its  parts, 
Which  names   impos'd,   by  letters  mark'd  thofc 

names, 
Adiufteu  properly  by  legal  claims. 
From  woods  and  wilds  collcifted  rude  mankind. 
And  cities,  laws,  and  governments  defign'd  ? 
VVliat  can  this  be,  but  fome  bright  ray  from  heav'n. 
Some  emanation  from  Omnifcicnce  given  ? 

When  now  the  rapid  ftream  of  eloquence 
Bears  all  before  it,  paflion,  reafon,  fejile, 
Can  its  diead  thunder,  or  its  lightning's  force 
Deri-se  their  effence  from  a  mortal  foin-ce  ? 
What  think  you  of  the  bard's  craSianting  art, 
Wiiich,  vi'hetl'.er  he  attempts  to  warm  the  heart 
Witii  fabled  fcenes,  or  charm  the  ear  with  rhym^ 
Breathes  all  pathetic,  lovely,  and  fublimc  ? 
WHiilft  things  on  earth  roll  round  from  age  to  ag<;. 
The  fame  dull  farce  repeated  on  the  ftage, 
Thj  poet  gives  us  a  creation  new, 
More  plealing,  and  more  perfei5l  than  the  true  ; 
'I'iie  mind,  who  always  to  perfeClion  halles, 
Pcri'ed;ion  fuch  as  here  fhe  never  taftes, 
Witii  gratitude  accepts  the  kind  deceit, 
And  thence  forefees  a  fyftem  more  complete. 
Of  thofe  what  think  you,  who  the  circling  race  T 
Of  funs,  and  their  revolving  planets  trace,  f 

And    comets  journeying    through    unbounded T 
fpace  ?  3 

Say,  can  you  ^oubt,  but  that  th'  all-fearchingfoul,. 
'Fhat  now  can  traverfe  heav'n  from*ole  to  pole, 
From  thence  defcending  vifits  but  this  earth, 
A.nd  fliall  once  more  regain  the  regions  of  her 
birth  ? 

Cou'd  (he  thus  a6l,unlefs  fome  power  unknown. 
From  matter  quite  diftindl  and  all  her  own. 
Supported,  and  iinp'^'l'd  her  ?  She  approves 
Svif-couiciousj  and  condemns ;  flie  hates  and  loves, 
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^lournsand  rcjoicCi,  hopes  and  isafraid, 
Vi'hout  the  body's  uurecjuefted  aid  ; 
Her  own  internal  Itrcngth  her  reafon  guides, 
Ey  this  flie  now  compares  things,  now  divides; 
Truth's  fcatter'd  fragments  piece  by  piece  colled?, 
Rcjoinj,  and  thence  her  edifice  ereds ; 
Piles  arts  on  arts.elTecfts  to  caufes  ties, 
Aiul  i-ears  the  alpiring  fabric  to  the  Ikies; 
From  whence,  as  on  a  dillant  plain  below, 
.She  fees  from  caufes  confequences  flow, 
And  the  whole  chain  diltindly  comprehends. 
Which  from  the  Almighty's  throne  to  earth  de- 

fccnds  : 
And  laftly,  turning  inwardly  her  eyes, 
Perceives  how  all  her  own  ideas  rife, 
Contemplates  what  Ihe  is,  and  whence  fhe  came, 
And  almoll  comprehends  her  own  amazing  frame. 
C.ui  mere  machines  be  with  fuch  pow'rsendu'd, 
Or  confcious  of  thofe  pow'rs,  fupjx)fe  they  cou'd  ? 
For  body  is  but  a  machine  alone 
j^Jov'd  by  external  force,  and  impulfe  not  its  own. 

Rate  not  th'  extenfion  of  the  human  mind 
E}-  the  plebeian  ftandard  of  mankind, 
But  by  the  fizc  of  thofe  gigantic  few 
^\■hom  Greece  and  Rome  i1:ill  offer  to  our  view, 
Or  Britain,  well  deferving  equal  praife. 
Parent  of  heroes  too  in  better  days. 
Why  fhou'd  I  try  her  numerous  fons  to  name, 
By  verfe,  law,  eloquence  confign'd  to  fame  ; 
Or  who  have  forc'd  fair  fcience  into  light, 
Long  lofl:  in  darknefs,  and  afraid  of  light  ? 
O't  r  all  fuperior,  like  the  folar  ray,  ") 

Firft  Sacou  ufner'd  in  the  dawning  day,  S 

And  drove  the  mifts  of  fophiflry  away;  j 

P:rvadcd  nature  with  amazing  force. 
Following  experience  fiill  throughout  his  courfe, 
And  finifliing  at  Itngth  his  deuin'd  v.ay, 
l"o  Newton  he  bequeath'd  the  radiant  lamp  of  day. 

iUal'trious  fouls  ;   if  any  tender  cares 
AtTed  angelic  breafts  for  man's  affairs, 
li  in  your  prefent.  happy  hcav'nly  fta'te, 
You're  not  regardlefs  quite  of  Britain's  fate, 
Let  this  degenerate  land  again  be  bleft 
\\''nh.  that  true  vigour  which  fhe  once  poffefl ; 
Compel  us  to  uflfsld  our  flumb'ring  eyes, 
And  to  our  ancient  dignity  to  rife. 
Such  wond'rous  pow'rs  as  thcfe  muft  Aire  begiv'n 
For  mofl  important  purnofes  by  Heav'n ; 
Who  bids  thef^  liars  as  briglit  examples  fhine, 
Jjcfprinklcd  thinly  by  the  Jiand  divine, 
'I'o  form  to  virtue  each  degenerate  time. 
And  point  out  to  the  foul  its  origin  fublime. 
That  there's  «  fclf  which  after  death  fhall  live, 
All  are  concern'd  about,  and  all  believe  ; 
That  fom.ething's  ours,  v.'hen  we  from  life  depart, 
This  all  conceive,  all  feel  it  at  the  heart; 
The  wife  of  learn'd  antiquity  proclaim 
This  truth,  the  public  voice  declares  the  fame  ; 
No  land  fo  rude  but  looks  beyond  the  tomb 
For  future  profpeds  in  a  world  to  come. 
Hence,  without  hopes  to  be  in  life  repaid. 
We  plant  flow  oaks  poflerity  to  fliade  ; 
And  hence  vafl;  pyramids  afpiring  higli 
Lift  their  proud  heads  aloft,  and  time  defy. 
Hence  is  our  love  of  fame  ;  a  love  fo  flrong. 
We  think  no  dangers  great,  or  labours  long, 
JBy  which  we  hope  our  beings  to  extend, 
^d  to  remoteft  times  in  glory  to  defcend. 


For  f:i;n:  the  wretch  beneath  the  galloWS  lies, 
Difowning  every  crime  for  which  ho  dies; 
Of  life  profufc,  tenacious  of  a  name, 
Fearlefs  of  death,  and  yet  afraid  of  fhame. 
Nature  has  wove  into  the  human  mind 
This  anxious  care  for  names  we  leave  behind, 
'F'  extend  our  narrow  views  beyond  the  tomb, 
And  give  an  earaell  of  a  life  to  come : 
For  if  v.'hen  dead  we  are  but  dud  or  clay, 
Why  think  of  what  pollerity  fliall  fay  ? 
Her  praife  or  cenfure  cannot  us  concern, 
Nor  ever  penetrate  the  filent  urn. 

What  mean  the  nodding  plumes,   the  fun'ral 
train. 
And  marble  monument  that  fpeaks  In  vain. 
With  all  thofe  cares  which  ev'ry  nation  pays 
I'o  their  unfeeling  dead  in  dift"'rent  ways! 
Some  in  the  flower-ilrewn  grave  the  corpfc  have'J 
lay'd,  C 

And  annual  obfequies  around  it  pay'd,  C 

As  if  to  pleafe  the  poor  departed  Ihade  ;  3 

Others  on  blazing  piles  the  body  burn. 
And  ffore  their  aihes  in  the  faithful  urn; 
But  all  in  one  great  principle  agree, 
Vo  give  a  fancy'd  immortality. 
Why  ihou'd  I  mention  thofe,  whofe  ouzyfoil 
Is  render'd  fertile  by  the  o'erflowing  Nile  ? 
Their  dead  they  bury  not,  nor  burn  with  fires, 
No  graves  they  dig,  ered  no  fun'ral  pires. 
But  waihing  firft  th'  embowel'dbody  clean. 
Gums,  fplce,  and  melted  pitch  they  pour  within ; 
I'hen  with  ftrong  fillets  bind  it  round  and  round, 
To  make  each  flaccid  part  compad  and  found ; 
And  laftly  paint  the  varniflr'd  furface  o'er 
With  the  fame  features  which  in  life  it  wore  : 
So  ilrong  their  prefage  of  a  future  flate. 
And  that  our  nobler  part  furvives  the  body's  fate; 
Nations  behold,  remote  from  reafon's  beams,  . 
Where  Indian  Ganges  rolls  his  fandy  flreams, 
Of  life  impatient  rufh  into  the  fire. 
And  -willing  vidims  to  their  gods  expire  ! 
Perfuaded  the  loos'dfoul  to  regions  files, 
Bleir  v.ith  eternal  fpring, and  cioudlefs Ikies. 

Nor  is  lefsfam'dthe  oriental  wife 
For  iledfafl  virtue,  and  contempt  of  life  : 
Fheic  heroines  mourn  not  with  loud  female  cries 
Their  hufbands  loft,  or  with  o'erilowing  eyes; 
But,  fcrange  to  tell !  their  funeral  piles  afcend. 
And  in  the  fame  fad  flames  their  forrows  end; 
In  hopes  with  them  beneath  the  fhades  to  rove, 
\nd  tliere  renew  their  interrupted  love. 

In  climes  -vbere  Boreas  breathes  eternal  cold, 
Sec  nuni'rous  nations,  warlike,  fierce,  and  bold. 
To  bailie  all  unanimoufly  run, 
Nor  fire,  nor  fword,  nor  inllant  death  they  fliun. 
Whence  this  difdain  of  life  In  eve'ry  breafl. 
But  from  a  notion  on  their  minds  Imprefl, 
That  all  who  for  their  country  die,  are  blefl 
Add  too  to  thefe  the  once-prevailing  dreams; 
Of  fwect  Elyfian  groves,  and  Stygian  flreams. 
All  Ihow  with  what  confiint  mankind  agree 
In  the  firm  hope  of  immortality. 
Grant  thcfe  inventions  of  the  crafty  prieft. 
Yet  fuch  Inventions  never  cou'd  fubfifl, 
Uidefsfome  glimmerings  of  a  future  flate 
Were  with  the  mind  cosval,  and  Innate ; 
For  ev'ry  fidjon  wlilch  can  long  perfuade, 
5  la  truth  mull  have  its  firfl  foundations  laid 
3S  iij 
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Becanfe  we  are  unable  to  conceive 
How  iinembody'd  fouls  can  at5l,  and  live, 
The  vulgar  give  tliem  forms,  and  limbs,  and  faces, 
And  habitations  in  peculiar  places : 
Htnce  reas'ners  more  refin'd,  but  not  more  wife, 
■Struck  with  the  glare  of  fuch  abfurdities, 
Their  whole  exigence  fabulous  fufpecft, 
And  truth  and  falfehood  in  a  lump  reje<3: ; 
Too  indolent  to  learn  what  may  be  known, 
Or  elfe  too  proud  that  ignorance  to  own. 
For  hard's  the  tafk  the  daubing  to  pervade 
l-'olly  and  fraud  on  truth's  fair  form  have  laid  : 


That    there's   a    God,   from   nature's   voice  is 
dear ; 

And  yet  what  errors  to  this  truth  adhere  ? 
How  have  the  fears  and  follies  of  mankind         ~J 
Now  multiply'd  their  gods,  and  now  fubjoin'd    J- 
To  each  the  frailties  of  the  human  mind  ?  _) 

Nay  fuperflition  fpread  at  length  fo  wide, 
Eeafls,  birdf,  and  onions  too  were  deify'd. 

Th'  Athenian  fage,  revolving  in  his  mind 
This  weaknefs,  blindnefs,  madnefs  of  mankind, 
Foretold,  that  in  maturer  days,  though  late, 
When  time  flioidd  ripen  the  decrees  of  fate, 
Some  God  would  light  us,  like  the  rifing  day, 
Through  errors  maze,  and  chafe  thefe  clouds  a- 

way. 
I  org  fmce  has  time  fulfill'd  this  great  decree, 
And  brought  us  aid  from  this  divinity. 

Well  worth  our  fearch  difcoveries  may  be  made 
By  nature,  void  of  this  celcilial  aid  : 
Let's  try  what  her  conjedures  then  can  reach, 
Nc-  fcor!!  plain  rcafon,  when  ihe  deigns  to  teach. 

That  mind  and  body  often  fympathize, 
js  plsin  ;  fuch  is  this  union  nature  ties : 
Eut  then  as  often  too  they  difagree, 
Which  proves  the  foul's  fuperior  progeny. 
Sometimes  the  body  in  full  llrength  we  lind, 
Vi/!iiHl  various  ails  debilitate  the  mind  ; 
At  others,  whiHt  the  mind  itsforce  retains, 
'J'hebody  finks  with  ficknefs  and  with  pains: 
Now,  did  one  common  fate  their  beings  end, 
Alike  they'd  ficken,  and  alike  they'd  mend. 
But  fure  tsperience,  on  the  flighteft  view, 
thows  us,  that  the  revcrfe  of  this  is  true; 
For  when  the  body  oft  expiring  lies, 
Tts  limbs  quite  ferifelefs,  and  ha'lf  clos'd  its  eyes. 
The  mind  new  force  and  eloquence  acquire- s, 
And  with  prophetic  voice  the  dying  lips  infpires. 

Of  like  materials  were  they  both  c"mpo,-,'d, 
How  comes  it  that  the  mind,  when  fleep  has  clos'd 
Fach  avenue  of  fenfe,  expatiates  v.ide, 
Her  liberty  rellor'd,  her  bonds  unty'd  .'' 
And  like  fome  bird  who  from  its  prifon  flies. 
Claps  her  exulting  wings,  and  mounts  the  fkies. 

Cirant  that  corporeal  is  the  human  mind, 
It  inuft  have  parts  in  iufniium  join'd  ; 
And  each  of  thefe  muft  will,  perceive,  defio-n, 
And  draw  confus'dly  in  a  diff'rcnt  hne ; 
Which  then  can  chiim  dominion  o'er  the  rell, 
Or  flamp  ilie  ruling  paflion  in  the  brcail  > 

Perhaps  the  mind  is  form'd  by  various  arts 
Of  mocliUingand  figuring  thefe  parts; 
Juft  as  ijf  circles  wifcr  were  than  fquares; 
i^ut  furciy  common  fcnfe  aloud  dcdures 
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That  fite  and  figure  are  as  foreign  quite 

From  mental  pow'rs,  as  colours  black  or  white. 

Allow  that  motion  is  the  caufe  of  thought. 
With  what  ftrange   pow'rs  muft  motion  then  be 

fraught  ? 
Reafon,  fenle,  fcience  muft  derive  their  fource 
From  the  wheel's  rapid  whirl,  or  pully's  force ; 
Tops  wliipp'd   by  fchool-boys  fages  muft  com- 
mence. 
Their  hoops,  like  them,  be  cudgell'd  into  fenfe 
And  boiling  pots  o'erflow  with  eloquence. 
Whence  can  this  very  motion  take  its  birth ; 
Not  fure  from  matter,  from  dull  clods  of  earth  : 
But  from  a  living  fpirit  lodg'd  within, 
Which  governs  all  the  bodily  machine: 
Juft  as  th'  Almighty  Unlverfal  Soul 
Informs,  direcfs,  and  animates  the  whole, 

Ceafe  then  to  wonder  how  th'  immortal  mind 
Can  live,  when  from  the  body  quite  disjoin'd ; 
But  latlj^r  wonder,  if  fhe  e'er  could  die, 
So  fram'd,  fo  faflnon'd  for  eternity ; 
Self-mov'd,  not  form'd  of  parts  together  ty'd, 
Which  time  can  diflipate,  and  force  divide  ; 
For  beings  of  this  make  can  never  die. 
Whole  pow'rs  within  themfelves  and  their  own 
elftnce  lie. 
If  to  conceive  how  any  thing  can  be 
From  flrape  extracfted  and  locality 
Is  hard,  what  think  you  of  the  Deity? 
His  being  not  the  leaft  relation  bears. 
As  far  as  to  the  human  mind  appears, 
To  fliape  or  fize,  Cmilitude  or  place, 
Clotb'd  in  no  form,  and  bounded  by  no  fpace. 
Such  thevi  is  God,   a  Sjiirit  pure,  refin'd 
From   all  material  drofs ;    and  fuch   the  humatt 

mind. 
For  in  what  part  of  eflence  can  we  fee 
More  certain  marks  of  immortality  ? 
Ev'n  from  this  dark  confinement  with  deiio-ht 
She  looks  abroad,  and  prunes  herl'elf  for  flight; 
Like  an  unwilling  inmate  longs  to  roam 
From  this  dull  earth,  and  feek  her  native  home. 

Go  then,  forgetful  of  its  toils  and  ftrife, 
Purfue  the  joys  of  this  fallacious^fe  ; 
Like  fome  poor  fly,  who  lives  but  for  a  day,        "S 
Sip  the  freih  dews,  and  in  the  funtliine  play,        > 
And  into  nothing  then  diflolve  away.  j 

Are  thefe  our  great  purfuits.'   Is  this  to  live  ? 
Thefe  all  the   hopes  this  much-lov'd  world  can 

give  ? 
How  much  more  worthy  envy  is  their  fate, 
Who  i'earch  lor  truth  in  a  fuperior  (late  ? 
Not  groping  ftep  by  ftep,  as  we  purfue. 
And  following  rea 
Dut  with  one  great 

But  how  can  fenfe  remain,  perhaps  you'll  fay, 
Corporeal  organs  if  we  take  away  ? 
Since  it  from  them  proceeds,    and  with  them 

muft  decay. 
V/hy  not  >  or  why  may  not  the  foul  receive 
New  organs,  fince  ev'n  art  can  thefe  retrieve  I 
The  filver  trumpet  aids  th'  obftrudled  ear, 
And  optic  glalfesthe  dim  eye  can  clear; 
I'hcfe  in  mankind  new  faculties  create. 
And  lift  him  far  above  his  native  ftate ; 
Call  down  revolving  planets  from  the  ikyj 
Earth's  fecrct  tieafuies  open  to  his  ejCj 


jy  ftep,  as  we  purfue,  "J 

fon'suuich-entangled  clue,      J- 
t  and  inftantaneous  view.       J 
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The  '.vhole  minute  creation  make  his  own. 
With  all  the  wonders  of  a  world  unknown. 

How  could  the  mind,  did  (he  alone  depend 
On  fenfe,  the  errors  of  thofe  ienfcs  rnend  i" 
Yet  oft  we  fee  thole  fenfes  fhe  corrects, 
And  oft  their  information  quite  rejet^s. 
In  diltances  of  things,  their  fliapes  and  fize. 
Our  reafon  judges  better  than  our  eyes. 
Declares  not  this  the  foul's  pre-eminence 
Superior  to,  and  quite  diftincl  from  lenfe  ? 
For  fure  'tis  likely,  that,  fince  now  fo  high 
Clogg'd  and  untlcdg'd  llie  dares  her  wings  to  try, 
Loos'd  and  mature  !he  Oiall  her  ftrength  difplay, 
And  foar  at  length  to  truth's  refulgent  lay. 

Inquire  you  hoiv  thefe  pow'is  we  flial!  attain, 
'Tis  not  for  us  to  know  ;  our  feaich  is  vain  ; 
Can  any  now  remember  or  relate 
How  he  exiited  in  the  embryo  rtate  ? 
Or  one  from  birth  infenlible  of  day 
Conceive  ideas  of  the  folar  ray  ? 
Tliat  light's  deny'd  to  him,  which  others  fee, 
He  knows,  perha;.!;  you'll  fay, — and  fo  do  we. 

The  mind  contemplative  tlnds  nothing  here 
On  earth  that's  worthy  of  a  wilh  or  fear  ; 
He  whofe  fublime  purfuit  is  God  aud  truth, 
Burns,  like  fome  abfent  and  impatient  youth. 
To  jom  the  objecfi:  of  his  warm  dt  fires  ; 
Thence  to  fequefter'd  fliades,  and  ftreams  retires, 
And  there  delights  his  pailion  to  rehearfe 
In  wifdom's  facred  voice,  or  in  harmonious  verfe. 

To  me  moll  happy  therefore  he  appears, 
Who  having  once,  unmov'd  by  hopes  or  fears, 
Survey'd  this  fun,  earth,  ocean,  clouds,  and  flame. 
Well  fatisfy'd  returns  from  whence  he  came. 
Is  lifj  an  hundred  years,  or  e'er  fo  few, 
'Tis  repetition  all,  and  nothing  new  ; 
A  fair,   where  thoufands  meet,    but   none    can 

_     ftay; 
An  inn,  where  travellers  bait,  then  port  away  ; 
A  lea,  where  man  perpetually  is  toft, 
Now  pliuig'd  in  bulinefs,  no  in  trifles  loft:  : 
Who  leave  it  Hivil,  the  peaceful  port  firit  gain  ; 
Hold  then  1  nor  farther  launch  into  the  main  : 
Contract  your  fails;  life  nothing  can  beftow  ' 
By  long  continuance,  but  continued  woe  ; 
The  wretched  privilege  daily  to  deplore 
The  fun'rals  of  our  friends,  who  go  before  ; 
Diifiafes,  pains,  anxieties,  and  cares. 
And  age  furrounded  with  a  thoufand  fnares. 

But  wliither,  bury'd  by  a  gen'rous  fcorn 
Of  this  vain  world,  ah  whither  am  I  borne? 
Let's  not  unhid  th'  Almighty's  Itandard  quit ; 
Howe'er  fevere  our  poft,  we  rnuft  fubmlt. 

Could  I  a  firm  perfuafion  once  attain, 
That  after  death  no  being  would  remain  ; 
To  thofe  dark  ihaJes  I'd  willingly  defcend, 
AVhere  all  muft  sleep,  this  drama  at  an  end, 
Nor  life  accept,  altiiough  renew'd  by  fate, 
Ev'n  from  its  earliefi;  and  its  happieft  ilate. 

Might  I  from  fortune's  bounteous  hand  receive 
Each  boon,  each  blelTmg  in  her  pow'r  to  give, 
Genius,  and  fcience,  morals,  and  good  fenfe, 
Unenvy'd  honours,  wit,  and  eloquence  ; 
A  num'rous  olTspring  to  the  world  well  known. 
Both  for  paternal  virtues,  and  their  own  ; 
r.v'n  at  this  mighty  price  I'd  not  be  bound 
Ti)  tread  the  fame  duU  circle  rouud  aad  round  ; 


The  foul  requires  enjoyments  more  rublime, 
By  fpace  unbuunded,  un  Isltroy'd  by  time 

BOOK.  ir. 

God  then  through  all  creation  gives,  we  find, 

Sufhcient  maiksof  an  indulgent  mind, 

Excepting  in  onrfelves  ;   ourfelves  of  all 

His  works  the  chief  on  this  terreftrial  ball. 

His  own  bright  image,  who  alone  unblell 

F'tel  ills  perpetual,  happy  all  the  relt. 

But  hold,   prefumptuous  I    charge   not   Heaven's 

decree 
With  fuch  injuftice,  fuch  partiality. 

Yet  true  it  is,  furvey  we  life  around. 
Whole  holts  of  ills  on  ev'ry  fide  are  found  ; 
Who  wound  not  here  and  there  by  chance  a  foe, 
But  at  the  fpecies  meditate  the  blow. 
What  millions  perllli  by  each  other's  hands 
In  war's  fierce  rage  .'  or  by  tlie  dread  commands 
Of  tviants  languilh  out  their  lives  in  chains, 
Or  lofe  them  in  variety  ot  pains? 
What  numbers  pineh'il  by  want  and  hunger  die, 
In  fpite  of  nature's  liberality  ? 
(Thofe,  Itill  more  num'rous,  J  to  name'difdain, 
By  lewdnefs  and  intemperance  juftly  flain) 
What  numbers  guiltlefi  of  their  own  difeafe 
Are  fnatch'd  by  fudden  death,  or  wafte  by  flow- 
degrees  ? 

Where  then  is  virtue's  well-deferv'd  reward?— 
Let's  pay  to  virtue  ev'ry  due  regard  ; 
That  llie  enables  man,  let  us  confefs, 
To  bear  thofe  evils  which  flie  can't  redrefs. 
Gives  hope,  and  conlcious  peace,  and  can  alTuage 
Ih'  impetuous  tempelts  both  of  luft  and  rage  ; 
Yet  Ihe's  a  guard  fo  far  from  being  lure, 
That  oft  her  friends  peculiar  ills  endure  : 
Where  vice  prevails  feverelt  is  cheir  fate. 
Tyrants  purine  them  with  a  threefold  hate  r 
How  many  ftruggling  in  their  country's  cauie. 
And  from  their  country  meriting  applaufe, 
Have  fall'n  by  wretches  fond  to  be  enflav'd. 
And  periih'd  by  the  hands  themfelves  had  fav'd? 

Soon  as  fuperior  worth  appears  in  view. 
See  knaves  and  f'jols  united  to  purfue  '. 
The  man  fo  form'd  they  all  confpire  to  blame. 
And  envy's  poi^'nous  tooth  attacks  his  fame  : 
Should  he  at  length  fo  truly  good  and  great, 
Prevail,  and  rule  with  honeft  views  the  Qate, 
Then  muit  he  toil  for  an  ungrateful  race, 
Submit  to  clamour,  libels,  and  difgrace, 
Threaten'd,  oppos'd,  defeated  in  his  ends. 
By  foes  feditious,  and  r.fpiring  friends. 
Hear  this,  and  tremble  !  all  who  would  be  great, 
Yet  know  not  what  attends  that  dang'rous  wretch- 
ed ftate. 

Is  private  life  from  all  thefe  evils  free  ? 
Vice  of  all  kinds,  rage,  envy  there  we  lee. 
Deceit,  that:  friendllup's  raalk  infidiuus  wear;, 
Quarrels  and  feuds,  and  law's  entangling  fnares^ 

But  there  are  pleafures  aill  in  human  life, 
Domeftic  eafe,  a  tender  loving  wife. 
Children  whofe  dawning  fmiiesyour  heartengage 
The  grace  and  comfort  of  foft-ftealing  age  :         j 
If  happinefs  exilts,  'tis  foreW  here; 
But  ars  thcle  joys  exempt  from  care  and  fnarj 
'  3  S  iiij 
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Need  I  the  miferies  of  that  Rate  declare, 
When  diff'rent  paffions  draw  the  wedded  pair  ? 
Or  fay  how  h^rd  thofe  paffions  to  difcern, 
Ere  the  dye's  caft,  and  'tis  too  late  to  learn  ? 
Who  can  infure,  that  what  is  right,  and  g;ood, 
Thefe  children  fliall  purfue  ?  or  if  they  fiiould, 
Death  comes  when  kafl  you  fear  fo  black  a  day, 
And  all  your  blooming  hopes  are  Ihatch'd  away. 

We  fay  not  that  thefe  ills  from  virtue  flow  ; 
Did  her  wife  precepts  rule  the  world,  we  know 
The  golden  ages  would  again  begin ; 
But  'tis  our  lot  in  this  to  fuffer,  and  to  fin. 

Obferving  this,  fome  fages  have  decreed, 
That  all  things  from  two  caufes  muft  proceed; 
Two  principles  with  equal  pow'r  endu'd, 
This  wholly  evil,  that  fupremely  good. 
From  this  arife  the  mis'ries  we  endure, 
Whilft  that  adminifters  a  friendly  cure ; 
Hence  life  is  chequer'd  ftill  with  biifs  and  woe, 
Hence  tares  with  golden  crops  promifcuous  grow, 
And  [ois'nous  ferpents  make  tiieir  dread  rcpofe 
Beneath  the  covert  of  the  fragrant  rofe. 

Can  fuch  a  fyftem  fatisfy  the  mind  ? 
Are  both  thefe  gods  in  equal  pow'r  conjoin'd, 
Or  one  fuperior?     Equal  if  you  fay, 
Ciiaos  returns,  iince  neither  will  obey  : 
Is  one  fuperior  ?  good  or  ill  mult  reign, 
Eternal  joy  or  everlailing  pain  : 
Which  e'er  is  conquer'd  mult  entirely  yield, 
And  the  vi(n:orious  god  enjoy  the  field ; 
Hence  with  thefe  fitflions  of  the  magi's  brain  1 
Hence  ouzy  Nile,  with  all  her  monltroiis  train  1 

Or  comes  the  Stoic  nearer  to  the  right  ? 
He  holds,  that  whatfoever  yields  delight. 
Wealth,  fame,  externals  all,  are  ufelefs  things; 
Himfelf  half-ftarving  happier  far  than  kings. 
'Tis  h:ie  mdeed  to  be  (o  wond'rous  wife  ! 
By  the  Inme  reafoning  too  he  pain  denies ; 
Roaft  him,  or  flay  him,  break  him  on  the  wheel, 
Retradl  he  will  not,  though  he  can't  but  feel : 
Pain's  not  an  ill,  he  utters  with  a  groan  ; 
What  then  ?    An  inconvenience  'tis,  he'll  own  I 
What  vigour,  health,  and  beauty  ?  are  thefe  good? 
No  ;  they  may  be  accepted,  not  purfued  : 
Abfurd  to  fquablslf  thus  about  a  name, 
"Quibbling    with  diu'rent  words  that  mean  the 

fame. 
Sto'c,  were  you  not  fram'd  of  flefli  and  blood. 
You  might  be  bleil  without  externa!  good  ; 
But  know,  be  fclf-fufficieat  as  you  can. 
You  aie  not  Oi-.rit  quite,  but  frail  and  mortal  man. 

But  fince  theie  fages,  io  ahfurdly  wife. 
Vainly  pretend  enjoyments  to  defpife, 
Becaufe  externals,  and  in  fortune's  pow'r. 
Now  mine,  novv  thine,  the  bleifing  of  an  hour  ; 
Why  value,  then,  that  Itrength  u.  mind  they  boafi, 
As  often  varying,  and  as  quickly  loll  ? 
A  head-ach  huiis  it,  or  a  rainy  day, 
And  a  iiow  iever  wipes  it  quite  away. 

See   *  one  whole  councils,  one  \  whofe  con- 
qu'ring  hand 
Once  fav'd  Britannia's  almofl:  finking  land, 
Examples  of  the  mind's  extenfive  pow'r; 
iiixamples  too  how  quickly  fades  that  llow'r. 


*  Lord  Sor/wrs. 

t  Duke  of  MtirSl/orougl;, 
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Him  let  me  add,  whom  late  we  faw  excel 
t  In  each  politer  kind  of  writing  well : 
Whether  he  (trove  our  follies  to  expofe 
In  eafy  verfe,  or  droll  and  hum'rous  profe  ; 
Few  years,  alas  I   compel  his  throne  to  quit 
This  mighty  monarch  o'er  the  realms  of  wit: 
See  felf-furviving  he's  an  idiot  grown  1 
A  melancholy  proof  our  parts  are  not  our  own. 

Thy  tenets.  Stoic,  yet  we  may  forgive, 
If  in  a  future  (tate  we  ceafe  to  live. 
For  here  the  virtuous  fuffer  much  'tis  plain. 
If  pain  is  evil,  this  muft  God  arraign ; 
And  on  this  principle  confefs  we  muft. 
Pain  can  no  evil  be,  or  God  muff  be  unjuft. 

Blind  man  !  whofe  reafon  fuch  (trait  bounds" 
confine. 
That  ere  it  touches  truth's  extreme 
It  Hops  amaz'd,  and  quits  the  gres 
Own  you  not,  Stoic,  God  is  jult  and  true  ? 
Dare  to  proceed  ;  fecuie  this  path  purfue  : 
'Twill  foon  condudl  you  far  beyond  the  tomb, 
To  future  juttlce,  and  a  life  to  come. 
This  path,  you  fay,  is  hid  in  endlefs  night ; 
'Tisfelf-conceit  along  obftrudls  your  fight ; 
You  Hon  ere  half  yourdeftin'd  courfe  is  run, 
And  triumph  when  the  cpnqueft  is  not  v.'on  1 
By  this  the  Sophilts  were  of  old  mified  ; 
See  what  a  monftrous  race  from  one  miftake  is 
bred  I 

Hear  then  my  argument  :^— Confefs  we  muft, 
A  God  there  is,  fupremely  wife  and  juft; 
If  lb,  however  things  afiedt  our  fight. 
As  fifijs  our  bard,  ^whatever  is,  is  right. 
But  is  it  right  what  here  fo  oft  appears, 
That  vice  Ihould  triumph,  virtue  fink  in  tears? 
The  inference  then  that  clofes  this  debate, 
Is,  that  there  muft  exilt  a  future  Itate, 
The  wife  extending  their  inquiries  vvide, 
See  how  both  dates  are  by  conneclion  ty'd ; 
Fools  view  but  part,  and  not  the  whole  furvey, 
So  crowd  exiftence  all  into  a  day. 
Hence  are  they  led  to  hope,  but  hope  in  vain, 
That  juftice  never  will  refurae  her  reign  ; 
On  this  vain  hope, adulterers,  thieves  rely. 
And  to  this  altar  vile  afTaffins  fly. 
"  But  rules  not  God  by  general  laws  divine  : 
"  Man's  vice  or  virtue  charge  not  the  defign  :" 
What  laws  are  thefe  ?  Inftruifl  us  if  you  can  : — 
There's  one  defign'd  for  brutes,  and  one  for  man; 
Another  guides  inaitive  matter's  courfe. 
Attracting,  atid  attracled  by  its  force  : 
Hence  mutual  gravity  fubfiits  between 
Far  diflant  worlds,  and  ties  the  vail  machine. 

The  laws  of  life,  why  need  I  call  to  mind, 
Obey'd  by  birds  and  beafts  of  ev'ry  kind  ? 
By  all  the  fandy  defert's  lavage  brood. 
And  all  the  nurn'rous  offspring  of  the  flood  ; 
Of  thefe  none  uncontroul'd  and  lawlefs  rove. 
But  to  fome  deftin'd  end  ipontaneous  move  : 
Led  by  that  inftii;iO:>  Heav'n  itl'elf  Infpires, 
Or  fo  much  reafon  as  their  ftate  requires  : 
See  all  with  ll\ill  acquire  their  daily  food. 
All  ufe  thofe  arms  which  nature  has  beftow'd; 
Produce  their  tender  progeny,  and  feed 
With  care  parental,  whilft  that  care  they  need  ; 

\  Dean  Swift. 
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In  thefc  lov'd  offices  completely  blelt, 

No  hopes  beyond  them,  nor  vain  fears  moleft. 

Man  o'et  a  wider  field  extends  his  views: 
God  through  the  wonders  of  his  works  purfues : 
Esplorinj:^  thence  his  attributes  and  laws, 
Adores,  loves,  imitates  th'  Eternal  Caufe; 
For  fure  in  nothing  we  approach  lb  nigh 
The  great  example  of  divinity, 
As  in  benevolence  :  the  patriot's  foul  "J 

Knows  not  felf-center'd  for  itfelf  to  roll,  > 

But  warms,  enlightens,  animates  the  whole  :     J 
Its  mighty  orb  embraces  firft  his  friends,  ~i 

Kis  country  next,  then  man  ;  nor  here  it  ends,    > 
But  to  the  meaneft  animal  defcends.  j 

Wiie  nature  has  this  focial  law  csnfirm'd 
By  formifig  man  fo  helplefs  and  nnarm'd  ; 
His  want  of  others'  aid,  and  pow'r  of  fpeech 
T'  implore  that  aid,  this  leffbn  daily  teach  : 
Mankind  with  other  animals  compare, 
Single,  how  weak  and  impotent  they  are  I 
jBut  view  them  in  their  complicated  ftate, 
I'heir  pow'rs  how  wond'rons,  and  their  Itrength 

how  great. 
When  ibcial  virtue  individuals  joins. 
And  in  one  folid  niafs,  like  gravity  combines  '. 
This  theu's  the  firft  great  law  by  nature  giv'n, 
Stamp'd  on  our  fouls,  and  ratify'd  by  Heav'n; 
All  from  utility  this  law  approve, 
As  ev'ry  private  blifs  muft  fpring  from  fociallove. 

Why  deviate  then  fo  many  from  this  law  ! 
See  paflions,  cuftom,  vice,  and  folly  draw  1 
Survey  the  roiling  globe  from  eaft  to  weft, 
How  tew,  alas  1  how  very  few  are  bleft  ! 
Beijeath  the  frozen  poles,  and  burning  line, 
What  poverty  and  indolenec  combine 
To  cloud  with  error's  mifts  the  human  mind  ? 
Ko  trace  of  man,  but  in  the  form  we  find. 

And  are  we  free  from  error  and  diftrefs, 
Whom  Heav'n  with  clearer  light  has  pleas'd  to 

blefs  ? 
Whom  true  religion  leads  I   (for  Ihe  but  leads 
By  loft  periualion,  rot  by  force  proceeds)  ; 
Behold  how  we  avoid  this  radiant  fun,  "J 

This  proferr'd  guide  how  obftinately  fliun,  J- 

And  after  fophiftry's  vain  fyftems  run  !  J 

For  thefe  as  for  effentials  we  engage 
In  wars  and  raaiTacres  with  holy  rage  ; 
Brothers  by  brothers'  impious  hands  are  flain, 
Miftaken  2eal,  how  favage  is  thy  reign  '. 

Unpunilh'd  vices  here  fo  much  abound, 
All  right  and  wrong,  all  order  they  confound  ; 
Thefe  are  the  giants  who  the  gods  defy, 
And  mountains  heap  on  mountains  to  the  fliy : 
Sees  this  tii'  Almighty  Judge,  or  feeing  fpares, 
And  deems  the  crimes  of  man  beneath  his  cares  ? 
He  fees ;  and  will  at  laft  rewards  bellow, 
And  puniiliments,  not  lefs  afiur'd  for  being  flow. 

Nor  doubt   I,  though   this  ftate  confus'd  ap- 
pears. 
That  ev'n  in  this  God  fometimes  interferes  ; 
Sometimes,  left  man  fljould   quite  his  pow'r  dLf- 

own, 
He  makes  that  pow'r  to  trembling  nations  known  : 
But  rarely  this ;  not  for  each  vulgar  end. 
As  fuperftition's  idle  tales  pretend, 
Who  thinks  all  foes  to  God  who  are  her  own, 
Dipdls  his  thunder,  and  ufurps  his  throne » 
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Nor  know  I  not  how  much  a  confclous  mind 
Avails  to  punill),  or  reward  mankind  ; 
Ev'n  in  this  life  thou,  impious  wretch,  muft  feel 
The  fury's  fcourges,  and  th'  infernal  wheel  j 
From  man's  tribunal  though  thou  hop'ft  to  run, 
Thyfelf  thou  canft  not,  nor  thy  confcience  Ihun: 
What  muft  thou'fuffer  when  each  dire  difeafe. 
The  progeny  of  vice,  thy  fabric  feize  ? 
Confumption,  fever,  and  the  racking  pain 
Of  fpafms,  and  gout,  and  ftone,  a  frightful  train  ' 
When  life  new  tortures  can  alone  fupply. 
Life  thy  foie  hope  thou'lt  hate,  yet  dread  to  die. 

Should  fuch  a  wretch  to  num'rous  years  arrive. 
It  can  be  little  worth  his  while  to  live  : 
No  honours,  no  regards  his  age  attend. 
Companions  fly  ;  he  ne'er  could  have  a  friend  : 
His  flatterers  leave  him,  and  with  wild  allrighfc 
He  looks  within,  and  flmdders  at  the  light: 
When  threat'ning  death  uplifts  his  pointed  dart. 
With  what  impatience  he  applies  to  art. 
Life  to  prolong  amidft  difeafe  and  pains! 
Why  this,  if  after  it  no  fenfe  remains  ? 
Why  Ihould  he  choofe  thefe  miferies  to  endure. 
If  death  could  grant  an  everlafting  cure  ? 
'Tis  plain  there's  fomething  whifpers  in  his  ear 
(Though  fain  he'd  hide  it)  he  has  much  to  fear. 

See  the  reverfe,  how  happy  thofe  we  find. 
Who  know  by  merit  to  engage  mankind  ? 
Prais'd  by  each  tongue,  by  ev'ry  heart  belov'd. 
For  virtues  pracftis'd,  and  for  arts  improv'd; 
Their  eafy  afpeds  lliine  with  fmiles  ferene, 
A.nd  all  is  peace  and  happinefs  withm  : 
Their  fleep  is  ne'er  difturb'd  by  fears  or  ftrife. 
Nor  luft,  nor  wine,  impair  the  fprings  of  life. 

Him  fortune  cannot  fink,  nor  much  eiate 
Whofe  views  extend  beyond  this  mortal  ftate; 
By  age  when  fummon'd  to  relign  his  breath. 
Calm,  and  ferene,  he  fees  approaching  death. 
As  tlie  fafe  port,  the  peaceful  filent  fliore. 
Where  he  may  reft,  life's  tedious  voyage  o'er: 
He,  and  he  only,  is  of  death  afraid, 
Whom  his  own  confcietice  has  a  coward  made  • 
Whilft  he  who  virtue's  radiant  courfe  has  run, 
Defcends  like  a  ferenely  fetting  fun,  ■ 
His  thoughts  triumphant  Heav'n  alone  employs. 
And  hope  unticipates  his  future  joys. 

So  goed,  fo  bleft  th'  illultrious  *  Hough  w» 
find 
Whofe  ims^e  dwells  with  pleafure  on  my  mind  ; 
The  miir-.'s  glory,  freedom's  conftant  friend. 
In  time-  which  aflv'd  a  champion  to  defend- 
Who  after  near  an  hundred  virthous  years. 
His  feiifes  perfedl,  nee  from  pains  and  fears, 
Replete  with  life,  with  honours,  and  with  age 
Like  an  applauded  a(flur  left  the  ftage  ; 
Or  like  fome  viclor  in  th'  Olympic  games. 
Who,  having  run  his  courfe,  the  crown  of  glory 
claims. 

From  this  jull  contraft  plainly  it  appears. 
How  confcience  can  infpire  both  hopes  and' fears: 
But  whence  proceed  thefe  hopes,  or  \vhence  this 

dread, 
If  nothing  really  can  aftedl  the  dead? 
See  all  things  join  to  promife,  and  prefage 
The  fure  arrival  of  a  future  age  '. 

*  BiJIiop  of  Woreefier, 
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Whate'er  their  lot  is  here,  the  good  and  wife 
Is^or  doat  on  life,  nor  peevifhly  defpife. 
An  honeft  man,  when  fortune's  ftorms  begin, 
Has  conlbiation  always  fure  within  ; 
And  if  (lie  fends  a  more  propitious  gale, 
He's  pieas'd,  but  not  forgetful  it  may  fail. 
Nor  fear  that  he  who  fits  fo  loofe  to  life. 
Should  too  much  fliun  its  labours,  and  its  ftrife  ; 
And,  Icoining  wealth,  contented  to  be  mean. 
Shrink  from  the  duties  of  this  bulling  fcene  ; 
Or.  when  his  country's  fafety  claims  his  aid, 
Avoid  the  fight,  inglorious  and  afraid  : 
Who  fcorns  life  nioft  muft  fureiy  be  moft  brave. 
And  he  who  pow'r  contemns,  be  leaft  a  Have  : 
Virtue  will  It  ad  him  to  ambition's  ends, 
And  prompt  him  to  defend   his  country  and  his 
frit-nds. 
But  Itill  his  merit  you  can  not  regard, 
Who  thus  purfues  a  pofthumous  reward  ; 
His  foul,  you  cry.  is  uiicorrupt  and  great, 
Who,  quite  uninflueuc'd  by  a  future  Hate, 
Embraces  virtue  from  a  nobler  fenfe 
Of  her  abltraifted,  native  excellence. 
From  the  lelf-confcious  joy  her  efl'ence  brings, 
The  beauty,  litnefs,  harmony  of  things. 
It  may  be  fo :  yet  he  deferves  applaufe. 
Who  follows  where  inltru(ftive  nature  draws; 
Aims  at  rewards  by  her  indulgence  giv'n, 
And  foars  triumphant  on  her  wings  to  heav'n. 
Sa>  what  this  venal  virtuous  man  purlues; 
No  meat!  lewards,  no  mercenary  views  ; 
Not  wealth  ufurious,  or  a  num'rous  train, 
Not  fame  by  Iraud  acquir'd,  or  title  vain  1 
He  follows  but  where  nature  points  tiie  road, 
Rifing  in  virtue's  fchool,  till  he  afcends  to  God. 

But  we  th'  inglorious  common  herd  cf  man. 
Sail  without  compals  toil  without  a  plan; 
In  fortune's  varying  ftorms  for  ever  toft, 
Shadows  purfue,  that  in  purfnit  are  loft  ; 
Mere  infants  all  till  life's  extieraeit  day, 
Scrambling  for  toys,  then  toffing  them  away. 
Who  refts  of  immortality  afl'urM 
Is  fafe,  whatever  ills  are  heie  endur'd  : 
He  hopes  not  vainly  in  a  world  like  this, 
To  meet  with  pure  uniutetruptcd  blifs  ; 
For  good  and  ill,  in  this  imperfe<ff  ftate, 
Are  ever  mix'd  by  the  decrees  of  fate. 
With  wifdom's  richeft  harvert  folly  grows. 
And  baleful  hemlock  mingles  with  the  rnfe  ; 
All  things  are  blended,  changeable,  and  vain, 
No  hope,  no  wifii  we  jierfeclly  ohtain  ; 
God  may  perhaps  (might  human  reafon's  line 
Pretend  to  fathom  infinite  d;fign) 
Ha.ve  thus  ordain'd  things,  that  the  reftlefs  mind 
No  happinefs  complete  on  earth  may  find  ; 
And,  by  this  friendly  chaftifement  made  vi  ife, 
To  Heav'n  her  fafeft  beft  retreat  may  rift^. 

Come  then,  fince  now  in  fafety  we  have  pail 
Through  error's  rocks,  and  fee  the  port  at  laft  ; 

Let  us  review  and  recoUeft  the  whole. 

Thus  (lands  my-  argument The  thinking  foul 

Cannot  terreftrial,  or  material  he, 
J5ut  claims  by  nature  immortality; 
God,  who  created  it,  can  make  it  end, 
We  queftion  not,  but  cannot  apprehend 
He  will ;  becaufe  it  is  by  him  endued 
With  ftrong  ideas  of  all  perfedl|gQud  j 
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With  wond'rous  pow'rs  to  know  and  calculate 
Things  too  remote  from  this  our  ear  thly  it  ate 
VVith  fure  preCages  of  a  life  to  come ; 
All  falfe  and  ufelef';,  if  beyond  the  tomb 
Our  being?  ceafc  :  we  therefore  can't  believe 
God  either  acftsin  vain,  or  can  deceive. 

If  ev'ry  rule  of  equity  demands. 
That  vice  and  virtue  from  the  Almighty's  hands 
Should  due  rewards  and  punilhinents  receive, 
And  this  by  no  means  happens  whilft  we  live; 
It  follows,  that  a  time  mult  fureiy  come. 
When  each  Ihall  meet  their  well-adjufted  doom  ; 
Then  fliall  this  fcene,  which  now  to  human  fight 
Seems  io  unworthy  Wildom  Infinite, 
A  lyftem  of  confumniate  (kill  appear. 
And  ev'ry  cloud  difpers'd,  be  beautiful  and  clear. 

Doub.t  we  of  this !  what  folid  proof  lemains, 
That  o'er  the  world  a  wile  Difpofer  reigns? 
Whilft  all  creation  fpeaks  a  pow'r  divine. 
Is  it  deficient  in  the  main  defign  ? 
Not  fo  :  the  day  lliall  come,  (pretend  not  now 
Prefumptuous  to  inquire  or  vi'hen,  or  how. 
But)  after  death  Ihall  come  th'  important  day, 
When  God  to  ail  his  juftice  Ihall  dii'play  ; 
Each  adtion  with  impartial  eyes  regard, 
And  in  ajult  proportion  punifli  and  reward. 


WRITTEN  IN  THE  RIGHT  HONOURABLE 
THE  EARL  OF  OXFORD'S  LIBRARY  AT 
WIMPLE  *,  1739. 

V/ho,  uninfpir'd,  can  tread  this  facred  ground, 
W'ith  all  the  fons  of  fame  encompafs'd  round  ? 
Where,  crown'd    with    wreaths  of  ever-verdant 

bays, 
Each  filler  art  her  willing  charms  difplays: 
Mellow'd  by  time,  here  beauteous  paintings  glow  j 
1  here  marble  bulls  illuflrious  faces  (how  : 
And  in  old  coins  arc  little  heroes  Icen, 
vVith  venerable  rull  of  ages  green ; 
Around,  unwoun  ed  by  the  teeth  of  age. 
By  Goihic  fire,  and  pexfecution's  rage, 
i  erfefl  and  fair  unnumbcrd  volurries  Hand, 
By  Providence  prelcrv'd  for  Oxford's  hand. 

Whilft  thus  within  thelc  magic  walls  1  llray, 
At  once  all  climes  and  ages  1  furvey : 
Un  fancy's  wings  I  fly  from  ihore  to  fiiore, 
Recal  paft  time,  and  live  whole  eras  o'er; 

*  Winiplc-Hall,  ivith  the  ejlaii  round  if,  ives  for- 
merly the  pdjftjfton  of  the  Cxttts  family,  an  anc'unt  fa- 
mily Hi  the  county  of  Cambridge,  and  a  dfcendanl  of 
ivbich  ivas  the  gallant  Lord  Cutts,  ivho  fo  frequently 
dijiinguijhed  Limfelf  in  tiefveraljieges  and  battles  dur- 
ing the  ivar  in  ivhieh  the  great  Duke  of  l\larlborou^ 
commanded.— -This  eflate  itias  fold  by  the  Cutts  faw'dy 
to  the  famous  Sir  'John  Cutler,  ii'ho  fettled  it  on  the 
m.niiitge  nf  his  daughter  ivith  Lord  Radnor.  Lord 
Radnor  after-.vards  fold  it  to  John  Hollis,  Dutc  cf 
Neivcifile,  in  the  partition  of  iclofe  tftates  it  cam:  to 
the  Earl  oj  Oxfyd,  ii'ho  married  his  only  daughter. 
This  he  made  his  country  reftdcnce,  and  here  ivas  Ifept 
his  famous  library  till  the  time  of  bis  death.  After  lis 
death,  it  rcas  fold  by  his  family  to  the  Chancellor  LorJ 
Jiurdiciiie,froi7t  whom  it  defceuded  lo  theprefent  Earl 
Hunlwidi. 


POEMS. 


loi^ 


■Converre  with  heroes  fam'd  in  ancient  fong, 
And  bards,  by  whcm  thofe  heroes  breathe  lo  long: 
Obferve  the  quick  migrations  learning  makes. 
How  harafs'd  nations  trembling  ilie  forfakes, 
And  hafles  away  to  build  her  dow  ny  neft 
In  happier  climes,  with  peace  and  plenty  bleft. 

See  how,  in  fam'd  Auguftus'  golden  days. 
Wit  triumph's,  crown'd  with  univetfal  praife  ! 
Approaches  thrones  with  a  majeftic  air, 
The  prince's  miftrcfs,  and  the  ftatefman's  care. 
Mecsnas  fhines  in  ev'ry  clallic  page, 
A'lecaenas,  once  the  Harleyof  his  age. 
Nor  with  lefs  glory  fhe  her  charms  difplay'd. 
In  Albion  once  when  Royal  Anna  fway'd. 
See  Oxford  fmiles  1   and  all  the  tuneful  train. 
In  his  Britannia's  fons  revive  again ; 
Prior,  like  Horace,  fbrikes  the  founding  firings. 
And  in  harmonious  Pope  once  more  great  Alara 
Cngs, 


Again  flie  waves  her  pinions  to  be  gone, 
And  only  hopes  prote^lion  from  his  fon  : 
Chas'd  from  the  fenate  and  the  court  fhc  files. 
There  craft  and  party  zeal  her  place  fupplics. 
Yet  ftill,fmce  fix'd  in  Wimple's  happy  plain, 
(Her  lafl  retreat)  fhe  knows  not  to  complain. 
There  in  great  Oxford's  converfe  does  engage 
Th'  intlruCted  ear,  and  fliames  a  vicious  age ; 
Or  in  his  confort's  accents  flandsconfeil, 
And   charms   with   graceful   eafe    each  iift'nlng 

gueft ; 
Or  with  her  lov'd  companions  gladly  tied, 
Cioodnefs  fincere,  and  beauty  void  of  pride. 
Fixes  her  throne  in  Margaretta's  *  face. 
And  from  her  lips  acquires  a  new  reiifllefs  grace, 

*  Lady  Margarst   Cavciid'Jh    Harhy,  aficriuarit 
matrieJ  to  H'^illium,  theficoad  Duke  of  Pot  1 1  and-. 


EONFONIUS  *, 

BAS.  XI. 
ExDptat  fa  fiorem  il'tim  ejp,  qtio  u'frdiir  amic<7. 
Ergo,  flofcule,  tu  mex  puells 
Hoc  tlortntefinu  ufque  conquiefcss? 
Ergo  tu  dominse  mcK  papillis 
Beatus  nimis  ir.ildebis  ufque  ? 
O  fi,  flofcule,  mitua  licaret 
Ifla  forte  frui,  et  meae  pucllas 
Incubare  finu,  atque  delldere 
Hos  inter  globulus  papillularum, 
Non  fic  Icntusinerfque  conquicfcam, 
Non  lie  infideam  ot;ofus  ufque. 
Sed  toto  fpatio  inquietus  crrem, 
Et  fcram  finui,  feramquc  coilo 
IVIille  bafia,  mille  et  hi'.ic  et  illi 
Impingam  globulo  cfculatiGnc^. 

Nee  mihi  fatis  hac  putes  futura  : 
Namque  et  difccre  curiofus  optem, 
Quid  difcriminis  inter  hunc  et  ilium, 
Et  quantus  tumor  hujus  illiufqae ; 

Quantum  albedine  prxflet  hie  vel  ille  ; 

Quantum  duritie  hie  vel  ille  vincat ; 

Siniflerne  globus,  glol.  ufne  dexter 

Figura  placeat  rotundiore; 

An  dexter  globus,  an  globus  finifler 

Papilla  rubeat  rubentiore: 

Explorem  quoque,  quo  beata  ducat 

Ilia  femita,  qua  globos  gemeltos 

Sic  difcriminat,  etfubefie  clamat 

Mellitum  magls  eleganfque  quiddam  : 

Indagem  quoque,  quicquid  ell  latentis, 

Et  labar  tacitus,  fctarque  fenfmr, 

Ufque  Cypridis  ad  beata  regna. 
At  mi  Pancharidis  mea:  papillas 

Nee  fummo  licet  ore  fuaviari, 

Nee  levi  licet  attigiife  palma. 

O  fortem  nimis  alperam  atque  iniquam  1 

Tantillumilla  negatmihi  petenti, 

Tantillum  ilia  negat  mihi  fcienti ; 

Quai  tantum  huic  tribuit  nee  id  petenti, 

Qii;c  tantum  huic  tribuit  nee  id  fcienti. 


TO  A  NOSEGAY  IN  PANCHARILLA'S 
BREAST. 

WRITTEN  IN    1729. 

Must  you  alone  then, happy  flow'rs. 

Ye  fhort-liv'd  fdtis  of  vernal  fhow'rs, 

IMuil  you  alone  be  ftill  thus  bleft, 

And  dwell  in  Pancharilla's bread  ? 

Oh  would  the  gods  but  hear  my  pray'r. 

To  change  my  form  and  place  mc  there  ! 

I  fhould  not  fure  fo  quickly  die, 

I  fhou'd  not  fo  inadtivc  lie; 

But  ever  wand'ring  to  and  fro. 

From  this  to  that  fair  ball  of  fnow, 

Enjoy  ten  thoufand  thoufand  blifTes 

And  print  on  each  ten  thoufand kilFes. 

Nor  would  I  thus  the  talk  give  o'er; 

Curious  new  fecrets  to  explore, 

I'd  never  reft  till  I  had  found 

Which  globe  was  foftell,  which  moft  round— 

Which  was  molf  yielding,  fmooth,  and  wiiitc. 

Or  the  left  bofom  or  the  right ; 

Which  was  the  warmcft,  eafiell  bed. 

And  which  was  tip'd  with  purefl  red. 

Nor  cou'd  1  leave  the  beauteous  fcene, 
'Fill  I  had  trac'd  the  path  between, 
I'hat  milky  way  fo  fmooth  and  even. 

That  promifes  to  lead  to  heav'n : 

Lower  and  lower  I'd  dcfcLnd, 

To  find  where  it  at  laft  wou'd  end ; 

'Fill  fully  bleft  I'd  wand'ring  rov* 

O'er  all  the  fragrant  Cyprian  grove. 
But  ah  !  thofe  wifhes  all  are  vain. 

The  fair  one  triumphs  in  my  pain  ; 

To  flow'rs  that  know  not  to  be  blefc^v 

The  nymph  unveils  her  fnowy  brcaii; 

While  to  her  flave's  defiring  eyes, 

The  heav'nly  profpc6t  fhe  denies: 

Too  cruel  fate,  too  cruel  fair. 

To  place  a  fenfelefs  nofegay  there, 

And  yet  refufe  my  lips  the  blifs 

To  tafle  one  dear  tranfparting  kifs. 


*   A  poet  of  ihs  fixteenth  cenfurv,  lorn  at  ClerTT.onf^      iihp,  cf  all  ike  moJerns,  in  his  Latin  poems  approacht 
'.:'■  /lu'-jfygne^  Li:-!t:!!t!T;i  Gemral  if  ^ar  on  the  Seignc  ;      the  narefl  to  ibegraccy  eafe^  andfojtnefs  of  Tilulluft 


joa»  THE   WORKS 

GIVEN  TO  A  LA.DY 

With  a  IVatch  ivb'ichjlje  had  bon-owed  to  hang  at 
her  Bed's  Head. 

Whilst  half  afleep  my  Chloe  lies, 
And  all  her  fofteft  thoughts  ai  ife  ; 
Whilft,  tyrant  honour  laid  at  reft. 
Love  Heals  to  her  unguarded  breaft ; 
Then  whit'per  to  the  yielding  fair, 
Thou  witnefs  to  the  pains  I  bear. 
How  oft  her  flave  with  open  eyes. 
All  the  long  night  defpairing  lies; 
Impatient  till  the  rofy  day 
Shall  once  again  his  beams  difplay, 
And  with  it  he  again  may  rife, 
To  greet  with  joy  her  dawning  eyes. 

Tell  her  as  all  thy  motions  (land, 
Unlefs,  recruited  by  her  hand, 
So  (liall  my  life  forget  to  move  ; 
Unlel's,  each  day,  the  fair  I  Ifive 
Shall  new  repeated  vigour  give 
With  fmiles,  and  make  me  fit  to  live. 
Tell  her,  when  far  from  her  I  ftray, 
IIow  oft  I  chide  thy  flow  delay  ; 
But  when  beneath  her  fmiles  1  live, 
Bleft  with  all  joys  the  gods  can  give, 
JIow  often  I  reprove  thy  halle, 
^ad  think  each  precious  moment  flies  too  faft. 

BELPHEGOR : 


From  Machiavel. 

— — "  Fugit  indignata  fub  umbras."  ViRC 

Th'  infernal  monarch  once,  as  ftories  tell, 
Review'd  his  fubjecT;s  from  all  parts  of  hell ; 
Around  his  throne  unnumber'd  millions  wait, 
He  fcarce  believM  his  empire  was  fo  great ; 
Still  as  each  pafs'd,  he  alk'd  with  friendly  care 
What  crime  had  caus'd  their  fall,  and  brought 

them  there : 
Scarce  one  he  queftion'd,  but  replied  the  fame, 
And  on  the  marriage  noofe  laid  all  the  blame; 
Thence  ev'ry  fatal  error  of  their  lives 
They  all  deduce,  and  ail  accufe  their  wives. 

Then  to  his  peers,  and  potentates  around. 
Thus  Satan  fpoke  :  hell  trembled  with  the  found. 

My  friends,  what  vaft  advantages  wou'd  flow 
To  thefe  our  realms,  could  we  but  folly  know 
The  form  and  nature  of  thele  marriage  chains, 
That  fend  fuch  c  rowds  to  our  infernal  plains  ; 
Lft  fonie  bold  patriot  then,  who  dares  to  (liow 
His  gcn'roub  love  to  this  our  Itate  below. 
For  his  dear  country's  good  the  talk  elVay, 
And  animate  awhile  fome  human  clay  ; 
Ten  years  in  tnarriage  bonds  he  lliall  remain. 
Enjoy  its  pleafures,  and  endure  its  pain. 
Then  to  his  friends  return'd,  with  truth  relate 
The  nature  of  the  matrimonial  ftate 

He  fpoke  ;  the  lift'ning  crowds  his  fcheme  ap- 
prov'd  : 
But  who  fo  much  his  prince,  or  country  lov'd, 
As  thus,  with  fearU  fs  heart,  to  undertake 
This  hymeneal  trial,  for  their  fake  ? 


©F   JfiNYNS. 

At  length  with  one  confent  they  all  propofe, 
That  fortune  (hall  by  lot  the  taflc  impofe  ; 
The  dreaded  chance  on  bold  Belphegor  felt, 
Sigliing  h'  obey'd,  and  took  his  leave  of  hell. 

F'irll  in  fair  Florence  he  waspleas'd  to  fix. 
Bought  a  large  houfe,  fine  plate,  a  coach  and  fix ; 
DrelVd  rich  and  gay,  play'd   high,  drank   hard, 

and  whor'd. 
And  liv'd  in  ftiort  in  all  things  like  a  lord  : 
His  feafts  were  plenteous,   and  his  wines  were 

ftrong, 
So  poets,  prieffs,  and  pimps  his  table  throng. 
Bring  dedications,  fermons,  whores,  and  plays, 
The  dev'i  was  ne'er  fo  flatter'd  in  his  days : 
The  ladies  too  were  kind,  each  tender  dame 
Sigh'd,  when  fhe  mention'd  Roderigo's  name  ; 
For  ib  he's  call'd  :  rich,  young,  and  debonnair. 
He  reigns  fole  monarch  of  the  longing  fair; 
No  daughter,  fure,  of  Eve  could  e'er  efcape 
The  dev'I,  when  cloth'd  in  fuch  a  tempting  (liape. 

One  nymph  at  length,  fuperior  to  the  reft, 
Gay,  beautiful,  and  young,  infpir'd  his  breaft  ; 
Soft  looks  and  fighs  his  paffion  foon  betray'd. 
Awhile  he  woos,  then  weds  the  lovely  maid. 
I  (liall  not  now,  to  grace  my  tnle,  relate 
What  feafts,  what  balls,  what  dreffes,  pomp  ani 

ftate, 
Adorn'd  their  nuptial  day,  left  it  Ihould  feem 
As  tedious  to  the  reader,  as  to  him, 
Who  big  with  expedlation  of  delight. 
Impatient  waited  for  the  happy  night ; 
The  hap|)y  night  is  come,  his  longing  arms 
Prefs  clofe  the  yielding  maid  in  all  her  charms, 
The  yielding  maid,  who  now  no  longer  coy 
With  equal  ardour  loves,  and  gives  a  ioofe  to  joy'; 
DilTolv'd  in  blils  more  exquifite  than  all 
He  e'er  had  felt  in  heav'n,  before  his  fall, 
With  rapture  clingmg  to  his  lovely  bride, 
In  murmurs  to  himfelf  Belphegor  cry'd  :     [fears  ? 
Are    thefe  the  marriage  chains?    are  thefe    my 
Oh  had  my  ten,  but  been  ten  thoufand  years  ! 

But  ah  thefe  happy  moments  laft  not  long  1 
For  in  one  month  his  wife  has  found  her  tongue. 
All  thoughts  of  love  and  tendernefs  are  loft, 
Their  only  aim  is,  who  fliall  fquander  moft ; 
She  dreams  of  nothing  now  but  being  fine, 
Whilft  he  is  ever  guzzling  nafty  wine  ; 
She  longs  for  jewels,  equipage   aiid  plate, 
And  he,  fad  man  I   ftays  out  fo  very  late  i 
Hence  ev'ry  day  domertic  wars  are  bred, 
A  truce  is  hardly  k,ept,  while  they're  abed  ; 
They  wrangle  all  day  long,  and  then  at  night. 
Like  wooing  cats,  at  once  they  love  and  fight. 

His  riches  too  are  with  his  quiet  flown, 
And  they  once  fpent,   all  friends   on  courfc  are 

gone  ; 
The  fum  defign'd  his  whole  ten  years  to  lafl. 
Is  all  confuni'd  before  tlie  firft  is  paft  : 
Where  ftiall  he  hide  ?  ah  whither  niuft  he  fly  ? 
Legions  of  duns  abroad  in  ambufli  lie, 
'or  fear  of  them,  no  more  he  dares  to  roam, 
•  nd  the  worft  dun  of  all,  his  wife's  at  home. 

Quite  tir'd  at  length,  with  fuch  a  wretched  life, 

e  flies  one  night  at  once  from  debts,  and  wife; 

'•*  ere  the  morning  dawn  his  flight  is  known; 
-ind  crowds  jnirfue  him  clofc  from  town  to  town: 
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He  quits  the  public  road,  ami  vvantl'ring  Orays       I 
Through  unlrequcnted  woods,  and  pathlel's  ways; 
At  lafl  with  joy  a  little  farm  he  fees, 
Where  liv'd  a  jrood  old  man,  in  health  andeafe  ; 
Matthew  his  n'ame  :   to  him  Bclphegor  goes, 
And  begs  proteiSlion  from  purfuing  foes, 
With  tears  relates  his  melanchol)  cafe, 
Tells  him  from  whence  he  cainc,  and  who  he  was, 
And  vows  to  pay  for  his  reception  well. 
When  next  he  ftould  receive  his  rents  from  hell : 
The  farmer  hears  his  talc  with  pitying  ear, 
And  bids  him  live  in  peace,  and  fafcty  there  ; 
Awhile  he  did ;  no  duns,  no  noife,  or  ftrife, 
Diftnrb'd  him  there  ; — for  Matt  had  ne'er  a  wife. 
But  ere  few  weeks  in  this  retreat  are  pall 
Matt  too  himfelf  becomes  a  dim  at  laft  ; 
Demands  his  promis'd  pay  with  heat  and  rage. 
Till  thus  Belphegor's  words  his  wrath  afTwage. 
My  friend,  we  dev'Is,  like  Englilh  peers,  he 
cry'd, 
Though  free  from  law,  are  yet  by  honour  ty'd; 
Though  tradefmen's  cheating  bills  I  fcorn  to  view, 
I  pay  all  debts  that  arc  by  honour  due; 
And  therefore  have  contriv'd  long  fince  a  way, 
Beyond  all  hopes  thy  kindnefs  to  repay  ; 
We  fubtle  fplrits  can,  you  know,  with  eafe 
Poffefs  whatever  human  breafts  we  pleafc, 
With  fudden  fri:nzy  can  o'ercaft  the  mind. 
Let  pafil.ais  loofe,  and  captive  reafon  bindr 
Thus  I  three  mortal  bofoms  will  infeft. 
And  force  them  to  apply  to  you  for  rcif ; 
Vaft  funis  for  cure  they  willingly  ihall  pay, 
Thrice,  and  but  thrice,  your  pow'r  1  will  obey. 

He  fpokc,  then  fl>:d  unfeen,  like  rufliing  wind, 
And  breathlcfs  left  his  mortal  frame  behind  : 
The  corps  is  quickly  known,  arid  news  is  fpread 
That  Roderigo's  in  the  Jefert  dead  ; 
His  wife  in  fafhionable  grief  appears, 
Sighs  for  one  day,  then  mourns  tw  o  tedious  years. 
A  beauteous  maid,  who  then  in  Florence  dv^elt. 
In  a  fhort  time  unufualfymptonis  felt ; 
Phyficians  came,  prefcrib'd,  then  took  their  fees, 
But  none  could  find  the  caufe  of  her  difeafe  ; 
Her  parents  thought  'twas  love  difturb'd  her  reft, 
But  all  the  learn'd  agreed  flie  was  pofloit ; 
In  vain  the  dodlors  all  their  art  apply'd. 
In  vain  the  priefls  their  holy  trump'ry  try'd ; 
No  pray'rs  nor  med'cines  could  the  d;tmon  tame, 
Till  Matthew  heard  the  news,  and  haft'ning  came  ; 
He  afks  five  hundred  pounds;  the  money's  paid; 
H'  forms  the  magic  fpcll,  then  cures  the  maid  ; 
Hence  chas'd,  the  dev'lto  rich  houfcs  flics, 
And  makes  their  heirs  fucceffively  his  prize, 
Wh.o  both  by  Matthew's  Ikill  reliev'd  from  pains. 
Reward  his  wond'rous  art  witli  wond'rous  gains. 

And  now  Belphegor,  having  thrice  obey'd, 
With  reafon  thinks  his  hofl  is  fully  paid  ; 
Next  free  to  range,  to  Gallia's  king  he  flies. 
As  dev'Is  ambitious  ever  love  to  rile; 
Black  hideous  fcencs  diilraft  his  royal  mind, 
From  all  he  fceks  relief,  but  none  can  find, 
And  vows  vaft  treafures  fhall  his  art  repay, 
V^hoe'er  can  chafe  the  ftrange  difeafe  away : 
At  length,  inHruCted  by  the  voice  of  fame. 
To  Matthew  fends ;  poor  Matt  reluiftant  came  ; 
He  knev>r  his  pow'r  expir'd,  refus'd  to  try, 
But  all  escufes  fail'd,  he  niiifi^  or  die; 
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At  laft  defpairing  he  the  talk  effay'd, 

Approach 'd  the  monarch's  ear.andwhifp'ring  faid: 

Since  force,  not  choice,  has  brought  thy  fervant 
here, 
Once  more,  Belphegor,  my  petition  hear, 
This  once  at  my  requeft,  thy  poft  refign. 
And  fave  my  life,  as  once  1  refcu'd  thine. 

Cruel  Belphegor,  deaf  to  Ms  requeft, 
Difdain'd  his  pray'rs,  and  made  his  woes  a  jefl; ; 
With  tears  and  fjghs  he  bcg'd,  and  beg'd  again. 
Still  the  ungrateful  fiend  but  mock'd  kis  pain ; 
Then  turning  round  he  told  th'  expc6ting  court. 
This  dev'l  was  of  a  moft  malignant  fort; 
And  that  he  could  but  make  one  trial  more. 
And  if  tlrat  fail'd,  he  then  muft  give  him  o'er: 
Then   placing   num'rous   drums,  and   trumphetj 

round, 
Inftrufted  when  he  mov'd  his  hand  to  found. 
He  v.'hifj)er'd  in  his  patient's  car  again, 
Belphegor  anfwer'd  all  his  arts  were  vain : 
He  gives  the  fign,  they  found  ;  th'  outrageous  din 
Startles  the  king,  and  frights  the  dev'l  tvithin ; 
He  afics  what  'tis,  and  vows  that  in  his  life 
He  ne'er  had  heard  the  like — except  his  wife ; 
ByHeav'n's,  'tis  ftie.  Matt  cries,you'd  beft  be  gonCj 
She  comes  once  more  to  feize  you  for  her  own; 
Belphegor  frighted,  not  one  word  replies, 
But  to  th'  infernal  fhades  for  refitge  flies; 
There  paints  a  dreadful  {ketch  of  marry'd  lives. 
And  feelingly  confirms  the  charge  on  wives : 
Matthew  o'erpaid  with  honours,  fame,  and  fees. 
Returns  to  bleft  obfcurity,  and  cafe. 
With  joy  triumphant  lo  Fjean  fings, 
Aud  vows  to  deal  no  more  with  dev'Is  or  kings, 

A   DIALOGUE 

BETWEEN    THE    RIGHT    HON.  HENRT    PELHAM, 
AND    MADAM    POPULARITY*. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  HORACE,  BOOK  III.  ODE  IX. 

H.  Pelhatn. 

1.  Whilst  I  was  pleafing  in  your  eyes. 
And  you  was  conftant,  chafte,  and  wife; 
Ere  yet  you  had  your  favours  granted 
To  ev'ry  knave  or  fool  who  canted. 

In  peaceful  joy  I  pafs'deach  hour. 

Nor  envy'd  Walpolc's  wealth  and  pow'r. 

Madam  Popularity.- 

2.  While  I  pofTefs'd  your  love  alone, 

IVIy  heart  and  voice  were  all  your  own; 
But  on  my  foul  'twould  vex  a  faint. 
When  I've  moft  reafon  for  complaint. 


*  From  the  commencement  of  the  Spanijh  ivar  !n 
^739'  ^^  '^•"'  ^''^"ty  "f  ■^'■■^"  '"^  ChapclU ,  figiied  OSober 
7    1748,  the  land  tax  -was  raifed from  tivo  Jkillings  t» 

four  jhillhLgs.  In  1 749,  it  luasioivered  to  three  JhiL- 
l/nTs,  at  ivhich  rate  it  luas  continued  till  I'JS'^^  luhen 
Mr.  Pelham,  at  that  time  the  mirnjler.,rcdiiced  it  to  tivo 

foil'ings,  at  -which  rate  it  continued  till  the  ii?ne  of  hir 
death  in  1754.  This  -was  one,  amongjl  others,  of  thofc 
pabular  meafurcs  ichich  gilded  the  evening  rf  this  mini- 
f.er  s  lif't  and  rendered  his  death  .;«  objeil  of  public  la- 
mentation.     To  this  e-vent  ive  oiue  this  happ'i  imitation^ 

lurotefoon  after  the  land-tax  ail  of  that  year  faffed. 
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To  hear  ycu  thus  begin  to  fcold  ; 
Think  on  Britannia!  proud  and  old! 
Are  not  her  interefts  all  your  theme, 
Your  daily  labour,  nightly  dream? 
H.  Pelham. 

3.  My  juft  regard  I  can't  deny 
For  her  and  her  profperity; 
Nor  am  afliam'd  it  is  fo  great, 
That,  to  deliver  her  from  debt, 
From  foreign  wars  and  civil  ftrife, 
I'd  freely  facrifice  my  life. 

Madam  Popularity. 

4.  To  her  your  warmeft  vows  are  plighted, 
For  her  I  ev'ry  day  am  flighted ; 

Her  welfare  always  is  preferr'd, 
And  my  neglciSted  voice  unheard: 
Examples  numerous  I  could  mention, 
A  peace  !  bad  as  the  old  convention ; 
Money  reduc'd  to  ihtct  per  centy 
No  pity  on  the  poor  who  lent ; 
Annies  that  miifl  for  ever  ftand, 
And  ftill  three  ihiliings  laid  on  land. 

//.  Pelham. 

J.  Suppofe  now.  Madam,  I  was  willing 
For  once  to  bait  this  grievous  fliilling. 
To  humour  you — 1  know  'tis  wrong, 
But  you  have  fuch  a  curfed  tongue. 
Madam  Popularity. 

6.  Why  then,  though  rough  as  winds  or  feas. 
You  fccrn  all  little  arts  to  pleafe, 
Yet  thou  art  honcft,  faith,  and  I 
"With  thee  alone  will  live  and  die. 

A  SIMILE. 

CoRiKNA,  in  the  country  bred, 
Harboui'd  Ilrange  notions  in  her  head, 
Notions  in  town  quite  out  of  fafhion  ; 
tiuch  as  that  love's  a  dangerous  paflion, 
That  virtue  is  the  maiden's  jewel, 
And  to  be  fafe,  fhe  mull  be  cruel. 

Thusarm'd  fhe'ad  long  fecur'd  her  honour 
From  all  affaults  yet  made  upon  her. 
Had  fcratch'd  th'  impetuous  captain's  hand, 
Had  torn  the  lawyer's  gown  and  ))arid. 
And  gold  refus'd  from  knights  and  fquires 
To  bribe  her  to  her  own  defires: 
For,  to  fay  truth,  fhe  thought  it  hard, 
To  be  of  plcafures  thus  deharr'd, 
She  faw  by  others  freely  taflcd. 
So  pouted,  pin'd,  grew  pale,  and  wafled: 
Yet,  notwithflrjiding  her  condition, 
Continu'd  firm  in  oppofition. 

At  length  a  troop  of  horfe  came  down. 
And  quartcr'd  in  a  ncighb'iing  town; 
The  cornet  he  was  tall  and  young. 
And  had  a  moH  bcwitv:hing  tongue. 
They  faw  and  lik'd  :   the  fiege  begun  : 
Each  hour  he  fome  advantage  won. 
He  ogled  flril ; — fhe  turn'd  away  ;— 
But  met  his  eyes  the  following  day; 
Then  her  reludant  hand  he  feizes,    , 
Thatfoon  flie  gives  him,  when  he  pleafes: 
Her  ruby  lips  he  next  attacks:— 
She  druggies  ; — in  a  while  fhe  fmacks : 
Her  fnowy  breaft  he  then  invades; — . 

That  yields  too  after  fou;c  parades  j 
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And  of  that  fortrefs  once  polTefl, 
He  quickly  mafters  all  the  refl:. 
No  longer  now,  a  dupe  to  fame, 
She  fmothers  or  refifls  her  flame. 
But  loves  without  or  fear  or  Ihame. 

So  have  I  feen  the  Tory  race 
Long  in  the  pouts  for  want  of  place. 
Never  in  humour,  never  well, 
Wifliing  for  what  they  dar'd  not  tell, 
Their  heads  with  country-notions  fraught. 
Notions  in  town  not  worth  a  groat, 
Thefe  tenets  all  reludant  quit, 
And  flep  by  ftep  at  laft  fubmit 
To  rcafon,  eloquence,  and  Pitt. 

At  {irft  to  Hanover  a  plum 
W'as  fent  j.— They  faid — A  trivial  fum, 
But  if  he  went  one  title  further, 
They  vow'd  and  fwore  they'd  cry  out  murder ; 
Ere  lung  a  larger  fum  is  wanted ; 
They  pifh'd  and  frown'd — but  ftill  they  granted 
He  juilh'd  for  more,  and  more  agen — 
Well — Money's  better  fent,  than  Men  : 
Here  virtue  made  another  ftand. — 
No — not  a  man  fhall  leave  the  land. 
What  ? — not  one  regiment  to  Embden  .' 
'I'hey  ftart — but  now  they're  fairly  hem'd  in  : 
Theic  foon,  and  many  moic  are  fcut; — 
Tlicy're  filent — Silence  gives  confeut. 
Our  troops,  they  now  can  plainly  fee. 
May  Britain  guard  in  Germany  : 
Hanoverians,  Heffians,  PrufTians 
Are  paid,  t'oppofe  the  French  and  Ruflians: 
No  fcruple  they  with  truth  to  fay, 
Tliey're  fighting  for  America: 
No  more  they  make  a  fiddle-faddle 
About  an  Hefiian  horfe  or  faddle; 
No  more  of  continental  meafures. 
No  more  of  wailing  Britifh  treafurcs; 
Ten  millions,  and  a  vote  of  credit.— 
' Tis  right — He  can't  be  w  rong,  who  did  it : 
They're  fairly  fous'd  o'er  head  and  ears, 
And  cui'd  of  all  their  ruitic  fears. 


A  PASSAGE  IN  OSSIAN  VERSIFIED. 
The  deeds  of  ancient  days  fliall  be  my  theme; 
O  Lora,  the  foft  murmurs  of  thy  itream. 
Thy  trees,  Garmallar,  ruftling  in  the  wind, 
Recal  thofe  days  with  pleafurc  to  my  mind. 

Sce'ft  thou  tliat  rock,  from  whofe  heath-covcr'd 

crown, 
Melvina,  three  old  bended  firs  look  down  ? 
Green  is  the  plain  which  at  its  feet  is  fpread, 
The  jnountain  fiov/er  there  fhakes  its  milk-white 

head ; 
Two  ftones,  memorials  of  departed  worth, 
Uplift  their  mofs-cap'd  heads,  half  funk  in  earth; 


ON    SEEING  THE    EARL    OF   CHESTER- 
FIELD AT  A  BALL  AT  BATH. 

WRITTEN  IN  1770. 

In  times  by  felfiflmcfs  and  faftion   four'd 
Whsn  dull  iniportar.ee  has  all  wit  devour'd; 
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y^en  rant,  as  if  t'infult  alttae  defio;n'J, 
AfFe»5is  a  proud  feclufion  *  from  mankind; 
And  greaincfs,  to  all  I'ocial  converfe  dead, 
Efteems  it  dignity  to  be  ill-bred  : 
See  !   Cheflerfield  alona  refills  the  tide, 
Above  all  party,  and  above  all  pride, 
Vouchfafeseachnightthefe  brilliant  fcenestograce, 
Augments  and  fhares  the  annilements  of  the  place ; 
Admires  the  fair,  enjoys  the  fprightly  ball, 
Deigns  to  be  pleas'd,  and  therefore  jileafes  all. 
Hence,  though  unable  now  this  flyle  to  hit. 
Learn  what  was  once  politenefs,  cafe,  and  wit. 

THE  AMERICAN  COACHMAN. 

Cbown'd  be  the  man  with  lafting  praife, 

Who  firft.  contriv'd~the  pin 
From  vicious  flecds  to  loofe  a  chaife, 

And  favc  the  necks  within. 

See  how  they  prance,  and  bound,  and  flcip. 

And  all  controul  difdain  ; 
Defy  the  terrors  of  the  whip, 

And  rend  the  filken  rein  ! 

Awhile  we  try  if  art  or  flrength 

Are  able  to  prevail ; 
But  hopelefs,  when  we  fmd  at  length 

That  all  our  efforts  fail, 

\Vith  ready  foot  the  fpring  we  prefs, 

Out  flies  the  magic  plug, 
Then.difcngag'd  from  all  diflrefs. 

We  fit  quite  fafe  and  fnug. 

The  pamper'd  fteeds,  their  freedom  gain'd, 

Run  off  full  fpeed  togcrher  ; 
But  having  no  plan  afcertain'd, 

They  run  they  know  not  whither. 

Boys,  who  love  mifchitf,  and  of  courfe 

Enjoying  the  dif.ifler, 
Eavd,  Stop  them  !  Stop  them  !  till  they're  hoarfe, 

But  mean  to  drive  them  faffer. 

Each  claiming  now  his  native  right, 

Scorns  to  obey  his  brother; 
So  they  proceed  to  kick  and  bite, 

And  worry  one  another. 

Hungry  at  length,  and  blind,  and  lame, 

Bkeding  at  nofe  and  eyes; 
By  fufferings  growing  mighty  tame, 

And  by  experience  wile ; 

With  bellies  full  of  likerty. 

But  void  of  oats  and  hay  ; 
They  both  fneak  back,  their  folly  fee. 

And  run  no  more  away. 

Let  all  who  view  th'  inflrudive  fcene. 

And  patronize  the  plan. 
Give  thanks  to  Glous'ter's  hcncft  Dean, 

For,  Tuckt-rf , — ihou'rt  the  man. 

*  Alluding  to  the  fuperciiions  airs  offorne  of 
cur  people  of  qvolity,  ivho  (iffcSi  to  avoid  fre- 
qr/eJiting  the  pidi'ic  rooms- 

•f  E..rh  ''"  the  unfortunate  contefl  beticcen  the  wuther 
country  and  thi  An..r'.^an  colonies,  the  Rev.  Dr.  Tucker., 
Dean  of  Gloncejler,  ptiblijle.t  a  pamphlet,  intituled,  An 
Addrefs  and  Appeal  to  the  Landed  Interell ;  in 
•which  he  prepofed  end  recm'ti^ded  h  the  nation  a  total 
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I't  r.  combat  nature,  interrupt  her  courfe, 
And  baffle  all  her  flated  laws  by  force  ; 
I'ear  from  its  bed  the  deeply-rooted  pine. 

And  hurl  it  up  the  craggy  mountain's  fide; 
Divert  the  tempcll  from  its  dcffin'd  line. 

And  (lem  the  torrent  of  th'  impetuous  tide  ; 
Teach  the  dull  ox  to  dance,  the  afs  to  play, 
And  even  obflinate  Americans  t'  obey. 

Like  fome  dread  herald,  tygers  I'll  compel 
In  the  fame  field  with  flags  in  peace  to  dwell : 
The  rampant  lion  now  ercv5l  Ihall  fland. 

Now  couchant  at  my  feat  fhall  lie  deprefl ; 
And  if  lie  dares  but  queflion  my  command. 

With  one  llrong  blow  I'll  halve  him  to  a  creft. 
Thus  fpoke  the  giant  Gogmagog:  the  found 
Reverberates  from  all  tlie  echoing  rocks  around. 

Now  morning,  rob'd  in  fafFron-colour'd  gown. 

Her  head  with  pink  and  pea-green  ribbands  dreft. 
Climbs  the  celeuial  flaircafe,  and  looks  down 
From  out  the  gilt  balcony  of  the  eaft; 
From  whence  around  fhe  fees 
The  tryftal  lakes  and  tufted  trees. 
The  lawns  all  povvder'd  o'er  with  flraggllng  flocks, 
'1  he  fcarce-enlighten'd  vales,and  high  o'er-fhadow- 
ing  rocks. 

Enamour'd  with  her  newly-dawn'ng  charms. 

Old  ocean  views  her  with  deliring  eyes. 
And  longs  once  more  to  clafp  her  in  his  arms, 
Repenting  he  had  luffer'd  her  to  rife; 
Forth  from  his  tumbled  bed. 
From  whence  flie  juft  had  fled. 
To  the  flow,  loitering  hours  he  roars  amain. 
To  haflen  back  the  lovely  fugitive  again. 

Parent  of  life !  refulgent  lamp  of  day  ! 

Without  whofe  genial  animating  ray 

Men,  beads,  the  teeming  earth,  and  rolling  feas. 

Courts,  camps,  and  mighty  cities,  in  a  trice 
Mufl  fhare  one  common  fate,  intenfely  freeze, 

And  all  become  one  folid  mafs  of  ice; 
Ambition  would  be  froze,  and  faiftion  numb. 
Speeches  congeal'd,  and  orators  be  dumb. 
Say,  Vvhat  new  worlds  and  fyfttms  you  furvey! 
In  circling  round  your  planetary  way; 
What  beings  Satiuu's  orb  inhabit,  tell, 

Where  cold  in  everlafling  triumph  reigns  ; 
Or  what  their  frames,  who  unconfum'd  can  dwd! 

In  Mercury's  red-hot  and  molten  plains; 
Say  !  for  mofl;  ardently  I  wilh  to  know, 
What  bodies  can  endure  eternal  fire,  or  fnow! 

And  thou,  fweet  moon !  canfl  tell  a  fofter  tale  ; 
To  thee  the  maid,  thy  likenefs,  fa!^  and  pale. 
In  pjiifive  contemplation  oft  applies. 

When  parted  from  her  lov'd  and  loving  fwaia, 
And  looks  on  you  with  tear-befprinkied  eyes, 

And  fighs  and  looks,  and  looks  and  fighs  again  J 

fparation  from  the  colonies ,  offering  at  the  fame  time  to 
enter  into  alliar.ce  of  frienilfhip  and  treaties  ef  commerce 
'with  thevj,  as  -with  any  other  fovereign  independert 
fiatCi.  This  pamphlet  zi'as  the  foundation  of  the  pre- 
ceding fhort  poem,  ivritten  about  a  year  after  it,  in  ivhich 
the  author,  luiih  that  concifcnefs  as  to  the  matter,  and 
humour  in  the  manner  ,fo  peculiar  to  bitrfelf^rsiOTrimenth 
andfupports  the  Dtatis  flan. 
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Say,  for  thou  know'ft  what  conftant  hearts  en- 
dure ; 
And  by  thy  frequent  changes  teach  the  cure. 
Thy  gentle  beams  the  lonely  hermit  fees, 
Gleam  through  the  waving  branches  of  the  trees, 
Which,  high-embow'ring,  fhade  his  gloomy  cell, 

Where  undifturb'd  perpetual-filence  reigns, 
Unlefs  the  owl  is  heard,  or  diftant  bell, 

Or  the  wind  whifthng  o'er  the  furzy  plains. 
How  bleft  to  dwell  in  this  fequefler'd  fpot : 
Forgetting  parliaments ;  by  them  forgot ! 

Now  lovely  Spring  her  velvet  mantle  fpreads, 
And  with  green  and  gold  the  ilow'ry  meads ; 
Fruit-trees  in  vafl;  white  perriwigs  are  feen, 

Refembling  much  fome  antiquated  beau, 
Which  north-eaft  winds,  that  blow  fo  long  and 
keen, 

Powder  full  oft  with  gentle  flakes  of  fnow; 
Soft  nightingales  their  tuneful  vigils  hold. 
And  fweetly  fmg  and  iliake — and  fnake  with  cold. 
Summer  fucceeds;  in  ev'nings  foft  and  warm, 
Thrice-happy  lovers  faunter  arm  and  arm ; 
The  gay  and  fair  now  quit  the  dufty  town, 

O'er  turnpike-roads  incefiant  chaifes  fweep. 
And  whirling,  bear  their  lovely  ladings  down, 

To  brace  their  nerves  beneath  the  briny  deep ; 
There  with  fuccefs  each  fwain  his  nymph  affails. 
As  birds,  they  fay,  are  caught — can  we  but  fait 

their  tails. 
Then  Autumn,  more  ferene,  if  not  fo  bright, 
Regales  at  once  our  palate,  and  our  fight; 
With  joy  the  ruddy  orchards  we  behold. 

And  of  its  purple  clufl^rs  rob  the  vine ; 
The  fpacious  fields  are  cover'd  o'er  with  gold. 

Which  the  glad  farmer  counts  as  ready  coin : 
But  difappointment  oft  his  hopes  attend — 
In  tithes  and  mildews  the  rich  profpedl  ends. 
Laft,  Winter  comes ;  decrepit,  old,  and  dull ; 
Yet  has  his  comforts  too — his  barns  are  full ; 
The  foclal  converfe,  circulating  glafs, 

And  cheerful  fire,  are  his :  to  him  belong 
Th'  enlivening  dance  that  warms  the  chilly  lafs, 

The  ferious  game  at  whift,  and  mc  ry  fong; 
Nor  wants  he  beauties— fee  the  fun-beams  glow 
O'er  lakes  of  cryftal  ice,  and  plains  of  filver  fnov/ ! 
Thus  roll  the  feafons  o'er  Britannia's  land, 
Eut  none  her  freeborn-weather  can  command  ; 
Seafons  unlike  to  thofe  in  fervile  climes, 

Which  o'er  Hifpania's  or  Italia's  plains 
Difpenfe,  at  regular  and  ftated  times, 

Succcflive  heat  and  cold,  and  drought  and  rains ; 
Her's  fcorning,  like  her  fons,  to  be  controul'd. 
Breathe  heat  in  Winter  oft,  and  oft  in  fummer 

cold. 
Hail,  Liberty,  fair  goddefs  of  this  ifie ! 
Deign  on  my  verfes,  and  on  me,  to  fmile; 
Like  them  unfetter'd  by  the  bonds  of  fenfe. 

Permit  us  to  enjoy  life's  tranfient  dream, 
Ti»  live,  and  write,  without  the  leaft  pretence 

To  method,  order,  meaning,  plan,  or  fcheme 
And  (hield  us  fafe  beneath  thy  guardian  wings, 
from  iavv,  rcligiopj  niiaijftersj  and  kings. 
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WROTE  AT  THE  COUNTESS  OF  SALIS, 
BURY'S  ASSEMBLY,  1787. 

From   Salilbury's  garter   droop'd   the   hiftorian 

Ijnows, 
Th'  illuftrious  order  fo  entitled  rofe ! 
Another  Saliibury  now  our  bofoms  warms, 
With  equal  elegance  and  equal  charms. 
Let  then  her  form,  her  trophies,  and  her  namb. 
With  juftice  be  confign'd  to  equal  fame ; 
Let  kings  with  no  lefs  pride  her  garter  wear. 
Then  every  noble  knight  may  have  a  pair. 

EPITAPH  ON  DR.  SAMUEL  JOHNSON. 

Here  lies  Sam  Johnfon :— Reader  have  a  care, 
Tread  lightly,  left  you  wake  a  fleeping  bear : 
Religious,  moral,  generous,  and  humane 
He  was ;  but  felf-fufficient,  proud,  and  vain, 
Fond  of,  and  overbearing  in  difpute, 
A  Chriftian,  and  a  fcholar — but  a  brute. 

ON  A  LATE  EXECRABLE  ATTEMPT  ON 
HIS  MAJESTY'S  LIFE,  1786. 

Long  had  our  gracious  George,  v^ith  gentle  hand, 
And  love  paternal,  Britain's  fceptre  fway'd; 

To  render  this  a  free  and  happy  land, 
Was  all  for  which  he  wifli'd  to  be  obey'd. 

With  radiance  bright,   though  mild,  his  virtues 
flione. 

For  he  of  every  virtue  was  pofleft. 
Which  can  add  luftre  to  a  monarch's  throne. 

Or  warm  an  undiffembling  patriot's  breaft. 

Pattern  of  female  excellence !  his  toik 
His  royal  confort  ever  fooths  and  ftiares ; 

Imparting  fweet  domeftic  blifs,  with  fmiles 
That  can  difperfe  the  heavieft  cloud  of  cares. 

Though  faiSlion,  difappointment's  rcftlefs  child. 
Has  fometimes  dar'd  to  interrupt  his  peace  ; 

Yet  aw'd  at  once,    and  charm'd,    whene'er  h& 
fmil'd. 
She  bade  diforder  and  confufion  ceafe. 

Lov'd  and  ador'd  by  all,  to  all  a  friend. 
Caution  feem'd  needlefs  to  proteifl  his  lifs ; 

Till  hell  and  madnefs  fent  abroad  a  fiend. 

And  arm'd  that  fiend  with  a  defl;ru<5live  knife. 

But  Britain's  guardian  angel,  who  ftill  watch'd, 
To  ihield  her  favourite  fon  from  every  harm, 

Juft  in  th'  important  moment  trembling  catch' d. 
And  turn'd  afide  th'  affalfinating  arm. 

I^et  then  earth,  air,  and  the  high-vaulted  iky. 
With  praifes,  pray'rs,  and  loud  thankfgivings, 
ring, 
Jo)  fire  each  breaft,  and  fparkle  in  each  eye. 
That  heav'n  has  thus  prefcrv'd  our  country  and 
our  king. 
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While  youthful  Birds  their  verfe  infpire 
Alone  with  Fancy'*  fparkling  fire, 

They  form  the  rhyme  in  vain ; 
Unlefs,  like  you,  they  join  the  glow, 
That  melts  the  foul  to  gentlcft  woe. 

In  foft  impaflion'd  ftrain. 

Then  will  poetic  tranfports  rife, 
And  mildly  brighten  in  our  eyes; 

Then  tears  begin  to  flow : 
And  as  we  own  the  potent  lay, 
Our  duteous  hands  will  twine  the  bay 

Around  the  Poet's  brow. 

MR-  DAVID  Robertson's  ode  to  lbgait. 
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Or  the  perfonal  liiftory  of  Logan  tliere  is  no  written  memorial.  With  talents  and  virtues  that 
commanded  the  admiration  and  efteem  of  his  contemporaries,  he  has  not  had  the  good  fortune  to 
find  a  biographer.  Perhaps  tlie  time  appi  caches,  when  the  public  is  to  be  prefented  with  a  full 
and  candid  reprefentation  of  him  and  his  writings.  It  is  expedted  to  accompany  an  edition  of  his 
*'  Mifcellaneous  Works,"  which  has  been  long  meditated  by  his  friend  and  executor  the  Rev.  Dr. 
Thomas  Robertfon,  minifter  of  Dalmeny,  already  aJvantageoufly  known  to  the  public  by  his  "  In- 
quiry into  the  Fine  Arts,"  "  Hiftory  of  Mary  Queen  of  Scots,"  and  other  learned  and  ingenious 
performances. 

In  the  mean  time,  the  prefent  writer  is  able  to  give  no  other  account  of  this  accomplifhed  and 
amiable  man,  than  fuch  as  is  fupplied  by  cafual  information,  and  a  very  flight  perfonal  knowledge, 

John  Logan  was  born  at  Soutra,  in  the  parifli  of  Fala,  in  the  county  of  Mid  Lothian, 
about  the  year  1748.  He  was  the  fccond  fon  of  George  Logan,  a  farmer  at  that  place,  and  af- 
terwards at  Gofsford,  in  the  parilh  of  Aberlady,  in  the  coui.ty  of  Eaft  Lothian.  He  was  a  man 
of  flrong  parts,  and  equally  diflinguiflied  for  his  induftry  and  fkill  as  a  farmer,  and  his  integrity  and 
friendlinefs  of  difpofuion  as  a  neighbour.  In  the  latter  part  of  his  life  he  was  vilited  with  a  diforder 
that  affctSed  his  imagination  and  fpirits,  and  produced  an  unhappy  vacillation  of  mind,  from  which 
he  was  never  perfeilly  relieved.  His  mother,  Janet  WaterRon,  was  the  daughter  of  John  Water- 
flon,  a  fmall  proprietor  of  laed  at  Howden,  in  the  parilh  of  Stowe,  on  Gala  W'ater,  and  remarkable 
for  nothing  but  the  mildnefs  of  her  piety,  the  gentlenefs  of  her  difpofuion,  and  the  fimplicity  of  her 
manners.  They  had  two  fons,  of  whom  the  poet  v/as  the  youngeft.  James,  the  eldell,  followed 
the  occupation  of  his  father,  which  he  quitted  foon  after  his  death  for  the  profefTion  of  phyfic. 
He  fettled  in  America,  and  ferved  fome  time  as  a  furgeon  in  the  American  army ;  and  died  feveral 
years  before  the  poet.   Both  parents  were  Seceders,  of  the  clafs  called  Burghers. 

Early  in  life  he  difcovered  a  propenfity  to  learning  ;  and  the  uncommon  proficiency  which  he 
made  in  thole  branches  of  educacion  ufually  taught  in  remote  country  villages,  determined  his  pa- 
rents to  educate  liim  for  the  clerical  j/rofefTion. 

After  pafling  through  the  ufual  courfe  of  fchool-education  in  the  country,  he  was  font  to  the  Uni, 
verfity  of  Edinburgh,  where  he  attended  the  feveral  claffes  of  languages,  and  afterwards  applied 
hin^.fclf  to  the  feveral  branches  of  philofophy  and  theology  with  remarkable  afliduity  and  fuccefs. 

Soon  after  his  coming  to  Edinburgh,  he  contradled  an  intimacy  with  Dr.  Robertfon,  then  a 
ftudent  at  the  univerfuy ;  which  iniproved  with  their  years,  undifluibed  by  any  cafual  mif- 
take,  or  jealoufy  on  either  fide.  He  alfo  became  acquainted  with  Bruce,  who  was  his  contempora- 
ry at  the  uiiiverfity.  A  fimllarity  of  tafte  and  of  purfuits,  foon  brought  on  an  intimacy  between 
them,  which  continued  without  abatement  till  the  death  of  Bruce. 

He  had  before  this  time  given  evident  figns  of  a  propenfity  to  the  ftudy  of  poetry,  and  difcovered 
an  early  predilc(Sion  for  that  more  perfect  fpecies  of  poetical  compofitlon,  which  abounds  in  fusion 
and  fancy,  piflurefque  defcription,  and  romantic  imagery.  Hence  the  compofitions  of  Spenfcr, 
Milton,  Collins,  Akc;ifide,  Gray,  and  Mafon,  became  his  favourite  fludy  ;  and  from  admiring  their 
poetical  beauties,  the  tranCtion  was  cafy  to  his  believing  him felf  capable  o""  producing  fimilar  ex- 
cellencies. He  bfgan  to  write  verfes  early  ;  but  unluckily  none  of  his  pieces  are  dated,  fo  that  it  can- 
not be  faid  at  what  precife  age  he  ccmpofed  them. 

After  the  death  of  Bruce,  he  made  a  feledlion  from  his  MS3.  of  fuch  poems  as  he  thought  worthy 
of  publication,  and  gave  them  to  the  world  in  a  fmall  lamo  volume,  intituled  "  Poems  on  Several  Oc- 
cafions,  by  Michael  Bruce,"  printed  at  Edinburgh  ty  fubfcription,  in  1770,  with  a  Preface,  giving 
a  Ihort  account  of  his  life  and  charafier,  and  "  fome  poems  wrote  by  different  authors."  His  fhare 
in  this  mifceilany  is  varioufly  rtprefented  by  Dr.  Robertfon,  and  the  friends  of  Biuce. 

While  he  refided  in  the  country,  during  the  vacation  of  the  college,  the  reputation  of  his  abilitiesi 
procured  him  the  notice  of  Lord  Elibank,  who  then  refided  at  Ballencrief,  in  the  parilh  of  Aberlady  j 
if  nobleman,  who  to  a  ^nrutr.ma.u  knowledge  of  polite  literature,  and  other  accompliiliaieoH  bc^h 
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coining  his  rank,  joined  an  exemplary  fpirit  of  true  patrictifm,  whereof  that  part  of  the  country 

with  which  he  was  conneded,  ftill  feels  the  falutary  influence. 

When  he  had  completed  his  theologrcal  fludies,  he  refided  for  fome  time  in  the  family  of  Mr.  Sin- 
clair of  Ulbfter,  as  private  tutor  to  his  fon,  the  prefent  Sir  John  Sinclair,  Bart,  an  employment  in 
which  he  wasfucceedcd  by  his  friend  Dr.  Robertfon.  It  is  unnecefTary  to  add,  that  the  nation  is  in. 
debted  to  the  laudable  patriotifm  of  the  pupil  of  Logan,  and  of  Dr.  Robertfon,  for  the  "  Statiftical 
Account  of  Scotland,"  and  the  eflablifhment  of  the  "  Board  of  Agriculture." 

After  undergoing  the  ufual  trials  appointed  by  the  Church,  he  was  admitted  a  probationer  of  the 
Pfcfbj'ttry  of  Edinburgh,  and  foon  obtained  fo  muchdiftindion  as  an  eloquent  and  affedling  preach- 
er, that  he  was  chofen  by  the  Kirk-SefTion  and  Incorporations  of  South- Leith,  to  be  one  of  the  mi- 
nifters  of  that  parifh,  and  ordained  in  1773. 

While  he  was  engaged  in  the  duties  of  his  clerical  funflion,  he  was  not  negligent  of  literature; 
but  continued  from  time  to  time  to  exert  his  poetical  faculties  in  various  kinds  of  metrical  compo* 
fition,  to  which  nature  gave  him  a  flrong  impulfe. 

In  1779,  he  delivered  to  a  voluntary  fet  of  pupils,  in  St.  Mary's  Chapel,  Edinburgh,  during  the 
Winter  Seffion  of  the  College,  a  feries  of  ledures  on  The  Philofephy  of  Hifory,  and  met  with  the 
countenance,  approbation,  and  friendfhip  of  Dr.  Robertfon,  Principal  of  the  Univerfity,  Dr.  Blair,  Dr, 
Eergufon,  and  other  men  of  genius  and  learning. 

He  read  the  fame  courfe  of  leflures  during  the  Sefiion  of  the  College  1780,  with  fuch  general' 
approbation,  that  he  was  encouraged  to  become  a  candidate  for  the  ProfefTorfhip  of  Univerfal  Hit; 
tory  in  the  Univerfity,  then  vacant  by  the  refignation  of  John  Pringle,  Efq. :  but  this  chair  having; 
heen  always  filled  by  an  advocate,  he  was  reckoned  inadmiflible  ;  and  Alexander  Frafer  Tytler,  Efq| 
was  elecSted  by  the  Magiftrates  and  Council  of  the  city,  Feb.  16.  17S0.  upon  a  leet  prefented  by  th«j 
Faculty  of  Advocates,  | 

Tiie  reading  of  his  leflnres  the  year  following,  not  meeting  with  encouragement,  he  refolved  tcl 
commit  them  to  the  prefs,  and  publifhed  an  analjfis  of  them,  fo  far  as  they  relate  to  ancient  hiftory: 
under  the  title  of  Elements  of  the  PhUofopby  of  Hifory,  8vo,  1781,  which  was  followed  by  one  of  the 
ItAMXti  on  the  Manners  and  Goierimcnt  of  Afta,^^o,  Ij^iT,.  This  excellent  prodndlion  exhibits  00(1 
of  the  moll  fuccefsful  attempts  to  apply  the  fcience  of  moral  philofophy  to  the  illuflration  of  thehiEi 
tory  of  mankind,  that  has  yet  appeared. 

The  fame  year,  1781,  he  publifhed  his  Poems,  Svo,  in  which  he  reprinted,  with  fome  alterations' 
the  Ode  to  the  Cit(;;feo,  originally  inferted  in  the  coUetSion  of  poems  publifhed  under  the  name  0 
JBruce.     A  fecond  edition  of  his  poems  appeared  in  1783. 

In  1783,  he  offered  his  Runnamtde,  a  tragedy,  to  Mr.  Harris,  the  manager  of  Covent-Gardeii 
Theatre,  who  put  it  in  rehearfal ;  but  a  flop  was  put  to  its  reprefentation  by  an  injuniftion  fron 
the  Chamberlain's  Office,  on  account  of  the  allufions  it  was  fuppofed  to  contain  to  the  politics  01 
the  time.  It  was  therefore  firfl  prefented  from  the  prefs ;  and  notwithflandlng  the  prejudice  tbl 
world  is  apt  to  conceive  againft  dramatic  compofitions  that  have  not  been  exhibited  on  the  IJage,  wa 
very  favourably  received. 

It  was  afterwards  aded  at  the  theatre  in  Edinburgh,  with  confiderable  applaufe. 

The  failure  of  his  fcheme  of  giving  leflures,  and  the  prohibition  of  his  play,  made  a  deep  imprel 
fion  on  his  fpirits,  wh!;;h  had  always  been  unequal,  and  had  a  confiderable  effccfl  on  his  health,  whid 
from  this  time  began  vifibly  to  decline.  The  penfive  melancholy,  which  he  felt  in  commoi 
with  men  of  genius  and  feeling,  aggravated,  perhaps,  by  a  conllitutional  defctS  in  his  nervous  fyj 
tern,  that  inexplicable  part  of  our  frame,  now  became  in  fome  degree  habitual,  and  difcovered  itfe! 
in  deviations  from  the  modes  of  the  world,  and  violations  of  profeflional  decorum,  which  offend© 
his  parifhioners,  and  made  it  eligible  for  him  to  difcontinue  the  e.^ercife  of  his  clerical  funflion 

An  agreement  to  that  purpofe  uas  completed  between  him  and  the  Kirk-Scffion  and  Incorpori 
tions  of  South  Lcith,  in  1786  ;  in  confcquence  of  which  Mr.  Dickfon  was  appointed  his  affiftant  an! 
fucceffor;  and  he  retired  upon  a  moderate  annuity. 

While  this  fcheme  was  ripening,  he  went  to  London,  io  Oijlober  3725,  and  was  for  feme  ^155 
concerned  in  the "  Englifh  Sleview.''  3  ' 
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Irt  I7SS,  he  publliliecl,  without  his  name,  a  pamphlet  intituled  A  Revtutv  ef  the  Pnndpal  Charges 
■ga'inji  Mr.HaJiings,  8vo,  which  attracted  the  public  attention  in  an  uncommon  degree.  Some 
jp.'Jages  in  it  reflecting  on  the  condutfl  of  the  managers  of  the  prolecution,  being  confidered  by  the 
ioufe  of  Commons  as  an  infringement  on  their  privileges,  the  Attorney-General  was  ordered  to  pro- 
ecute  the  publifher,  Mr.  Stockdale,  who  was  tried  9th  December  1789,  and  acquitted. 

This  was  the  laft  publication  which  he  gave  to  the  world.  After  a  lingering  indifpofitlon,  he 
died  in  London,  the  aSth  of  December  1  788,  in  the  4Cth  year  of  his  age. 

By  his  will,  he  appointed  Dr.  Robertfon,  and  the  Rev.  Dr.  Donald  Grant,  his  joint  executor?,  and 
eft  them  his  books  and  manufcripfs,  to  be  fold  for  the  payment  of  legacies  to  the  amount  of  Coo  1. 
which  he  bequeathed  to  hi«  friL-nds  and  relations. 

In  1790,  a  volume  of  Seimons,  feletfled  from  his  MSS.  was  publilhed  at  Edinburgh,  in  8vo,  un- 
!er  the  fuperintendance  of  Dr.  Blair,  Dr.  Robertfon,  and  Dr.  Hardy,  Profeffor  of  Ecclefiaftical 
fiiftory  in  the  Univerfity.  A  fecond  volume  was  publifhed  in  8vo,  1791.  and  his  MSS.  in  the 
polTeflion  of  Dr.  Robertfon,  would  furnifti  an  additional  volume.  The  third  edition  of  the  two  vo- 
lumes was  printed  in  1793. 

The  following  lift  of  nis  unpubliftied  works,  and  uncollected  pieces,  was  communicated  to  the  pre- 
fent  writer,  in  a  letter  from  Dr.  Robertfon,  dated  Dalmeny,  Sept.  19.  1795- 

"  Thofe  in  verfe  confift  of  EleBra,  a  tragedy ;  the  PFedding  Day,  a  tragedy,  being  a  tranflation  in- 
to blank  verfe  of  the  Defcrtcur  of  Mercier ;  the  Carthaginian  Heroine,  a  tragedy,  but  of  which  there 
ii  only  the  firft  a<St  finiihed ;  and  about  half-a-dozen  of  fliort  lyric  poems.  Thofe  in  profe  confift  of 
eight  numbers  of  an  intended  periodical  paper,  called  the  Guardian.  The  fubjedl  of  one  of  the  num- 
;  bers  is  a  capital  effay  on  the  genius  and  writings  of  Addifon.  Befides  thefe,  I  have  alfo  in  ray  pof- 
il'fefTion  Mr.  Logan's  MS.  Letimes  on  Roman  Hijiory,  about  twenty-five  in  number,  with  fix  or  feven  in- 
trodudlory  ones  to  his  Courfe  of  Ledures  on  Univerfal  Hiftory.  His  Le<5lures  on  Roman  Hiftory 
begin  widi  Romulus,  and  come  down  to  the  fall  of  the  empire,  and  the  cftabiifhmcnt  of  the  feudal 
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"  In  the  fmall  volume  of  poems  publifhed  under  the  title  of"  Poems  by  Michael  Bruce,"  the  following 
were  compofed  by  Mr.  Logan  :  Damon,  Menalcas,  and  Melibieus ;  Fajloral  Song,  to  the  tune  of  the 
"  Yellow -Hair'd  Laddie;'*  Eclogue  in  the  manner  of  Offian  ;  Ode  to  a  Fountain ;  tvfo  Danijh  Odes; 
Clcrus  of  "  Anacreontic  to  a  Walp  ;"  the  tale  ol Le-jina  (278  lines),  in  the  poem  of  "  Lochleven  ;" 
Ode  to  j'aeli  ;  Ode  to  the  Cuckoo.^' 

It  is  of  importance  to  the  reputation  of  Bruce,  to  fubjoin  the  following  account  of  his  (hare  in  the 
volume  of  poems  publifhed  under  his  name,  given  by  his  friend  Mr.  David  Pearfon,  in  a  letter  to 
the  prefent  writer,  dated.  Little  Eaigedie,  near  KinnefTwood,  Aug.  29. 1795. 

"  I  need  not  inform  you  concerning  the  bad  treatment  that  his  [Bruce's]  poems  met  with  from  the 
Rev.  Mr  Logan,  when  he  received  from  his  father  the  whole  of  his  manufcripts,  publifhed  only  his 
own  plcafure,  and  kept  back  thnfe  poems  that  his  friends  would  moft  gladly  have  embraced;  and 
fuice  publifhed  many  of  them  in  his  own  name.  The  Cudoo  and  the  Hymns  in  the  end  of  Logan's 
book,  are  afluredly  Mr.  Bruce's  produdions." 

The  fadls  dated  in  Mr.  Pearfon's  letter  are  more  circumftantially  related  in  the  following  ex- 
tradl  of  a  letter  to  the  prefent  writer,  from  Mr.  John  Birrel,  dated  KinnefTwood,  Aug.  3I.  1795. 
The  veneration  with  which  this  worthy  and  intelligent  man  regards  the  memory  of  Bruce,  and 
the  enthufiafm  with  which  he  cultivates  his  favourite  ftudies,  are  only  lefs  meritorious  than  his  be- 
nevolent exertions  to  relieve  the  necelTities,  and  footh  the  afflicSions  of  his  aged  mother,  which  af- 
ford an  example  worthy  the  imitation  of  pcrfons  of  fufierior  rank  and  education. 

"  Some  time  before  the  poet's  father  died,  he  delivered  the  book  containing  the  firft  draught  oE 
fome  of  Michael's  poems,  his  fermons,  and  other  papers,  into  my  hand,  dejiring  I  would  keep  them, 
faying,  "  I  know  of  none  to  whom  I  would  rather  give  them  than  you,  for  you  mind  me  more  of  my 
Michael  than  any  body  ;"  a  compliment  which  I  never  deferved,  and  which  in  modefly  I  fhould  con- 
ceal. Some  years  after  I  entered  upon  terms  with  Mr.  Morifon  of  Perth,  to  fell  the  MSS.  for  the 
benefit  of  auld  Annie  [the  poet's  mother],  who  was  in  very  deflitute  circumftances.  But  in  the 
mean  time,  Dr.  Baird  wrote  for  them,  wirh  a  view  t»  republifh  Michael's  poem?,  with  any  others 
that  could  be  procured  of  his.     I  fcnt  tls.'n  :c  him  gladly,  hoping  fjon  to  fee  the  whole  in  prirjt, 

3  T  iij 


102'^  TrfE   LIFE   OF   LOGAN. 

and  the  old  woman  decently  provided  for  in  confequence.  The  fiuiihed  book  of  Michael's  poems 
\va^ given  to  Mr.  Logan,  who  never  returned  them.  Many  a  time,  with  tears  trickling  down  hrs 
cheeks,  hiis  old  Alexander  told  me  how  much  he  was  difappointed  in  Logan,  who  came  unexpec- 
tedly and  got  all  the  papers,  letters,  and  the  books  away,  without  giving  him  time  to  take  a  note  of 
the  titles,  or  getting  a  receipt  for  the  paper",  &c.  After  the  publication,  he  went  over  to  Edin- 
turgh  to  recover  them.  Mr.  Logan  defired  him  to  call  again,  and  they  would  be  ready.  He  did  fo; 
but  he  was  gone  out,  and  no  meffage  left.  He  faw  Mr.  I^ogan  on  the  ftreet,  who  told  him  that  he 
had  left  the  poems  with  the  fervants,  but  that,  as  he  did  not  get  them,  he  was  afraid  the  fervants 
had  taken  them,  and  iinged  fowls  with  them: — David  Pearfon,"  he  adds  in  another  place,  "  does 
not  remember  of  feeing  the  OJeto  the  Fountain,  The  Vernal  O.'e,  Ode  to  FaoU,  Chorus  of  Ely  ft  an  Bards,  or 
the  Banifi  Odes,  until  he  faw  them  in  print.  But  the  reft  of  the  publication  he  decidedly  afcribes 
to  Michael,  and  in  a  mofl  particular  manner  the  Cucioo,  Sjlgar  and  J)Jorna,  and  the,  other  Eclogue." 

Such  are  the  fadls  which  the  prefent  w/iter  efieems  it  a   part  of  his  duty  to  ftate,  ass  they  have 
been  communicated  to  him  by  the  rcfpedlive  friends  of  Logan  and  Bruce.    He  fball  not  intrude  up- 
on the  admirers  of  thefe  two  pcets  any  opinion  of  his  own  concerning  the  claims  of  their  refpcdtive 
friends,  fince  his  only  intention  is  to  enable  them,  from  a  confideration   of  the  faiSls,  to  form  their 
own  conclufuins;   leaving  them  ftill  open  to  the  imprcffion  of  any  additional,  or  more  fatisfadtory  | 
evidence  that  may  hereafter  arife. 
.     It  muft  not  be  concealed,  that  an  unautliorifed  report  is  wandering  about  in  the  literr.ry  circles  of 
Edinburgh,  which  afcribes  the  firft  fketch  of  the  OJc  to  the  Cuikoo  to  Bruce,  and  the  compofition,  as 
it  now  {lands,  to  Logan,  who,  it  is  faid,  improved  and  embellifiied  it  fo  much,  as  to  make  it  in  a  . 
great  meafure  his  ov/n.     On  the  other  hand,  his  cptifin  Mrs.  Hutchifon,  wife  of  Mr.  John  Hutchi- 
fon,  merchant  in  Edinburgh,  informs  the  prefent  writer  tiiat  fte  faw  the  Ode  in  Logan's  hand-writ- 
ing before  it  was  printed.     If  the  tefiimonies  of  Dr.  Robertfon  and  Mrs.  Hutchifon  went  the  length 
of  eflablifhing  the  exiilence  of  the  Ode  in  Logan's  hand-writing  in  Bruce's  lifetime,   or  before  hi« 
AISS,  came  into  Logan's  poffeffion,  they  might  be  confidered  aa  decifivc  of  the  controverfy.     The  i 
fuppreflion  of  Bruce's  MbS.  it  muft  be  owned,  is  a  circumftance  unfavourable  to  the  pretenCons  of 
Logan. 

No  new  edition  of  his  Poems  has  been  called  for  fince  his  death.  They  are  now,  reprinted  from  ' 
the  edition  1782,  received,  for  the  firft  time,  into  a  colledion  of  clafiical  Englifn  poetry.  In  this 
edition  the  prefent  writer  has  not  ventured,  upon  the  authority  of  Dr.  Robertfon,  to  give  him  the  1 
pieces  afcribed  to  him  in  Bruce's  "  Poems,"  which  be  did  not  think  proper  to  claim  himfelf ;  nei- 
ther has  he  prefumed,  upon  the  authority  of  Mr.  Pearfon,  to  deprive  him  of  the  Ode  to  the  Cucioi,  to  ! 
■which  he  has  put  his  name.  In  juftice  to  both  poets,  he  has  followed  the  collesftion  of  their  poems,; 
printed  under  their  refpedive  names,  in  the  prefent  edition,  diftinguifliing  the  pieces  which  have  1 
teen  claimed  for  the  one  or  the  other  by  their  refpedive  friend?. 

Logan  was  a  man  of  very  amiable  difpofitions,  and  of  very  agreeable  manners.  He  loved  andi 
efteemed  his  friends,  and  was  by  them  loved  and  efteemcd.  He  was  rcfpeded  by  the  world  as  a  ; 
man  of  fuperior  talents,  learning,  and  virtue.  Genius,  a  fufficicnt  ftock  of  profcflional  erudition,  and  a  : 
happy  facility  of  communication,  diftinguilhed  him  as  a  public  inftrudor.  Failings  he  had  undoubt- : 
edly  ;  many  of  his  friends  will  remember  them  j  but  he  had  no  failings  which  did  not  proceed  fromi 
an  unhappy  conftitutional  temperament.  In  feeling  minds  paflions  naturally  burn  with  too  much  1 
vehemence.  His  fenfibility  was  too  ardent,  his  pafTions  were  too  eafily  moved.  His  fpirits  were  al- 
ways much  elated,  or  much  dcpreflcd.  After  the  failure  of  his  fchemes  of  literary  ambition,  thci 
frequency  and  duration  of  his  periods  of  melancholy  became  more  remarkable.  His  health  conti- 
iiually  declined.  He  grew  burdenfome  to  himfelf,  and  with  the  ufual  weaknefs  of  men  fo  difeafed,; 
eagerly  fnatched  that  temporary  relief  which  the  bottle  fupplies;  a  weaknefs  which,  in  his  unhap»i 
py  circuniftances,  refltds  no  diflionour  on  his  memory,  and  cannot  be  remembered,  but  with  pitf 
and  fadncfs. 

Aa  an  author,  Logan  has  diftinguifhed  himfelf  as  an  biflorlan,  a  dhlne  and  a  foet. 

His  Elements  of  the  Philofophy  of  Hiftory,  difplay  the  deep  penetration,  comprehenfive  views,  antfi 
animated  compofition,  which  diftinguiflied  his  coi;rfe  of"  Ledures  on  Ancient  and  Modern  Hifto»: 
ry."    Ho  ap^jcars  from  thefe  outlines,  to  have  taken  a  very  comprehenfive  and  philofophical  fuP-i 
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vej  of  t  he  iiiflory  of  mankind.  Though  they  were  particularly  intended  for  his  pupils,  they  may 
be  of  ufe  to  readers  of  hiftory  in  general,  in  leading  them  to  contemplate  events  in  their  connexion 
with  each  other,  and  in  relation  to  their  caufes,  and  iu  fuggefting  hints  of  fpeculation  and  inquiry. 
In  this  excellent  produdion,  as  well  as  in  his  Dijertjtion  on  Afm,  he  fhows  himfelf  to  be  both  a 
Iran  of  erudition  and  a  philofopher.  But,  befides  this,  we  difcovcr  in  them  fomc  of  the  principal 
qualifications  of  a  poet,  a  vein  of  imagery  and  invention,  and  the  true  flame  of  genius. 

It  is  no  unpleafant  refleiflion,  to  be  able  to  find  fo  many  elegant  writers  of  fermons  among  the 
Scottifti  preachers;  in  the  firfl  rank  of  which  Logan  ftands  very  high.  Leechman,  Craig,  Far^ 
quhar,  Walker,  Logan,  Dryfdale,  Gerard,  Lament,  Charters,  and  Blair,  are  fuch  writers  of  fer- 
mons, as  any  country  might  with  juftice  be  proud  uf.  It  is  rem;irkable,  that  an  art  which  has  beea 
fo  long  and  fo  conflantly  pradlifed  as  that  of  preaching,  (hould  hitherto  have  furnifljed  fo  very  few 
models  of  eloquence.  It  was  in  France  that  the  firft  attempts  appear  to  have  been  made  towards 
any  improvement  in  this  fpecles  of  compofition.  In  the  reign  of  Lewis  XIV.  the  eloquence  of  the 
pulpit  was  carried  to  a  perfedtion  which  has  not  fince  been  exceeded  by  the  writers  of  that  or 
any  other  country.  The  firft  who  diftinguilhed  themfelves  in  France  by  their  eloquence  ia 
preaching,  were  BofTuet,  Flechier,  and  Bourdaloue;  and  the  two  former  were  furpafled  by  the  lat- 
ter, who  united  with  confiderable  warmth,  and  remarkable  correftnefs  and  purity  of  expreffion, 
great  force  and  ftrength  of  reafoning.  Thefe  were  followed  by  MafTillon,  who  exceeded  all 
his  predecefTors,  and  has  afforded  the  moft  perfect  models  of  pulpit-eloquence  that  have  yet  ap- 
peared in  any  country.  Bourdaloue,  nervous  in  his  ftyle,  fimple  in  his  expreflion,  and  acute 
in  his  reafoning,  aims  at  convincing  the  underflanding,  rather  than  at  touching  the  heart.  Maf= 
fillon,  not  lefs  nervous  in  his  ftyle,  but  more  acute  in  his  expreflion,  espreffes  himfelf  in  a  lan- 
guage didlated  by  the  richeft  imagination  and  the  moft  delicate  tafte  ;  and,  addreffing  himfelf  to  the 
heart,  hurries  us  along  with  a  never-failing  torrent  of  the  warmeft  and  moft  paflionate  eloquence. 

In  England  the  art  of  preaching  has  made  a  lefs  diftinguifhed  progrefs,  and  is  yet  far  from  having 
arrived  at  that  degree  of  perfedlion  which  the  French  have  attained.  Before  the  Reftoration,  there 
is  hardly  a  preacher  whufe  fermons  deferve  to  be  read.  The  fpirit  of  religious  controverfy  gave 
thera  fome  warmth  ;  but,  utterly  void  of  tafte,  and  deftitute  of  elegance  of  expreflion,  they  abound 
in  cold  divifions  and  fcholaftic  jargon.  Then  appeared  Sanderfon  and  Barrow,  who,  deviating  from 
the  involved  method  of  their  predecefTors,  introduced  a  mode  lefs  formal,  though  not  quite  pure 
from  the  parade  of  artificial  compofition.  In  that  reign,  Scott,  diffufe,  figurative,  ferioas,  and  fer- 
vent, formed  a  manner  peculiar  to  himfelf,  which,  without  an  equal  portion  of  congenial  talents, 
it  was  impoffible  to  imitate.  About  the  end  of  the  laft,  and  the  beginning  of  the  prefent  century, 
fome  improvements  were  made.  In  the  fermons  cf  Tillotfon  there  is  remarkable  good  fenfe,  accom- 
panied with  fimplicity,  and  confiderable  purity  of  exprelTion.  Clarke  pondered  his  fubjecfts  with  pa- 
tience, compared  the  Bible  carefully  with  itfelf,  argued  coolly,  decided  with  caution,  wrote  with  pre- 
cifion,  and  feldoni  admitted  an  in^proper  word,  or  gave  it  a  wrong  pofition  ;  but  he  is  generally  dry 
and  uninterefting.  Butler's  fermons  are  for  the  moft  part  upon  very  ahftrufe  metaphyfical  points,  little 
fuit°d  to  the  pulpit,  cr  to  the  generality  of  readers.  In  the  fermons  of  Seed  there  is  found  and  clear 
reafoning ;  the  e.-spr efllon  is  lively  and  elegant,  and  the  nidnner  warm  and  interefting  ;  bait  his  ftyle 
is  often  too  artificial,  as  oppofed  to  natural.  The  fermons  of  Hoadly,  Sherlock,  Seeker,  Jortin,  and 
many  others,  though  juflly  celebrated  for  their  found  and  clear  reafoning,  and  nervous  expreflion,  yet 
hardly  ever  afford  any  examples  of  an  animated  and  paffionate  eloquence,  Atterbury  is  almoft  the 
only  Englifh  preacher  who  has  attained  any  remarkable  elegance,  or  who  apjToaches  in  any  degree 
to  the  eloquence  of  the  French.  His  ftyle  is  more  nervous,  his  expreflion  more  elegant,  and  his  man- 
ner more  warm  and  afftfling  than  almoft  any  of  the  Englifb  preachers ;  but  he  is  fometimes  care- 
lefs  and  incorredl,  and  fometimes  even  flat  and  infipid. 

If  the  Englifn  preachers  have  fallen  fhort  of  the  eloquence  of  tlie  French,  thofe  of  Scotland  have 
been  ftiil  farther  behind.  The  genius  of  prefbytery,  and  the  manners  of  the  people,  were  unfavour- 
able to  a  refined  and  polifhed  eloquence.  Of  late,  however,  together  with  other  irfiprovementSj 
good  fenfe,  elegance,  and  corredlnefa,  have  come  to  be  attempted  in  the  difcourfes  from  the  pulpit; 
^  and  fome  preachers  have  appeared,  who,  in  found  and  difpaflionate  reafoning,  in  order  and  clearnefs, 
•ad  even  in  purity  and  elegance  of  espr^'Jion,  have  rivalled  tlic  nioft  celebrated  preachers  of  o'.G' 
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aeighbourlng  country.  The  firft  who  appears  to  have  (lifting uifhed  himfelf  in  Scotland,  tjy  the 
good  fenfe,  found  reafoning,  and  manly  fimplicrty  of  his  pulpit  compofitions,  was  Dr.  Leechman. 
Some  improvements  virere  made  by  fucceeding  preachers,  and  fermons  became  gradually  more  fa- 
Ihionable.  Thofe  of  Mr.  Walker,  as  the  produiiiionsof  tafte  and  genius,  exercifed  on  important  fub- 
jeds,  were  dcfervcdiy  commended.  But  the  polifh  of  Dr.  Blair,  which  gave  elegance  to  fen- 
timents  not  too  profound  for  common  comprehenfion,  nor  too  obvious  to  be  uninterefting,  was 
wanting  to  render  this  ipecies  of  eompofition  popular  and  generally  pleafmg.  By  eqiploying  the 
Btmoft  exertions  of  a  vigorous  mind,  and  of  patient  ftudy,  to  felc<S:  the  bed  ideas,  and  to  prune  off 
every  fuperfluous  thought,  by  taking  pains  to  embellifii  them  by  all  the  beauties  of  language  and 
elegant  expreffi.>n,  and  by  repeatedly  examining,  with  the  feverity  of  an  enlightened  critic,  every 
fentence,  and  erafing  every  harfh  and  uncouth  phrafe,  he  has  produced  the  mod  elegant  models 
of  pulpit-compr)fjtion  that  has  yet  appeared  in  thefe  kingdoms.  In  confequence  of  Dr.  Johnfon's 
approbation,  one  hundred  pounds  were  given  for  the  firft  volume  of  his  fermons;  which,  on  ac- 
count of  the  excenfive  fale,  the  proprietors  doubled.  They  gave  him  3CO 1.  for  the  fecond,  ■ 
and  600  1.  for  each  of  the  two  fucceeding  volumes ;  which  was  more  than  ever  a  work  of  equal- 
bulk  procured  from  bookfcllers;  bat  they  increafed  the  fale  of  the  former  volumes. 

The  Sermons  of  Logan,  though  not  fo  exquifitely  polilhed  as  th<.fe  of  Dr.  Blair,  poffefs  in  a  higher 
.degree  the  animated  and  paflionate  eloquence  of  Maflillon  and  Atterbury.  His  eompofition  is  every-  . 
where  excellent.  Its  leading  tharaiSleriftics  are  ftrength,  elegance,  and  fimplicity.  The  formation  of 
his  fentences  appears  the  moft  inartificial,  though  at  the  fame  time  it  will  be  found  to  be  {tri(Sily  cor- 
redt.  But  the  manner,  amidft  all  its  beauties,  is  on  the  firft  perufal  loft  in  the  enjoyment  the  reader 
feels  from  the  fentiment.  Devotional  and  folemn  fubjeiSs  peculiarly  accord  with  his  feelings  and  ge- 
nius. In  exhibiting  deep  and  folemn  views  of  human  life,  his  fentiments  are  bold  and  varied,  and  ■ 
his  imagination  teems  with  the  moft  feothing  and  elevated  figures.  His  knowledge  of  poetry  in  ge- 
neral, and  his  relifh  for  its  higheft  beauties,  are  every  where  confpicuous.  Topics  fuch  as  thefe, 
■which  we  have  fcen  illuftrated  before  a  thoufand  times,  are  made  to  pafs  before  the  mind  in  the 
moft  imprefiive  and  affedting  manner;  and  for  a  moment  we  deceive  ourfelves  into  a  belief  that  the 
fubjedts  themfelves  niuft  be  new  to  us.  But  it  appears  to  have  been  no  part  of  his  plan,  to  feek  out 
for  new  fubjeds  of  preaching,  or  to  excite  his  ingenuity  in  exhibiting  new  views  of  moral  and  reli- 
gious topics.  To  embellifli  the  moft  common  fubjedts,  which  are  certainly  the  moft  proper  and  ufe- 
ful,  with  new  ornaments ;  to  perfuade  by  a  more  forcible  and  more  captivating  illuftration  ;  to  unite 
the  beauties  of  elegant  didiion,  and  the  fplendour  of  fine  imagery  ;  in  this  lay  his  chief  exertions,  and 
here  refts  his  chief  praife.  The  fe,iirtb,  ninth,  and  eUi/enth  difcourfcs,  in  the  firft  volume,  remind  us 
that  the  Sermons  are  pofthumous,  and  many  of  them,  at  leaft,  not  intended  for  publication.  The  firfl 
head  of  the  fourth  fermon,  and  three  fhcrt  paffages  in  the  ninth,  are  almoft  literal  tranfcripts  from 
Seed's  fermon  "  On  the  Path  of  the  Jnft  ;"  and  almoft  the  one-half  of  the  f/^WK/i  is  taken  from  Seed's 
fermon  on  "  Charity."  It  is  evident  that  he  was  indolent  at  times,  and  did  not  write  up  to  his  pow- 
ers, contenting  himfelf  with  producing  what  was  at  hand,  rather  than  feeking  what  was  beft,  and 
what  he  could  have  given.  It  is  aUo  evident  that  what  is  his  own,  is  fuperior  to  what  is  foreign,  and 
that  he  has  im.proved  what  he  has  adopted.  The  Prayers  and  Addrejfts  to  communicants,  in  the  ce- 
lebration of  the  Sacrament  of  the  Lord  s  Supper,  according  to  the  form  in  which  that  folemn  or- 
dinance is  generally  adminiftred  in  the  prefect  times  in  Scotland,  are  diftinguilhed  compofitions,  and 
highly  devotional. 

As  a  poet,  Logan  appears  to  no  lefs  advantage  than  in  thofe  departments  of  literature  in  which 
we  have  furveyed  him.  He  is  charadlerifed  by  that  pregnancy  of  invention,  that  exquifite  fenfibi- 
lity,  and  that  genuine  enthufiafm,  which  are  the  invariable  fandlions  beftowed  by  nature  on  every 
true  pnet.  His  poems  are  the  produdlions  of  a  mind  tremblingly  alive  to  thofe  fine  impulfesof  paf- 
fion  which  form  the  foul  of  poetic  eompofition,  and  familiarifed  to  all  the  moft  delicate  graces  of 
the  poetic  art.  He  difcovers  tafte  and  delicacy  of  fentiment,  joined  to  a  great  fliare  of  poetical  ima- 
gination. His  thoughts  are  always  juft,  and  often  ftriking.  His  images  are  plcafing  and  pidlu- 
refque,  and  his  language  is  for  the  moft  part  corredl  and  harmonious.  Sprightly  fubjedls  he  treat* 
•with  «afc;  in  thepathttic  and  foknui  he  i&a  mafter.  The  per.fivenefs  of  his  difpolition,  though  un- 
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fortunate  for  Mtnftlf,  enriched  his  poetical  vein,  and  fbaded  his  compofitions  with  a  tender  melan- 
choly.    Melpomene,  Erato,  and  Euterpe;  were  his  favourite  ff'ufes. 

His  Runnamede  is  the  greateft.  effort  of  his  genius.  The  title  is  taken  from  the  place  where  the 
famous  Magna  Charta  was  obtained.  The  ftory  is  founded  on  the  conteft  between  King  John  and 
his  barons.  The  under-plot  is  borrowed,  without  any  acknowledgnoent,  from  the  Tancredi  of  Vol- 
taire. This  is  evident  from  the  following  lift  of  correfpondent  charadlers  ;  Tanci  ede,  Eliiine, 
Orbaffan,  Arden,  Argive,  AlbematU,  Aldanion,  Edgar,  Anienaide,  Elvina,  the  Sultan,  and  the  Daw 
fbin.  It  is  not,  however,  a  mere  tranflation  of  the  Tancrede.  It  has  variations  in  the  circumftances, 
and  variations  in  the  conduA  of  the  ftory.  The  favage  temper  of  Amenaide  is  properly  foftened 
in  Elvina ;  an  unnatural  connedtion  is  formed  between  the  love-tale  and  the  conteft  of  the  barons 
with  King  John  ;  the  ftory  terminates  happily,  and  the  performance  is  made  more  dxamatieaJ. 
The  fubjedl  is  announced  in  the  Frologur,  in  an  elevated  tone. 

A  namelefs  youth  beheld  with  noble  rage 
One  I'ubjed;  ftill  a  ftranger  to  the  ftage; 
A  name  that's  mufic  to  the  Britilh  ear  ! 
A  name  that's  worfhlpp'd  in  the  Britifli  fphere  '. 
Fair  Liierfy,  the  goddefs  of  the  ifle, 
Who  bleffes  England  with  a  guardian  fmile. 
The  play  Is  intended  to  awaken  fentiments  of  liberty  and  public  fpirit  in  the  hearts  of  his  conn- 
trymen.     Baz  LiL'tty   is  by  no  means  a  f  ranger  to  tht  Jlage.     It  makes  the  principal  fubjed  cf  the 
"  Cato"  of   Addifon,  and  has  been  brought  forward  by  Voltaire  in  his  "  Brutus,"  and  "  Death  of 
Cxfar,"  to  omit  a  crowd  of  lefs  illuftrious  examples.     The  ftories  which  form  the  moft  fttikii  g  ex- 
emplification of  moral  or  political  heroifm,  the  death  of  Socrates,  or  the  cacaftrophe  of  Cato,  though 
inexpreflibly  beautiful  and  engaging  in  themfelves,  are  by  no  means  calculated  to  fucceed  upon  the 
theatre.   This  has  been  imputed  to  the  neceflity  of  introducing  the  paffion  of  love,  in  order  to  make 
a  tragedy  interefting.     But  this  is  by  no  means  the  cafe.     The  tragedies  of  Shakfpeare,  the  Atbalk, 
the  Merop:,  and  the  Orphdin  d;  la  Chine,  of  the  French  theatre,  have  been  fuccefsful  without  this  fub- 
fldiary  aid.     In  reality,  nothing  mr,re  is  requifue  than  an  event  full  of  anxiety  and  uncertainty,  and 
fubjecft  to  the  greateft  and  moft  unexpedled  changes  of  fortune.    Addifon  found  the  inability  of  fup- 
porting  thereprefentation  of  five  ads,  merely  by  the  patriotifm  of  Cato.  Logan  has  alfo  found  the  ne- 
ceffity  of  recurring  to  the  aid  of  an  improbable  love-tale.  Exdufive  of  the  inpdicioafnefs  of  this  cir- 
cumftaiicc,  it  muft  be  allowed  to  be  a  very  interefting  and  pathetic  performance.  The  didion  is  ner- 
vous and  elegant ;   though  it  is  fomct  mes  deficient  in  grace,  and  fometimes  chargeable  with  redun- 
dancy and   amplification.     It   ha?   i:.n.ny  paffages  highly  dramatic  and  highly  poetical.     It  has    a 
beauty  diredly  the  reverfe  of  amp!ii;cation.     He  not  unfrequently  concenters  a  thought  which  an 
unlkilful  poet  would  have  dilatrd,  in  a  very  few  words,  and  by  that  means  gives  it  a  high  degree  of 
force  and  pathos.     The  whole  performance  is  animated  with  the  nobleft  enthufiafm  for  liberty,  and 
is  ftamped  with  the  peculiar  charadter'.  of  genius.     The  fpiritcd  addrefs  to  King  John,  which  i.s  put 
into  the  mouth  cf  Ehlne,  afferting  the  natural  rights  of  mankind,  in  oppofition  to  tyranny  and  op- 
prefiicn,  is  the  moft   fingular  palT-.ge   in  the  play.     But  it  is  oifficult  to  intereft  the  generality  of 
readers  in  fentiments  of  public  virtue,  which  are  in  a  great  meafure  peculiar  to  minds  of  a  fuperior 
order. 

In  his  Odes  he  is  rather  charaderifed  by  the  fprightly  and  tender,  than  by  the  fublime  ;  yet  his 
mufe  preferves  her  dignity,  and  retains  that  plcafing  wildnefs,  that  excuifive  humour,  which  necefla- 
rily  enter  into  thtf  genius  of  lyric  poetry.  She  difcovers  not  by  the  barbarity  of  her  accent,  and 
the  harftinefs  of  her  numbers,  that  (he  has  acquired  her  firft  ideas  of  harmony  and  modulation  north 
of  the  Tweed.  The  numbers  are  eafy,  the  language  is  elegant,  and  the  ilanzas  are  regular  through- 
out. The  regular  meafure  is  always  preferable  to  locfe  and  irregular  numbers,  while  the  length  and 
variety  of  the  ftanza  prevent  the  difguft  of  monotony;  becaufe  in  poetry,  as  in  mufic,  it  is  nec.flary 
that  there  ihould  be  a  proportion  of  parts,  fo  that  the  ear  fhould  be  accuftomed  v;ith  the  modulation. 
The  feledion  ot  his  fubjeds  difnlays  at  once  the  delicacy  of  his  tafte,  and  the  fenfibility  of  his  heart. 
The  Ode  to  the  Cucieo,  which  he  is  fippofed  to  have  written,  and  certainly  improved,  is  diftinguilh- 
ed  by  the  delicate  graces  of  fimplicity  and  tendemefs,  in  the  higheft  degree.  The  hint  of  this  exqui- 
fite  performance  was  probaply  t&ksn  from  [[  A  Sopg  (o  ;hs  Cuckoo,"  Uie  earlieft  fpetimen  o£  ioug* 
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writing  extant  in  our  language;  but  the  train  of  the  thoughts  is  purely  originah  His  Oic  to  Wimen 
is  fprightly  and  poetical,  but  inclines  more  to  the  beautiful  than  to  ihc  /ubUme  fpecies  of  lyric  com- 
pofition.  It  is  more  in  the  manner  of  Anacreon  than  Pindar.  We  cannot,  however,  admit  that 
any  modern  breathes  the  true  fpirit  of  Anacreon.  There  is,  in  the  found  of  the  Teian  lyre,  an  ir- 
refiftible  and  ineffable  magic,  when  ftruck  by  the  band  of  its  original  mafter,  which  no  other  touch 
can  extort.  His  Odes  written  in  Spring  and  Autumn,  and  his  other  defcriptive  and  allegorical  per- 
formances, are  not  deflitute  of  pathetic  fentinient  and  agreeable  defcription;  but  their  fpirit  and  ge- 
nius are  of  a  more  abflraiSlcd  kind,  and  will  be  mod  admired  by  thofe  few  congenial  minds,  who 
can  difcern  and  feel  the  finer  influences  of  fancy,  who  can  enjoy  the  enthuliafm  of  vifionary  com- 
munications, and  afpire  to  the  regions  of  ideal  exiftence.  But,  abftrailed  from  all  external  praife, 
there  is  a  charm  in  the  indulgence  of  poetic  fancy ;  afed  in  this  refpedl  poetry,  like  virtue,  is  its  own 
reward.  • 

Of  his  Zo-vers  and  Tale  the  fentiments  arc  delicate  and  noble,  and  the  narration  is  animated  and 
agreeable.  He  judicioufly  avoids  that  minutenefs,  which  anticipates  every  reflection  of  the  read- 
er, and  fupports  attention  without  an  affedation  of  brilliancy,  and  without  wandering  from  his 
purpofe,  like  an  ordinary  artift,in  fearch  of  flowers  and  embellifliment.  He  well  knew  that  poetry, 
when  it  fails  ta  intereft  the  affed.ions,  is  no  longer  the  animated  language  of  nature.  His  Braes  ef 
Tarrtzv  is  an  imitation  of  Hamilton's  beautiful  ballad  of  that  name;  but  his  flory  of  the  bereaved 
bride  furpalTes  the  original.  Ovid,  Propertius,  and  TibuUus,  never  corepofed  a  more  affe<3ing  and 
impaflioned  elegy.  The  poem  on  Hero  and  Leander  cannot  boafl  a  ftronger  infufion  of  the  fofE 
and  tender,  of  energy  and  pathos. 

His  Hymns  may  challenge  a  comparifon  with  the  mod  popular  compofulons  of  that  kind  in  our 
language;  but  they  add  little  to  his  poetical  reputation.  Aloft  of  them  were  originally  printed, 
with  feme  variations,  in  the  colkflion  of  "  Tranilations  ar.d  Paraphrafes  of  Sacred  Scripture," 
I781,  ufed  in  public  worfhip  in  Scotland.  It  appears  from  atopy  of  the  "  Paraphrafes,  &c."  in 
the  pofTeflion  of  Dr.  Robertfon,  in  which  the  feveral  authors  are  diftinguilhed  by  Logan,  that  he 
is  the  moft  confiderable,  as  well  as  the  moft  poetical  contributor  tp  that  colledion  of  facred  poems. 
In  majefly  and  fublimity  of  fentiment,  grandeur  and  folemnity  of  defcription,  and  beauty  and  fim- 
plicity  of  expreflion,  he  maintains  a  diilinguilhed  fuperiority  over  his  competitors.  His  verfion  of 
Gene/is  xxvii.  ao — aa.  has  exceeding  merit.  If  his  eflorts  to  'fmooih  the  path  of  duty  by  the  pov/- 
crs  of  imagination,  and  to  win  our  attention  to  the  precepts  of  life  by  ornament  and  harmony,  arc 
fometimes  unfuccefsful,  his  motives  at  Icaft  deferve  applaufe.  He  is  even  entitled  to  fome  praife, 
for  having  done  better  than  otherp,  what  no  verfifier  of  the  facred  writings  has  done  well.  "  Poetical 
devotion,"  to  ufe  the  emphatical  words  of  Dr.  Johnfon,  in  his  Life  of  Waller,  "  cannot  often  pleafe. 
(Contemplative  piety,  or  the  intercourfe  between  Gad  and  the  human  foul,  cannot  be  poetical. 
Man,  admitted  to  implore  the  mercy  of  his  Creator,  and  plead  the  merits  of  his  Redeemer,  is  al- 
ready in  a  higher  ftatc  than  poetry  can  confer.  Whatever  is  great,  defirable,  or  tremendous,  is 
tomprifed  in  the  name  of  the  Supreme  Being.  Omnipotenca  cannot  be  exalted,  Infinity  cannot 
be  amplified,  Perfedion  cannot  be  improved.  Of  fcntiments  purely  religious,  it  will  be  generally 
found  that  the  moft  fimple  exprefQon  is  the  moft  fublime.  Poetry  iofes  its  luftre  and  its  power, 
becaufe  it  is  applied  to  the  decoration  of  fomething  more  excellent  than  itfelf.  The  ideas  of  Chrif- 
tian  theology  are  too  fimple  for  eloquence,  too  facred  for  fiftion,  and  too  majeftic  for  ornament ;  t» 
recommend  thtm  by  tropes  and  figures,  is  to  magnify  by  a  concave  mirror  the  fidereal  hemif- 
phere."  But  bcfides  this  want  of  conformity  and  allimilation  between  piety  and  poetry,  there  ia 
another  reafon  why  the  verfification  of  the  facred  writings  ihould  not  be  attended  with  fuccefs ;  the 
want  of  conformity  and  aflimilation  between  fcnguage  and  fentiment.  Nothing  can  be  more  ftrik- 
jiig  and  oppofite  than  the  different  genius  of  the  Englilh  and  the  Hebrew  poetry.  The  Eaftern  Mufa 
is  daring,  fervent,  and  unfubdued  in  her  progrefs ;  fnatching  at  figures  remote  in  their  nature  and 
•lifpofition,  frequently  inattentive  to  confiftency  and  conne(5lion,  defultory  in  fentiment,  and  abrupt 
in  expreflion.  Thefe  qualities  are  utterly  unfit  for  the  regular  and  limited  walks  of  rhyme.  The 
fongs  of  Sion  will  no  more  bend  to  the  genius  of  a  ftrange  language,  than  their  fingers  would  of  old 
te  the  commands  of  their  conquerors,  when  called  upon  to  ling  them  ia  a  ilrangc  landi 
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POEMS. 


ODE  TO  TH&  CUCKOO. 

xIail,  beauteous  firanger  of  the  grove!        " 

Thou  meffenger  of  Spring  ! 
Now  Heaven  repairs  thy  rural  feat, 

And  woods  thy  welcome  fing. 

What  time  the  daify  decks  the  green, 

Thy  certain  voice  we  hear  ; 
Haft  thou  a  ftar  to  guide  thy  path» 

Or  mark  the  rolling  year  I    . 

Delightful  vlfitant !  with  thee 

I  hail  the  time  of  flowers, 
And  hear  the  found  of  mufic  fweet 

From  birds  among  the  bowers. 

The  fchool-boy,  wandering  through  the  wood 

To  pull  the  primrofe  giy, 
Starts,  the  new  voice  of  Spring  to  hear, 

And  imitates  thy  lay. 

What  time  the  pea  puts  on  the  bloom 

Thou  fliefl  thy  vocal  vale, 
An  annual  gucft  in  other  lands, 

Another  Spring  to  haiL 

Sweet  bird  !  thy  bower  is  ever  green, 

Thy  flcy  is  ever  clear; 
Thou  haft  no  forrow  in  thy  fong. 

No  winter  in  thy  year  ! 

O  could  I  fly,  I'd  fly  with  thee  ! 

We'd  make,  with  joyful  wing, 
Our  annual  vifit  o'er  the  globe, 

Companions  of  the  Spring. 


SONG. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

*  Thy  braes  were  bonny,  Yarrow  flream  \ 
"  When  firft  on  them  I  met  my  lover ; 

"  Thy  braes  how  dreary,  Yarrow  ftream! 
"  >A''hen  now  thy  waves  his  body  cover  ! 

"  For  ever  now,  O  Yarrow  flream  I 
"  Thou  art  t«  me  a  flream  of  forrow ; 


"  For  never  on  thy  banks  fhall  I 

"  Behold  my  love,  the  flower  of  Yarrov?. 

"  He  promifed  me  a  milk-white  fleed, 

"  To  bear  me  to  his  father's  bowers; 
"  He  prorsiifed  me  a  little  page, 

"  To  'f quire  me  to  his  father's  towers ; 
"  He  promifed  me  a  wedding-ring,— 

"  The  wedding-day  was  fix'd  to-morrow  ;-• 
"  Now  he  is  wedded  to  his  grave, 

"  Alas,  his  watery  grave  in  Yarrow! 

"  Sweet  were  her  words  when  laft  we  met; 

"  My  pafTion  I  as  freely  told  him  ! 
"  Clafp'i  in  his  arms,  I  little  thought 

"  That  I  fhould  never  more  behold  him! 
"  Scarce  was  he  gone,  I  faw  his  ghoft ; 

"  It  vanifh'd  with  a  fhriek  of  forrow; 
"  Thrice  did  the  water-v/raith  afcend, 

"  And  gave  a  doleful  groan  through  Yarrow. 

"  His  mother  from  the  window  look'd, 

"  With  all  the  longing  of  a  mother ; 
"  His  little  fifter  weeping  walk'd 

"  The  green-wood  path  to  meet  her  brother: 
"  They  fought  him  eaft,  they  fought  him  weft, 

"  They  fought  him  all  the  foreft  thorough  ; 
"  They  only  faw  the  cloud  of  night, 

"  They  only  heard  the  roar  of  Yarrow. 

"  No  longer  from  thy  window  look, 

"  Thou  haft  no  fon,  thou  tender  mother ! 
"  No  longer  walk,  thou  lovely  maid  I 

"  Alas,  thou  haft  no  more  a  brother ! 
"  No  longer  feek  him  eaft  or  weft, 

"  And  fearch  no  more  the  foreft  thorough; 
"  For,  wandering  in  the  night  fo  dark, 

"  He  fell  a  lifelefs  corfe  in  Yarrow. 

"  The  tear  (hall  never  leave  my  cheek, 

"  No  other  youth  fhall  be  my  marrow; 
"  I'll  feek  thy  body  in  the  ftream, 

"  And  then  with  thee  I'll  fleep  in  Yarrow.'' 
The  tear  did  never  leave  her  cheek. 

No  other  youth  became  her  marrow; 
She  found  his  body  in  the  flream. 

And  npw  with  him  flie  fleeps  in  Yarrow. 


ioi& 


ODE 

ON   THE  35EATH  OF  A  YOUNG  LADY 


The  peace  of  Heaven  attend  thy  ftade. 
My  early  friend,  my  favourite  maid  ! 
When  iife  was  new,  companions  gay, 
We  hall'd  the  morning  of  our  day. 

At,  with  what  joy  did  I  behold 
The  flower  of  beauty  fair  unfold  ! 
And  fear'd  no  ftorni  to  blaft  thy  bloom, 
Or  bring  thee  to  an  early  tomb  ! 

Untimely  gone  !  for  ever  fled 
The  rofes  of  the  cheek  fo  red ; 
Th'  affeftion  warm,  the  temper  mild, 
The  fweetnefs  that  in  forrow  fmil'd. 

Alas!  the  cheek  where  beauty  glow'd. 
The  heart  where  goodnefs  ovcrflow'd, 
A  clod  amid  the  valley  lies. 
And  "  duft  to  dull"  the  mourner  cries. 

0  from  thy  kindred  early  torn, 
And  to  thy  grave  uiitimtiy  borne! 
Vanilh'd  for  ever  from  my  view. 
Thou  lifter  of  my  Ibul,  adieu ! 

Fair  with  my  firft  ideas  twin'd, 
*1  hine  image  oft  will  meet  my  mind ; 
And,  while  remembrance  brings  thee  near, 
Affcdion  iad  will  drop  a  tear. 

How  oft  does  forrow  bend  thy  head, 
Before  we  dwell  among  the  dead  ! 
Scyrce  in  the  years  of  manly  prime, 
I've  often  wept  the  wrecks  of  time. 

What  tragic  tears  bedew  the  eye  ! 
What  deaths  we  fuffer  ere  we  die  ! 
Our  broken  friendfhips  we  deplore. 
And  loves  of  youth  that  are  no  more  ! 

No  after-friendfliip  e'er  can  raife 

1  h'  endearments  of  our  early  days ; 
And  ne'er  the  heart  fuch  fondnefs  prove, 
As  when  it  firft  began  to  love. 

Afrc6lion  dies,  a  vernal  flower; 
And  love,  the  blofTom  of  an  hour; 
The  fpring  of  fancy  cares  controul, 
And  mar  the  beauty  of  the  foul, 

Vers'd  in  the  commerce  of  deceit. 
How  foon  the  heart  begins  to  beat! 
The  blood  runs  cold  at  int'reft's  call  :— 
They  look  with  equal  eyes  on  all. 

Then  lovely  nature  is  expcll'd, 

And  friendfliip  is  romantic  held  ; 

Then  prudence  conies  witli  hundred  eyes  :- 

The  veil  is  rent :  the  vifion  flies. 

The  dear  illufions  will  not  laft ; 
The  era  of  enchantment's  paft  ; 
The  wild  romance  of  life  is  done; 
The  real  hillory  is  begun. 

The  fallies  of  the  foul  are  o'er. 
The  feaft  of  fancy  is  no  more  ; 
And  ill  the  banquet  is  fupply'd 
By  form,  by  gravity,  by  pride. 
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Ye  gods  !  whatever  ye  vi'Ithhoid,' 
Let  my  afFe6lions  ne'er  grow  old  ; 
Ne'er  may  the  human  glow  depart. 
Nor  nature  yield  to  frigid  art! 

Still  may  the  generous  bofom  burn. 
Though  doom'd  to  bleed  o'er  beauty's  urn: 
And  ftill  the  friendly  face  appear,    ■ 
Though  nioiften'd  with  a  tender  tear! 


ODE  TO  WOMEN, 

Ye  virgins !  fond  to  be  admir'd, 
With  mighty  rage  of  conqueft  lir'd. 

And  univerfal  fway ; 
Who  heave  th'  uncover'd  bofom  high, 
And  roll  a  fond,  inviting  eye, 

On  all  the  circle  gay  ! 

You  mifs  the  fine  and  fecret  art 
I'o  win  the  cattle  of  the  heart. 

For  which  you  all  contend ; 
The  coxcomb  tribe  may  crowd  your  train. 
But  you  will  never,  never  gain 

A  lover,  or  a  friend. 

If  this  your  paflion,  this  your  praife, 
To  fhine,  to  dazzle,  and  to  blaze, 

You  may  be  call'd  divine  : 
But  not  a  youth  beneath  the  fky 
Will  fay  in  fecret,  with  a  figh, 

"  O  wej-e  that  maiden  mine  !'* 

,  You  marflial,  brilliant,  from  the  box, 
Fans,  feathers,  diamonds,  caftled  locks. 

Your  magazine  of  arms; 
But  'tis  the  fweet  fcquefter'd  walk, 
The  whifpering  hour,  the  tender  talk, 

I'hat  gives  your  genuine  charms. 

The  nymph-like  robe,  the  natural  grace. 
The  fmile,  the  native  of  the  face, 

Refinement  without  arc ; 
The  eye  where  pure  affedtion  beams, 
The  tear  from  tendernefs  that  ftreams, 

The  accents  of  the  heart; 

The  trembling  frame,  the  living  cheek. 
Where,  like  the  morning,  blufties  break 

To  crimfon  o'er  the  bread  ; 
The  look  where  fentiinent  is  feen, 
Fine  paflions  moving  o'er  the  mien, 

And  all  the  loul  expreft ; 

Your  beauties  thefe  :  with  thefe  you  fhine, 
And  reign  on  high  by  right  divine. 

The  fovereigns  of  the  world; 
Then  to  your  court  the  nations  flow ; 
The  niufe  with  flowers  the  path  will  ftrevy, 

Where  Venus'  car  is  hurl'd. 

From  dazzling  deluges  of  fnow. 
From  Summer  noon's  meridian  glow, 

\Vc  turn  our  aching  eye. 
To  nature's  robe  of  vernal  green. 
To  the  blue  curtain  all  fcrene. 

Of  an  Autumnal  Iky. 

The  favourite  tree  of  beauty's  queen. 
Behold  the  myrtle's  modeft  green, 
I'hc  virgin  of  the  grove ! 


P    o 

Soft  from  the  circlet  of  her  flar. 
The  tender  turtles  draw  the  car 
Of  Venus  and  of  Love. 

The  growing  charm  invites  the  eye ; 
See  morning  gradual  paint  the  fky 

With  purple  and  with  gold ! 
See  Spring  approach  with  I'wcet  delay  I 
Scerofcbuds  open  to  the  ray, 

And  leaf  by  leuf  unfold  ! 

We  love  th'  alluring  line  of  grace. 
That  leads  the  eye  a  wanton  chace. 

And  lets  the  fancy  rove  ; 
The  walk  of  beauty  ever  bends, 
And  flill  begins,  but  never  ends, 

The  labyrinth -of  love. 

At  times,  to  veil,  is  to  reveal. 
And  to  difplay,  is  to  conceal ; 

Myflerious  are  your  laws  ! 
The  vifion's  finer  than  the  view; 
Her  landfcape  nature  never  drew 

So  fair  as  fancy  draws. 

A  beauty,  carelefsly  betray'd. 
Enamours  more,  than  if  difplay'd 

All  woman's  charms  were  given ; 
And,  o'er  the  hofom's  vellul  white. 
The  gauze  appears  a  robe  of  light. 

That  veils,  yet  opens,  Heav'n. 

See  virgin  Eve,  with  graces  bland, 
Frefh  blooming  from  her  Maker's  hand, 
,     In.  orient  beauty  beam  ! 
Fair  on  the  river-margin  laid. 
She  knew  not  that  her  image  made 
The  angel  in  the  ftream. 

Still  ancient  Eden  blooms  your  own ; 
Butartlefs  innocence  alone 

Secures  the  heavenly  poft  ; 
For  if,  beneath  an  angel's  mien, 
The  ferpent's  tortuous  train  is  feen, 

Our  Paradife  is  loll. 

O  nature,  nature,  thine  the  charm  ! 
Thy  colours  woo,  thy  features  warm, 

Thy  accents  win  the  heart ! 
Parifian  paint  of  every  kind, 
That  ftains  the  body  or  the  mind, 

Proclaims  the  harlot's  art. 

The  midnight  minftrel  of  the  grove, 
Who  ftill  renews  the  hymn  of  love, 

And  wooE  the  wood  to  hear; 
Knows  not  the  fwcctnefs  of  his  flrain, 
Nor  that,  above  the  tuneful  train, 

He  charms  the  lover's  ear. 

The  zone  of  Venus,  heavenly-fine, 
Is  nature's  handy-work  divine. 

And  not  the  web  of  art ; 
And  they  who  wear  it  never  know 
To  what  enchanting  charm  they  owe 

The  empire  of  the  heart. 

OSSIAN'S  HYAIN  TO  THE  SUN. 

O  THOU  whofe  beams  the  fea-girt  earth  array, 
King  of  the  iky,  and  fj.t.her  of  the  day  '. 
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Ofun!  what  fountain,  hid  from  liunian  eyes, 
Supplies  thy  circle  round  the  radiant  Ikies, 
For  ever  burning  and  for  ever  bright, 
With  heaven's  pure  fire,  and  cvcrlail:ing  light  ? 
What  awful  beauty  in  thy  face  appears  ! 
Imnioital  youth,  beyond  the  power  of  years! 

When  gloomy  darknefs  to  thy  reign  religns, 
And  from  the  gates  of  morn  thy  glory  Ihines, 
The  confcious  (lars  are  pnt  to  fuuden  flight. 
And  all  the  planets  hide  their  heads  in  night ; 
The  queen  of  heaven  forfakes  th'  ethereal  plain, 
To  fink  inglorious  in  the  weftcrn  main. 
The  clouds  refulgent  deck  thy  golden  throne. 
High  in  the  heavens,  immortal  and  alone  ! 
Who  can  abide  the  brightnefs  of  thy  face  ! 
Or  who  attend  thee  in  thy  rapid  race  ? 
The  mountain-oaks,   like  their  own   leaves,  de- 
cay; 
I'hemfelves  the  mountams  wear  with  age  away  ; 
I'hc  boundlefsniain  that  rolls  from  land  to  land, 
Ltllens  at  times,  and  leaves  a  wafie  of  fand; 
The  filver  moon,  refulgent  lamp  of  night. 
Is  lof>  in  heaven,  and  emptied  of  her  light : 
But  tliou  for  ever  fhalt  endure  the  fame, 
Thy  light  eternal:  and  unfpent  ihy  flame. 

W^hcn  tempefiis  with   their    train    impend   on 
high, 
Darken  the  day,  and  load  the  labour'n;.'-  fev  ;  _ 
When  heaven's   wide  convex  glows  with  light- 
nings dire. 
All  ether  flaming, and  all  earth  on  fire; 
W-'hen  lend  and  long  the  deep-nicutli'd  thunder 

roUb, 
And  peals  on  peals  redoubled  rend  the  poles; 
If  from  the  opening  clouds  thy  form  appears, 
H^r  wonted  charm  the  face  of  nature  wears ; 
'I'hy  beauteous  orb  rellorcs  de  parted  day. 
Looks  from  the  &y,  and  laughs  the  ftorni  away. 
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No  longer  hoary  winter  reigns. 

No  longer  binds  the  flreams  in  chains. 

Or  heaps  ivith  Inow  tlie  meads; 
Array'd  with  robe  of  rainbow-dye. 
At  laft  the  Spring  appears  on  high. 
And,  fmiling  over  earth  and  Iky, 

Her  liCW  creation  leads. 

The  fnows  confefs  a  warmer  ray. 
The  loofcn'd  ftreamlet  loves  to  ftray. 

And  echo  down  the  dale ; 
The  hills  uplift  their  fummits  green, 
The  vales  more  verdant  fprcad  between, 
The  cuckoo  in  the  wood  unl'een 

Coos  ceafelefs  to  the  gale. 

The  rainhoviT  arching  woos  the  eye 
W'ith  all  the  colours  of  the  flcy, 

With  all  the  pride  of  Spring ; 
Now  Heaven  dcfcends  in  funny  fhowers, 
The  fudden  fields  put  on  the  flowers. 
The  green  leaves  wave  upon  the  bowers, 

And  birds  begin  to  fing. 

The  cattle  wander  in  the  wood, 
And  find  the  wonted  verdant  food, 

Bcfide  the  well-known  rills ; 
Blithe  in  the  fun  the  ihepherd  fwain 
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Like  Pan  attunes  the  paft'ral  ftrain, 
While  m-my  echoes  fend  again 
The  mufic  of  the  hills. 

At  eve,  the  primrofe  path  along, 
The  milkmaid  fhortens  with  a  fong 

Her  foiitary  way; 
She  fees  the  fairits,  with  their  queen, 
Trip  hand-in-]iand  the  circled  green, 
And  hears  them  raife  at  times,  unfeen, 

The  ear-inchanting  lay. 

Maria,  come  !  No ."  let  us  rove. 
Now  gather  garlands  in  the  grove. 

Of  every  new-fprurg  flower: 
We'll  hear  the  warblings  of  the  wood, 
We'll  trace  the  windings  of  the  flood ; 
O  come  thouj  fairer  than  the  bud 

Unfolding  in  a  fhower  ! 

Fair  as  the  lily  of  the  vale. 
That  gives  its  bofotr;  to  the  gale. 

And  opens  in  ihe  fun  ; 
And  fweetcr  than  thy  favourite  dove, 
The  Venus  of  the  vernal  grove. 
Announcing  to  the  choirs  of  love 

Their  time  of  blifs  begun. 

Now,  now,  thy  fpring  of  life  appears ; 
■Fair  in  the  morning  of  thy  years, 

And  JWay  of  beauty  cruwn'd  : 
Now  vernal  vifions  meet  thine  eyes, 
Poetic  dreams  to  fancy  rife, 
And  brighter  days  in  better  fkics ;— . 

Elyfium  blooms  around. 

Now,  now's  the  morning  of  thy  day; 
But,  ah !  the  morning  flies  away, 

And  youth  is  on  the  wing; 
'TIS  nature's  voice,  "  O  pull  the  rofe, 
«  Now  while  the  bud  in  beauty  blows, 
"  Now  while  the  opening  leaves  difdofe 

"  The  incenfe  of  the  Spring  1" 

What  youth,  high-favowr'd  of  the  Ikies, 
What  youth  fliall  win  the  brighceft  prize 

That  nature  has  in  ftore  ? 
Whofe  confcious  eyes  fliall  meet  with  thine ; 
Whofe  arms  thy  yielding  wafte  entwine ; 
Who,  ravifli'd  v/ith  thy  charms  divine, 

Requires  of  Heaven  no  more  ! 

Not  happier  the  primxval  pair. 
When  new-made  earth,  fupremely  fair, 

Smiled  on  her  virgin  Spring ; 
When  all  was  fair  to  God's  own  eye. 
When  fl;ars  confenting  fung  on  high. 
And  all  Heaven's  cliorus  made  the  iky 

With  hallellujahs  ling. 

Devoted  to  the  mufes'  choir, 
1  tune  the  Caledonian  lyre 

To  themes  of  high  renown:— 
No  other  theme  than  you  I'll  choofe, 
Than  you  invoke  no  other  mufe: 
Nor  will  that  gentle  hand  refufe 

Thy  bard  with  bays  to  crown. 

Where  hills  by  ftoricd  flreams  afccnd, 
IVTy  dreams  gnd  waking  wiftics  tend 
iroctic  eafe  to  woo ; 
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Where  fairy  fingers  curl  the  grove, 
Where  Grecian  fpirits  round  me  rove. 
Alone  enamour'd  with  the  love 
Of  nature  and  of  you  ! 


SONG. 

The  day  is  departed,  and  round  from  the  clou«l 

The  moon  in  her  beauty  appears  ; 
The  voice  of  the  nightingale  warbles  aloud 

The  mufic  of  love  in  our  ears : 
IV^aria,  appear!  now  the  feafon  fo  fweet 

With  the  beat  of  the  heart  is  in  tune  ; 
The  time  is  fo  tender  for  lovers  to  meet 

Alone  by  the  light  of  the  moon. 

I  cannot  when  prefent  unfold  what  I  feel, 

I  figh— Can  a  lover  do  more  ? 
Her  name  to  the  fliepherds  I  never  reveal, 

Yet  I  think  of  her  all  the  day  o'er. 
Maria,  my  love  !  Do  you  long  for  the  grove  ? 

Do  you  figh  for  an  interview  foon  ? 
Does  e'er  a  kind  thought  run  on  me  as  you  rove 

Alone  by  the  light  of  the  moon  ? 

Your  name  from  the  fliepherds  whenever  I  hear. 

My  bofom  is  all  in  a  glow ; 
Your   voice    when  it  vibrates  fo  fweet  through 
mine  ear, 

My  heart  thrills— my  eyes  overflow. 
Ye  powers  of  the  flcy,  will  your  bounty  divine 

Indulge  a  fond  lover  his  boon  ? 
Shall  heart  fpring  to  heart,  and  Maria  be  mine, 

Alone  by  the  light  of  the  moon  ? 

ODE  TO  SLEEP. 

In  vain  I  court  till  dawning  light, 
The  coy  divinity  or  night; 
Reftlcfs  from  fide  to  fide  I  turn, 
Arife,  ye  mufmgs  of  tlie  morn  ! 

Oh,  Sleep  !   though  banifh'd  from  thofe  eyes, 
In  vifions  fair  to  Delia  rife; 
And  o'er  a  dearer  torm  diffufe 
Thy  healing  balm,  thy  lenient  dews. 

Bleft  be  her  night  as  infants  refl;, 
l^uU'd  on  the  fond  maternal  breaft. 
Who  fvveetly-playful  fmiles  in  fleep. 
Nor  knows  that  he  is  born  to  weep. 

Remove  the  terrors  of  the  night,  '-■ 

7"he  phantora-fonns  of  wild  affright, 
The  ihrieks  from  precipice  or  flood, 
And  flarting  fcene  that  fwims  with  bipod. 

Lead  her  aloft  to  blooming  bowers. 
And  beds  of  amaranthine  flowers. 
And  golden  flcies,  and  glittering  ftreams. 
That  paint  the  naradife  of  dreams. 

Venus !  prefent  a  lover  near, 
And  gently  whifner  in  her  ear 
His  woes,  who,  lonely  and  forlorn. 
Counts  the  flow  clock  from  night  till  morn. 

Ah  !  let  no  portion  of  my  pain. 
Save  jufl  a  tender  trace,  remain  ; 
Afleep  confenting  to  be  kind, 
.Vnd  wake  with  Daphms  in  her  mind. 
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ODE  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY. 

Marta  bright  with  beauty's  glow, 
In  confcious  gaiety  you  go 

The  pride  of  ail  the  park  : 
Attrafted  groupes  in  filence  gaze, 
And  loft  behind  you  hear  the  praife 

And  whifper  of  the  fpark. 

In  fancy's  airy  chariot  whirl'd, 
You  make  the  circle  of  the  world, 

And  dance  a  dizzy  round  ; 
The  maids  and  kindling  youths  behold 
You  triumph  o'er  the  envious  old, 

The  queen  of  beauty  crown'd. 

"Where'er  the  bcams^of  fortune  blaze, 
Or  fafhion's  whifpering  zephyr  plays. 

The  infed  tribe  attends  ; 
Gay-glittering  through  a  fummer's  day, 
The  fiiken  myriads  melt  away 

Before  a  fun  defcends. 

Divorc'd  from  elegant  delight,^ 
The  vulgar  Venus  holds  her  night 

An  alien  to  the  Ikies ; 
Her  bofom  breathes  no  finer  fire, 
No  radiance  of  divine  defire 

Illumes  refponfive  eyes. 

Gods :  fiiall  a  fordid  fon  of  eafth 
Enfold  a  form  of  heavenly  birth. 

And  ravifli  joys  divine  ? 
An  angel  blefs  unconfcious  arms  ? 
The  circle  of  furrender'd  charms 

Unhallowed  hands  entwine  ? 

The  abfent  day  ;  the  broken  dream ; 
Thevifion  wild;  the  fuddcn  fcream; 

Tears  that  unbidden  flow  I — 
Ah  I  let  no  fenfe  of  griefs  profound, 
That  beauteous  bofom  ever  wound 

With  unavailing  woe ! 

The  wild  enchanter  youth  beguiles. 
And  fancy's  fairy  landfcape  fmiles 

With  more  than  nature's  bloom  ; 
The  fpring  of  Eden  paints  your  bowers, 
Unfetting  funs  your  promis'd  hours 

With  golden  light  illume. 

A  hand  advancing  ftrikes  the  bell ! 
That  found  diffolves  the  magic  fpell, 

And  all  the  charm  is  gone  ! 
The  vifionary  landfcape  flies : 
At  once  th'  aerial  mufic  dies ; 

In  wild  you  walk  alone ! 

Howe'er  the  wind  of  fortune  blows, 
Oi-  fadly-fevering  fate  djfpofe 

Our  everlafling  doom ; 
Impreflions  never  felt  before. 
And  tranfports  to  return  no  more. 

Will  haunt  me  to  the  tomb  ! 

My  God  !  the  pangs  of  nature  paft. 
Will  e'er  a  kind  remembrance  latl 

Of  pleafures  fadly  fweet  ? 
Can  love  affume  a  calmer  name  ? 
My  eyes  with  friendfliip's  angel-flame 

An  angel's  beauty  meet  ?  ' 
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Ah  !  fliould  that  firfi;  of  finer  forms 
Require,  through  life's  impending  (lorms, 

A  fympathy  of  foul; 
The  lov'd  Maria  of  the  mind 
Vv'ill  fend  nie,  on  the  wings  of  vyind, 

To  Indus  or  the  Pole. 

ODE  TO  A  MAN  OF  LETTERS, 

Lo,  Winter's  hoar  dominion  paft  ! 
Arrefbed  in  his  eaftern  bUft 

The  fiend  of  nature  flies; 
Breathing  the  Spring,  the  zcpliyrs  play, 
Aad  re-enthron'd  the  lord  of  day 

Refumes  the  golden  Ikies. 

Attendant  on  the  genial  hours, 
The  voluntary  fhades  and  flowers 

For  rural  lovers  fpring; 
Wild  choirs  unfeen  in  concert  join, 
And  round  Apollo's  ruftic  fhrine 

The  fylvan  mufes  fing. 

The  flneft  vernal  bloom  that  blows. 
The  fweeteft  voice  the  foreft  knows, 

Arifc  to  vanifh  foon  : 
The  rofe  unfolds  her  robe  of  light, 
And  Philomela  gives  her  night 

To  Richmond  and  to  June. 

With  bounded  ray,  and  tranfient  grace, 
Thus,  Varro,  holds  the  human  race 

Their  place  and  hour  aflign'd; 
Loud  let  the  venal  trumpet  found, 
Refponfive  never  will  rebound 

The  echo  of  mankind. 

Yon  forms  divine  that  deck  the  fphere, 
The  radiant  rulers  of  the  year, 

Confefs  a  nobler  hand  ; 
Thron'd  in  the  majefl:y  of  morn,  j 

Behold  the  king  of  day  adorn 

The  Ikies,  the  fea,  the  land. 

Nor  did  th'  Almighty  raife  the  fky,  i 

Nor  hang  th'  eternal  lamps  on  high,  , 

On  one  abode  to  fhine ; 
The  circle  of  a  thoufand  funs 
Extends,  while  nature's  period  runs 

The  theatre  divine. 

Thus  fome,  whom  fmiling  nature  hails 
To  facred  fprings,  and  chofen  vales, 

And  flreams  of  old  renown  ; 
By  noble  toils  and  worthy  fears. 
Shall  win  their  manfion  'mid  the  ftars. 

And  wear  th'  immort^il  crown. 

Bright  in  the  firmament  of  fame 
The  lights  of  ancient  ages  flame 

With  never  fetting  ray. 
On  worlds  unfound  from  hiflory  tornj 
O'er  ages  deep  in  time  unborn. 

To  pour  the  human  day. 

Won  from  negledcd  waftes  of  time, 
Apollo  hails  his  fairefl;  clime,  b 

The  provinces  of  mind  j 


An  Egypt  *,  with  eternal  towers, 
See  Montefquieu  redeem  the  hours, 
From  Lewis,  to  mankind. 

?To  tame  remiflion  genius  knows; 
JNo  interval  of  dark  repofe. 

To  quench  the  ethereal  flame ; 
From  Thebes  to  Ti-oy  the  viiftor  hies, 
And  Homer  with  his  hero  vies  * 

In  vai  ied  paths  to  fame. 

The  orb  which  rul'd  thy  natal  night 
And  ufher'd  in  a  greater  light 

Than  fets  the  pole  on  fire, 
With  undiminifh'd  luftre  crown'd. 
Unwearied  walks  th'  eternal  round, 

Amid  the  heav'nly  quire. 

Proud  in  triumphal  chariot  hurl'd. 
And  crown'd  the  mafler  of  the  world. 

Ah !  let  not  Philip's  fon, 
His  foul  in  Syrian  foftnefs  drown'd. 
His  brows  with  Ferfiaii  garlands  bound. 

The  race  of  pleafure  run ' 

With  crofling  thoughts  Alcides  preft. 
The  awfui  goddefs  thi'.s  addreft. 

And  pointing  to  the  prize  : 
"  Behold  the  wreath  of  glory  ftiine! 
"   And  mark  the  onward  path  divine 

*'  That  opens  to  the  ikies !  ' 

"  The  heavenly  fire  muft  ever  burn, 
"  The  hero's  ftep  mufl  never  turn 

"  From  yon  fubiime  abodes; 
"  I^ong  mufl:  thy  life  of  labours  prove 
"  At  laft  to  die  the  fon  of  Jove, 

"  And  mingle  with  the  gods." 

THE  LOVERS. 

[The  lovers  in  the  following  poem  were  defcended 
of  houfes  that  had  been  long  at  variance.  The 
lady  is  firfl  introduced  as  leaving  her  father's 
houfe,  and  venturing  out  in  the  darknefsof  the 
night,  to  meet  v\  ith  her  lover.  They  meet  at 
the  appointed  hour.  The  reft  of  the  dialogue 
paffcs  in  the  chariot  ] 

Harriet. 
'Tis  midnight  dark  :  'tis  filence  deep, 
My  father's  houfe  is  hufli'din  fleep; 
In  dreams  the  lovei  meets  his  bride. 
She  fees  her  lover  at  her  fide  ; 
The  mourner's  voice  is  now  fuppreft, 
A  while  the  weary  are  at  reft : 
'Tis  midnight  dark-  'tis  filence  deep; 
I  only  wake,  and  wake  to  weep. 

The  window's  drawn,  the  ladder  waits, 
I  fpy  no  V.  atchman  at  the  gates ; 
JJo  tread  re-echoes  through  the  hall, 
No  fliadow  moves  along  the  wall. 
I  am  alone      'Tis  dreary  night, 
O  come,  thou  partner  of  my  flight ! 
Shield  me  from  daikncfs,  from  alarms; 
O  take  me  trembling  to  thine  arms  ! 
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The  dog  howls  difmal  in  the  heath. 
The  raven  croaks  the  dirge  of  death; 
Ah  mc  !  difafler's  in  the  found  ! 
The  terrors  of  the  night  are  round; 
A  fad  mifchance  my  fears  forebode, 
The  demon  of  the  dark's  abroad, 
And  lures,  with  apparition  dire. 
The  night-ftruck  man  through  flood  and  fire: 

The  howlet  fcreams  ill-bodlng  founds. 
The  fpirit  walks  unholy  rounds ; 
The  wizard's  hour  eclipfing  rolls  ; 
The  fliadesof  hell  ufurp  the  poles  ; 
The  m.oon  retires  ;  the  heaven  departs^ 
From  opening  earth  a  fpetSlre  ftarts  : 
My  fpirit  dies— rA  way  my  fears. 
My  love,  my  life,  my  lord  appears ! 

Henry. 
I  come,  I  come,  my  love  !  my  life  ! 
Aad  nature's  deareft  name,  my  wife ! 
Long  have  I  lov'd  thee  ;  long  have  fought  ; 
And  dangers  brav'd,  and  battles  fought; 
In  this  embrace  our  evils  end ; 
From  this  onr  better  days  afcend ; 
The  year  of  fulFering  now  is  o'er. 
At  laft  we  meet  to  part  no  more ! 

My  lovely  bride !  my  confort,  come! 
Tlie  rapid  chariot  rolls  thee  home. 

Harriet. 
I  dare  not  ftay. 
1  dare  not  look  that  viz.fi 

Henry. 
No  evil  ever  fliall  betide 
My  love,  while  I  am  at  her  fide. 
Lo  '   thy  prote(Sor  and  thy  friend, 
The  arms  that  fold  thee  will  defend. 

Harriet. 
Still  beats  my  bofom  with  alarms: 
I  tremble  while  I'm  in  thy  arms! 
What  will  impaflHon'd  lovers  do  .' 
What  have  I  done— to  follow  you  ? 
I  leave  a  father  torn  with  fears; 
1  leave  a  mother  ba  h'd  in  tears; 
A  brother  girding  on  his  fword, 
Againft  my  life,  againfl  my  lord. 

Now,  without  father,  mother,  friend. 
On  thee  my  future  days  depend  ; 
Wilt  thou,  for  ever  true  to  love, 
A  father,  mother,  brother  prove  ? 

O  Henry  ! 'o  thy  arm    I  fall, 

My  friend  !  my  hufband  !  and  my  all ! 
Alas !  what  hazards  may  I  run  ? 
Shouldll  thou  forfakc  me— I'm  undone, 

Henry. 
My  Harriet,  difiipate  thy  fears. 
And  let  a  hufoand  wipe  thy  tears; 
For  ever  join'd  our  fates  combine. 
And  I  am  yours,  and  you  are  mine. 
The  fires  the  firmament  that  rend. 
On  this  devoted  head  defcend. 
If  e'er  in  thought  from  thee  1  rove, 
Or  love  thee  lefs  than  now  I  love  ! 

Although  our  fathers  have  been  foes^ 
From  hatred  ftronger,  love  arofe  j 
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From  adverfe  briars  that  threat'nlng  flood, 
Aiid  threw  a  horror  o'er  the  wood, 
Two  lovely  rofes  met  on  high. 
Tranfplanted  to  a  better  Iky, 
And,  grafted  in  one  flock,  they  grow, 
In  union  fpring,  in  beauty  blow. 

Harriet. 
My  heart  believes  my  love  ;  but  flill 
JVIy  boding  nnnd  prefages  ill : 
For  luckJcfs  ever  was  our  love, 
Dark  as  ihe  fky  that  hung  above. 
While  we  embraced,  we  fliook  with  fears, 
And  with  oar  kifles  mingled  tears ; 
We  met  with  murmurs  and  with  fighs, 
And  parted  Hill  with  watery  eyes. 

An  unforcfeen  and  fataf  lund 

Crofb'd  all  the  meafures  love  had  plann'd; 

Intrufion  marr'd  the  tender  hour, 

A  demon  flarted  in  the  bower; 

If,  like  the  pall,  the  future  run, 

And  my  dark  day  is  but  begun. 

What  clouds  may  hang  above  my  head  ? 

What  tears  may  I  have  yet  to  fhed  ? 

Uenry. 
O  do  not  wound  that  gentle  bread, 
Nor  fink,  with  fancied  ills  opprell; 
For  foftnefs,  fvveetnefs,  all,  thou  art. 
And  love  is  virtue  in  thy  heart. 
That  bofom  ne'er  fhall  heave  again 
But  to  the  poet's  tender  ftrain  ; 
And  never  more  thefc  ej^es  o'erflow 
1  But  for  a  haplefs  lover's  woe. 

(  Long  on  the  ocean  tempeft-tofl, 
I  At  laC,  we  gain  the  happy  coa.1; 
!  And  lafe  recount  upon  the  fhore 
i  Our  fufferings  pafl,  and  dangers  o'er: 
1  Pafl  fcenes ;  the  woes  we  wept  erewhile 
Will  make  our  future  minutes  fmile ; 
When  fudden  joy  from  forrow  fprings, 
How  the  heart  thrills  through  all  its  ftrings ! 

Harriet. 
I  My  father's  caflle  fprings  to  fight ; 
Ye  towers  that  gave  me  to  the  light ! 

0  hills!   O  vales  !  where  I  have  play'd; 

'  Ye  woods,  that  wrap  me  in  your  Ihade  ! 
I O  fcenes  I've  often  wander'd  o'er  1 
10  fcenes  I  fliall  behold  no  more! 

1  take  a  long,  lad,  lingering;-  view: 
Adieu  !  my  native  land  adieu  ! 

O  father,  mother,  brother  dear! 
0  names  flill  utter'd  with  a  tear  ! 
Upon  whofe  knees  I've  fat  and  fmil'd, 
Whofe  griefs  my  blandifhmeiits  bcguil'd; 
Whom  1  forfake  in  forrow s  old. 
Whom  I  Ihall  never  more  behold  ! 
Farewel,  my  friends,  a  long  farewcl, 
Till  time  fliall  toll  the  funeral  knell ! 

Hen  ry. 
Thy  friends,  thy  father's  houfe  refign  ; 
My  friends,  my  houfe,  my  all  is  thine. 
Awake,  arife,  my  wedded  wife. 
To  higher  thoughts,  and  happier  life  ! 
For  thee  the  marriage  ieail  is  fpread, 
For  thee  the  virgins  deck  the  bed; 
Voi..  Xi. 


The  ftar  of  Venus  fliines  above. 

And  all  thy  future  life  is  love.  « 

They  rife,  the  dear  domeftic  hours  I 
The  May  of  love  unfolds  her  flow'rs ; 
Youth,  beauty,  pleafure  fpread  the  feaft, 
And  friendlliip  fits  a  conftanl  gueft  ; 
In  cheerful  peace  the  morn  afcends. 
In  wine  and  love  the  evening  ends; 
At  diftance  grandeur  flieds  a  ray, 
To  gild  the  evening  of  our  day. 

Connubial  love  has  dearer  names, 
And  finer  ties,  and  fweeter  claims, 
'i'han  e'er  unwedded  hearts  can  feel, 
Than  wedded  hearts  can  e'er  reveal ; 
Pure  as  the  charities  above. 
Rife  the  fweet  fympathies  of  love; 
And  clofer  cords  than  thofe  of  life 
Unite  the  husband  to  the  wife. 

Like  cherubs  new  come  from  the  (kies, 
Henrys  and  Harriets  round  us  rife  ; 
And  playing  wanton  in  the  hall. 
With  accent  fweet  their  parents  call ; 
To  your  fair  images  I  run. 
You  clafp  the  hufband  in  the  fon  ; 
O  how  the  mother's  heart  will  bound! 
O  how  the  father's  joy  be  crown'd  '. 

A  TALE. 

Where  paft'ral  Tweed,  renown'd  in  fong, 

With  rapid  murmur  flows  ; 
In  Caledonia's  claffic  ground,    , 

The  hall  of  Artluir  rofe. 

A  braver  Briton  never  arm'd 

To  guard  his  native  ifle  ; 
A  gentler  friend  did  never  make 

The  focial  circle  fmile. 

Twice  he  arofe,  from  rebel  rage 

To  fave  the  Britifh  crown  ; 
And  in  the  field  where  heroes  drove 

He  won  him  high  renown. 

But  to  the  ploughfliare  turn'd  the  fword, 

When  bloody  war  did  ceafe  ; 
And  in  the  arbour  which  he  rear'd,  * 

He  rais'd  t;ie  fong  of  peace. 

An  only  daughter  in  his  age 

Solac'd  a  father's  care  ; 
And  all  the  country  blefs'd  the  name 

Of  Emily  the  fair. 

The  picture  of  her  m.other's  youth, 

(Now  fainted  in  the  fky)  ; 
She  was  the  angel  of  his  age, 

And  apple  of  his  eye. 

Something  unfeen  o'er  all  her  form 

Did  namelefs  grace  impart.; 
A  fecret  charm  that  won  the  way 

At  once  into  the  heart. 

Her  eye  the  pure  etherial  blue. 

Than  that  did  fairer  fliow, 
Whene'er  die  watch'd  a  father's  lool:^ 

Or  wept  a  lover's  woe  : 
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For  now  the  lover  of  her  j'outh 

To  Indian  climes  had  rov'd, 
To  conquer  fortune's  cruel  rage, 

And  match  the  maid  he  lov'd 
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At  times  he  ftopt  to  look  behind. 
And  tears  began  to  flow. 


Her  voice,  the  gentle  tone  of  love. 

The  heart  a  captive  ftole  ; 
The  tender  acceiit  of  her  tongue 

Went  thrilling  through  the  foul* 

The  graces,  that  for  nature  fair 

Prt  lent  us  mimic  art ; 
The  falfe  refinements  that  refine 

Away  the  human  heart, 

She  knew  not ;  in  the  fimple  robe 

Of  elegance  and  eafe, 
Uuniplete  flie  fhone,  and  ever  pleas'd, 

Without  the  thought  to  pleafe. 

Inftruif!;  th'  unplanted  foreft  crab 

To  leave  its  genius  wild  ; 
Subdue  the  monfter  of  the  wood, 

And  make  the  favage  mild  : 

But  who  would  give  the  rofe  a  hue. 
Which  nature  has  not  giv'n  ? 

But  who  wOuld  tame  the  nightingale. 
Or  bring  the  lark  from  heav'n  ? 

The  father  watching  o'er  his  child, 

'I'he  joy  of  fathers  found  ; 
And,  bleil  himfelfi  he  ftretch'd  his  hand 

To  blei's  the  neighbours  round. 

A  patriarch  in  the  vale  of  peace. 

To  ail  he  gave  the  law; 
The  good  he  guarded  in  their  rights. 

And  kept  the  bad  in  awe. 

Lord  of  his  own  paternal  field. 

He  liberal  dealt  his  Itore  : 
And  cailM  the  itranger  to  his  feaft, 

The  beggar  to  his  door. 

But,  ah  !  what  mortal  knows  the  hour 

Of  fate  ?     A  hand  unfeen 
Upon  the  curtain  ever  refts, 

And  fudden  flii'ts  the  fcene. 

Arthur  ivasfurpty  for  his  friend. 

Who  fled  to  foreign  climes. 
And  li*ft  him  to  the  gripe  of  law. 

The  vidti;n  of  his  ciimes. 

Tlie  fun.  that,  rifing  faw  him  loid 

Of  hill  and  valley  round, 
Beluld  him,  at  his  letting  hour, 

VViihuut  one  foot  of  ground. 

Forth  from  the  hall  no  longer  his, 

I^e  is  a  pilgrim  gone. 
And  w:ilks  a  Itrangcr  o'er  the  fields 

He  lately  call'd  his  own. 

The  blall  of  Winter  whiftled  loud 
And  Ihrill  through  the  void  hall ; 

And  heavy  on  his  hoary  locks 
The  fiwwer  jf  night  did  fall. 

Clr^fp'd  in  his  daughter'strembling  hav-d. 
He  journey "d  fad  and  flow; 


Wearied,  and  faint,  and  cold,  and  wet. 

To  fl^elter  he  did  hie  ; 
"  Beneath  the  covert  of  this  rock, 

<'  iVIy  daughter,  let  us  die  \" 

At  midnight  in  the  weary  wafte, 

In  forrow  fat  the  pair  ; 
She  chafF'd  his  (hiv'ring  hands,  and  wrung 

The  water  from  his  hair. 

The  figh  fpontaneous  rofe,  the  tear 

Involuntary  flow'd  ; 
No  word  of  comfort  could  fhe  fpeak, 

Nor  would  flie  weep  aloud. 

"  In  yonder  hall  my  fathers  liv'd, 

"  In  yonder  hall  they  died  j 
"  Now  in  that  church-yard's  aifle  they  fleep, 

"  Each  by  his  fpoufe's  fide. 

"  Oft  have  1  made  yon  hall  refound 

"   With  fotial  fweet  delight ; 
"  And  marked  not  the  morning  hour, 

"  That  ftole  upon  the  night. 

<'  When  there  the  wanderers  of  the  dark, 

Repofing,  ceas'd  to  roam  ; 
"   And  (hangers,   happy  in  the  hall, 

"  Did  find  themfelves  at  home : 

"  I  little  thought  that,  thus  forlorn, 

"  In  deferts  I  fliould  bide, 
"  And  have  not  where  to  lay  the  head, 

"  Amid  the  v/orld  fo  wide  ?'' 

A  ftranger,  wandering  through  the  wood,, 

Beheld  the  haplefs  pair  ; 
Long  did  he  look  in  filence  fad, 

Then  fhnek'd  as  in  defpair. 

He  ran,  and  lowly  at  the  feet 

Of  his  late  lord  he  fell ; 
"  Alas,  my  marter,  have  I  liv'd 

"  To  bid  your  houfe  tarewel ', 

"  But  I  will  never  bid  adieu 

''   To  hill.  I  piis'd  fo  high  : 
"  As  with  my  maltcr  I  have  liv'dj 

"  ril  with  my  maft-rr  die. 

"  I  faw  the  Summer-friend,  who  fiiar'd 

"  The  bi.rquei  ^n  your  hall, 
"  Depart,  nor  ca(t  one  look  behind 

"  On  the  forfaken  wall. 

"  I  faw  the  daily,  nightly  gned 
'■   The  changing  fcene  forfuke  ; 

"  Nor  drop  a  tear,  nor  turn  his  fteps 
"  The  long  farewel  to  take  : 

"  Tlien  to  the  fervice  of  my  lord 

"  I  vowM  a  ihiobbing  heart ; 
'■    And  in  the  changes  of  your  life 

"  To  bear  an  humble  part. 

"  Forgive  the  fond  officious  xeal 

"  Ot  one  that  loves  his  lord  I 
"  The  iifH'  polTtifur  of  your  fiel<l. 

"  A  fupplidut  I  imploi'd. 
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«  I  told  the  tieache'ry  of  your  friend, 

■'  The  ftory  of  your  woe, 
**  And  fought  his  favour,  when  I  faw 

"  His  tears  begin  to  flow. 

••  I  ad^'d  the  hamlet  of  the  hill, 

"  The  lone  fequefler'd  feat, 
"  Your  chofen  haunt  and  favourite  bower, 

'*  To  be  your  lalt  retreat. 

•'  I  oiTer'd — what  was  all  your  own— 

"  The  gold  I  had  in  (lore ; 
"  Low  at  his  feet  I  fell,  and  wept 

"  That  I  could  give  no  more. 

"  Your  gold  isyour's,"  the  generous  youth 

With  gentle  accent  faid; 
"  Your  maftei's  be  that  little  field, 

•'  And  cheerful  be  his  ftied  ! " 

*«  Now  Heav'n  has  heard  my  prayer ;  I've  wifli'd 
"  I  could  in  part  repay 
Tlie  favours  your  extended  hand 
*'  Bettow'd  from  day  to  day. 

*'  I  yet  may  fee  a  garland  green 

"  Upon  the  hoary  head  ; 
*'  Yet  fee  my  mafter  blefi,  before 

"  I  dwell  among  the  dead  !'' 

In  filence  Arthur  look'd  to  Ileav'n, 

And  clafp'd  his  Edwin's  hand  5 
The  eyes  of  Emily  in  tears 

Exprefs'd  afle(^ion  bland. 

From  opening  heaven  the  moon  appear'd  ; 

Fair  was  the  face  of  night ; 
Bright  in  their  beauty  flione  the  ftars; 

The  air  was  flowing  light. 

Arthur  refum'd  the  pilgrim's  ftafF; 

They  held  their  Ic'nely  way. 
Dim  through  the  foreft's  darkfome  bourne, 

Till  near  the  dawning  day. 

Then  a  long  line  of  ruddy  light, 

That  quiver'd  to  and  tro, 
Reveal'ii  their  lone  retreat^  and  clos'd 

The  pilgrimage  of  woe. 

He  enter'd  folerr.n,  flow,  and  fad. 

The  deftin'd  hermitage, 
A  little  and  a  lonely  hut. 

To  cover  hajjlefs  age. 

He  clafp'd  his  daughter  in  his  arms. 

And  kifs'd  a  falling  tear; 
"  I  have  my  all,  ye  gracious  powers ! 

'  I  have  my  daughter  here  !'' 

A  fober  banquet  to  prepare, 

Emilia  cheerful  goes ; 
The  faggot  blaz'd  the  window  glanc'd, 

The  heart  of  age  arofe. 

'•  I  would  not  be  that  guilty  man, 

"  With  all  his  golden  ftore  ; 
"  Nor  chanL^e  my  lot  with  any  wretch 

"   That  counts  his  thoufands  o'er. 

'*  Now  here  at  la  ft  we  are  at  home, 
a  We  can  no  towev  fall; 
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"  Low  in  the  cottage  peace  can  dwell, 
•'  As  in  the  lordly  hall. 

"  The  wants  of  nature  are  but  few  ; 

"    Her  banquet  foon  isfpread  ; 
"  The  tenant  of  the  vale  of  tears 

"  Requires  but  daily  bread. 

"  Tho  food  Xhrd  grows  in  every  field 
"   Will  life  and  health  prolong; 

"  And  water  from  tlie  fjiring  iuflice 
"  To  quench  the  thirfty  tongue. 

''  But  all  the  Indie?,  with  their  wealth, 
"  And  earth,  and  air,  and  feas, 

"  Will  never  quench  the  fickly  thirft 
"  And  craving  of  difeafe. 

"   My  humble  garden  to  my  hand 
"  Contentment's  feafi;  will  yield; 

"   And,  in  the  feafon,  harvelt  white 
"  V/ill  load  my  little  field. 

"  Like  nature's  Cmple  children  here, 
"   With  nature's  felt  we'lllive, 

"  And,  of  the  little  that  is  left, 
"  Have  fomething  ftill  to  give. 

"  The  fad  viciffitudes  of  life 

'•  Long  have  I  learn'd  to  bear; 

'•  But,  oh  :   my  daughter,  thou  art  new 
"  To  forrow  and  to  care  1 

"  How  fliall  that  fine  and  flow'ry  form, 

"  In  filken  folds  confin'd, 
"  Thatfcarctly  fac'd  the  Summer's  gale, 

"  Endure  the  VVint'ry  wind  ? 

"  Ah  !   how  wilt  thou  fiiftain  a  flty 

"  With  angry  tempeft  red  ? 
"  How  Wilt  thou  bear  the  bitter  (form 

'•  That's  hanging  o'er  thy  head  ? 

"  Whate'er  thy  juftice  dooms,  O  God  I 

"  I  take  with  temper  inlid; 
"  Bat,  oh  !  repay  it  thoufand-fold 

"  In  blelHugs  on  my  cliild  '." 

"  Weep  not  for  me,  thou  father  fond '.'* 

The  virgin  foft  did  fay  ; 
''  Could  I  contribute  to  thy  peace, 

"  O,  I  would  blefs  the  day  ! 

"  The  Parent  who  provides  for  all, 

"  For  us  will  now  |iri)vide  ; 
"  Thefe  hards  have  learn'd  the  gayer  arts 

"  Of  elegance  and  pride  ; 

"  What  once  amui'd  a  vacant  hour, 

"  Shall  ncAv  tlie  day  engage  ; 
"  And  vanity  fliall  fpread  tiie  board 

"  Of  poverty  and  age. 

"  At  eventide,  how  blithe  we'll  meet, 
"  And,  while  the  figgots  blaze, 

"  Pvccount  the  trifles  of  the  time, 
'•  And  dream  of  better  days  I 

"  I'll  read  the  tragic  tales  of  old, 

"  To  footh  a  father's  woes; 
"  I'll  lay  the  pillow  for  thy  heaj» 

"  And  finj  thee  to  repofe." 
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The  father  wept.    "  Thy  wond'rous  hand, 

"  Almighty,  I  adore  ! 
"  I  had  not  known  hov/  bleft  I  was, 

"  Had  Lnot  been  fo  poor ! 

"  Now  bleft  be  God  for  what  is  reft, 
"  And  bleft  for  what  is  given  ! 

»'  Thou  art  an  angel,  O  my  child  '. 
"  With  thee  I  dwell  in  heaven  1" 

Then,  in  the  garb  of  ancient  times, 

They  trod  the  paft'ral  plain  ; 
But  who  defcribes  a  Summer's  day, 

Or  paints  the  halcyon  main  : 

One  day,  a  wanderer  in  the  wood 

The  lonely  threfiiold  preft  ; 
*Twas  then  that  Arthur's  humble  roof 

Had  firft  receiv'd  a  gueft. 

The  ftranger  told  his  tender  tale : 
''  I  come  from  foreign  climes  ; 

"  From  countries  red  with  Indian  blood, 
"  And  ftain'd  with  Chriftian  crimes. 

"  O  may  Britannia  never  hear 
"  What  thefe  fad  eyes  have  feen  1 

"  May  an  eternal  veil  be  drawn 
•'  That  world  and  this  between  I 

"  No  frantic  avarice  fir'd  my  foul, 
"  And  Heav'n  my  wiihes  crown'd  ; 

"  For  foon  a  fortune  to  my  mind 
"  With  innocence  I  found. 

"  From  exile  fad,  returning  home, 

"  I  kifs'd  the  facred  earth  ; 
"  And  flew  to  find  my  native  woods 

"  And  walls  that  gave  rue  birth. 

"  To  church  on  Sunday  fond  I  went, 

"  In  hopes  to  mark  unfeen, 
"  All  my  old  friends  affembled  round 

"  The  circle  of  the  green. 

"  Alas,  the  change  that  time  had  made  ! 

"  My  ancient  friends  were  gone  ; 
"  Another  race  poflefs'd  the  walls, 

*'  And  I  was  left  alone  1 

•'  A  ftranger  among  ftrangers,  long 
"  I  look'd  from  pew  to  pev/  ; 

*'  But  not  the  face  ^f  one  old  friend 
f  Rofe  imag'd  to  my  view. 

*•  The  horrid  plough  had  ras'd  the  gieen, 
"  Where  we  have  often  play'd  ; 

"  The  ax  had  fell'd  the  hawthorn  tree, 
"  The  fchool-boy's  Summer  fliade. 

"  One  maid,  the  beauty  of  the  vale, 
"  To  whom  I  vow'd  my  care, 

"  And  gave  my  heart,  had  fled  away, 
'*  And  none  could  tell  me  where, 

"  My  cares  and  toils  in  foreign  climes 
*'  Were  for  that  peerlefs  maid  : 

"  She  rofe  in  beauty  by  my  fide  : 
V  My  toils  were  all  repaid. 

"  By  Indian  ftreams  I  fat  alone, 
^»  While  on  rcy  native  ifle, 


"  And  on  my  ancient  friends,  I  thought, 
"  And  wept  the  weary  while. 

"  'Twas  flie  that  cheer'd  my  captive  hours, 

"  She  cams  in  every  dream, 
"   As,  fmiling  on  the  rear  of  night, 

"  Appears  the  morning  beam. 

"  In  queft  of  her,  I  wander  wild, 
"  e'er  mountain,  ftream,  and  plain  ; 

"  And,  if  I  find  her  not,  I  fly 
"  To  Indian  climes  again." 

The  father  thus  began  :  "  My  (on, 
"  Mourn  not  thy  wretched  fate; 

"  For  he  that  rules  in  heaven  decrees 
"  This  life  a  mixed  ftate. 

"  The  ftream  that  carries  us  along, 
"  Flows  through  the  vale  of  tears; 

"  Yet,  on  the  darknefs  of  our  day, 
"  The  bow  of  heav'n  appears. 

"  The  rofe  of  Sharon,  king  of  flowers, 

"  Is  fenc'd  with  prickes  round ; 
"  Queen  of  the  vale,  the  lily  fair 

"  Among  the  thorns  is  found. 

"  Ev'ii  while  we  raife  the  fong,  we  figh 

"  The  melancholy  while  ; 
"  And,  down  the  face  of  mortal  man, 

"  The  tear  fucceeds  the  fmile. 

"  Nought  pure  or  perfe(fl  here  is  found  ; 

"  But  when  this  night  is  o'er, 
"  Th'  eternal  morn  will  fpring  on  high, 

"   And  we  (hall  weep  no  more. 

"  Beyond  the  dim  horizon  far, 

"  That  bounds  the  mortal  eye, 
"  A  better  country  blooms  to  view, 

"  Beneath  a  brighter  iky." — 

Unfeen  the  trembling  virgin  heard 

The  ftvanger's  tale  of  woe  ; 
Then  enter'd,  as  an  angel  bright. 

In  beauty's  higheft  glow. 

The  ftranger  rofe,  he  look'd,  he  gaz'd. 

He  ftood  a  ftatue  pule  ; 
His  heart  did  throb,  his  cheek  did  change. 

His  fault'ring  vaice  did  fail. 

At  laft,  "  My  Emily  herfelf 

"  Alive  in  all  her  charms!" 
The  father  kneel'a  ;  the  lover's  rufli'J 

To  one  another's  arms. 

In  fpecchlefs  ecftafy  entranc'd 

Long  while  they  did  remain  ; 
They  glow'd,  they  trembl'd,  and  they  fobb'd, 

They  wept  and  wept  again. 

The  father  lifted  up  his  hands, 

To  blefs  the  happy  pair  ; 
Heav'n  fmil'd  on  Edward  the  belov'dj 

And  Emily  the  fair. 

MONIMIA : 

AN  ODE. 

In  weeds  of  forrow  wildly  dight. 
Alone  beneath  the  gloom  of  night, 
Monimia  went  to  mourn  j  ' 
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She  left  a  mother's  fond  alarms ; 
She  left  a  father's  folding  arms; 
Ah  I  never  to  return  1 

The  bell  had  ftruck  the  midnight  hour, 
Difaftrous  planets  now  had  pow'r, 

And  evil  fpirits  reign'd  ; 
The  lone  owl  from  the  cloifter'd  ifle, 
O'er  falling  fragments  of  the  pile, 

Ill-boding  prophet  plain'd. 

While  down  her  devious  footlleps  flray, 
She  tore  the  willows  by  the  way, 

And  gaz'd  upon  the  wave: 
Then  raifing  wild  to  heav'n  her  eyes, 
With  fobs  and  broken  accent,  cries, 
I'll  meet  thee  in  the  grave.'' 

Bright  o'er  the  border  of  the  ftream, 
lUumin'd  by  a  tranfient  beam. 

She  knew  the  wonted  grove  ; 
Her  lover's  hand  had  deck'd  it  fine, 
And  rofes  mix'd  with  myrtles  twine, 

To  form  the  bower  of  love. 

The  tuneful  Philomela  rofe, 

And  fweetly  mournful  fung  her  woes, 

Enamour'd  of  the  tree  : 
Touch'd  with  the  melody  of  woe. 
More  tender  tears  began  to  flow, 

"  She  mourns  her  mate  like  me." 

I  lov'd  my  lover  from  a  child. 
And  fweet  the  youthful  cherub  fmil'd, 
"  And  wanton'd  o'er  the  green  ; 
He  train'd  my  nightingale  to  ling. 
He  fpoil'd  tiie  gardens  of  the  fpring, 
"  To  crown  me  rural  queen. 

My  brother  died  before  his  day  : 

Sad  through  the  church-yard's  dreary  way, 

"   \Vs  wont  to  walk  at  eve ; 

And  bcneimg  o'erth'  untimely  urn, 

Long  at  the  moiuiment  to  mourn, 

"  And  look  upon  his  grave. 

Like  .*brms  funereal  while  we  fland, 
In  tender  mood  he  held  my  hand, 
"  And  laid  his  cheek  to  mine  ; 
My  bofom  beat  un'snown  alarms, 
We  wept  in  one  another's  arms, 
"  And  mingled  tears  divine. 

From  fweet  compafTion  love  arofe, 
Our  hearts  were  wedded  by  our  *oes, 
"  And  pair'd  upon  the  tomb; 
Atteftinj;  all  the  powers  abo'/e, 
A  fond  romance  of  fancied  love 
"  Wc  vow'd  our  days  to  come. 

A  wealthy  lord  from  Indian  fl-cics, 
Illuflrious  in  my  parent's  eyes, 
"  Implor'd  a  mutual  mind; 
Sad  to  my  chamber  I  withdrew, 
But  Harry's  footfteps  never  flew 
"  The  wonted  fcene  to  find. 

Three  nights  in  dire  fufpenfe  I  fat 
Alone  ;  the  fourth  convey'd  my  fate, 
"  Sent  from  a  foreign  fliore ; — • 


"  Go,  where  thy  wandering  willies  tend, 
"  Go,  and  embrace  thy  father's  friend, 
"  You  never  fee  me  more  1"— 

"  Defpair  !  diftradlion  1  I  obey'd, 
"  And  one  diforder'd  moment  made 

"  An  ever-wretched  wife  ; 
"  Ah  I  in  the  circuit  of  one  fun, 
"  Heaven  1  I  was  wedded  and  undone, 

"  Anddefolate  for  life! 

"  Apart  my  wedding  robes  I  tore, 
"  And  guarded  tears  now  gufliingo'er 

"  Diftain'd  the  bridal  bed  : 
"  Wild  I  invok'd  the  funeral  yell, 
''  And  fought  devoted  now  to  dwell 

"  For  ever  with  the  dead. 

"  My  lord  to  Indian  climates  went, 
"  A  letter  from  my  lover  fent 

"  Renew'd  eternal  woes  ; — 
"  Before  my  love  my  laft  words  greet, 
"  Wrapt  in  the  w^eary  winding  flieet, 

"  I  in  the  duft  repofe  1 

"  Perhaps  your  parents  have  deceiv'd, 
"  Perhaps  too  ralhly  Ibeliev'd 

"  A  tale  of  treach'rous  art ; 
"  Monimia  !  could  you  now  behold 
"  The  youth  you  lov'd  in  forrows  old, 

"  Oh  ;  it  would  break  thy  heart  1 

"  Now  in  the  grave  for  ever  laid*  , 
"   A  conftant  folitary  fliade, 

"  Thy  Harry  hangs  o'er  thee  I 
"  For  you  I  fled  my  native  fky  ; 
''  Loaded  with  life  for  you  I  die  ; 

"  My  love,  remember  me  1" 

"  Of  all  the  promifes  of  youth, 

■'  The  tears  of  tendernefs  and  truth, 

*'  The  throbs  that  lovers  fend  ; 
''  The  vows  in  one  another's  arms, 
"  The  fecret  fympathy  of  charms; 

"  My  God  !  is  this  the  end?" 

She  faid,  and  rufliing  fiom  the  bow'r, 
Devoted  fought  in  evil  hour 

The  promontory  fteep ; 
Hung  o'er  the  margin  of  the  main, 
Her  nx'd  and  earned  eyeballs  ftrain 

The  dafliing  of  the  deep. 

"   Waves  that  refound  from  (liore  to  fliore  t 
"  Rocks  loud  rebellowing  to  the  roar 

"  Of  ocean,  florm,  and  wind  ! 
"  Your  elemental  war  is  tame, 
"  To  that  which  rages  in  my  frame, 

"  The  battle  of  the  mind  '.'' 

With  ^nwnraft  eye  and  muling  mood, 
A  lorid  interval  fhe  ftood 

The  vidlim  of  defpair; 
Her  arms  then  toiling  to  the  fkies, 
She  pour'd  in  nature's  ear  her  cries, 

"  My  God  1  my  father  '.  where  ?"— — > 

Wild  on  the  fummit  of  the  fteep 
She  ruminated  long  the  deep. 
And  felt  her  freezing  blood  ; 
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Approacliing  feet  flie  heard  behind, 
'J'l.en  f'.vifter  than  the  winged  wind 
She  plung'd  into  the  flood. 

Her  form  emerging  from  the  wave 
Eoth  parents  faw,  but  could  not  fave  ; 

The  (liriek  of  death  arofe  I 
At  once  (lie  funk  to  rile  no  more  ; 
And  fadly  founding  to  the  fiiore, 

The  parted  billows  clofe  1 

ODE 

WKITTEN  IN  A  VISIT    TO   THE  COUNTRY  IN 

AUTUMN. 

'Tis  paft  '.  no  more  the  Summer  blooms  I 

Afcending  in  the  rear, 
Behold  congenial  Autumn  comes, 

The  Sabbath  of  the  year  1 
"What  time  thy  holy  whifpers  breathe, 
The  penfive  evening  fhade  beneath, 

And  twilight  cohfecrates  the  floods  ; 
While  nature  ft:ripsher  garment  gay, 
And  wears  the  vefture  of  decay, 
O  let  me  wander  through  the  founding  woods  I 

Ah  I   well-knnwn  flreams!   ah  I  wonted  groves, 

Still  pidlur'd  in  my  mind  I 
Oh;  facred  fcene  of  youthful  loves, 

Whofe  image  lives  behind  I 
While  fad  1  ponder  on  the  paft. 
The  joys  that  mud  no  longer  laft  ; 

The  wild-flow'r  ftrown  on  Summer's  bier, 
The  dying  mufic  of  the  grove, 
And  the  laft  elegies  of  love, 
DilFolve  the  foul,  and  draw  the  tender  tear  ! 

Alas !  the  hofpitable  hall, 

Where  youth  and  friendllii])  play'd> 

Wide  to  the  winds  a  ruin'd  wall 
Projefts  adeathlike  Hiads  ! 

The  charm  is  vanifli'd  from  the  vales; 

No  voice  with  virgin-vvhifper  hails 
A  ftranger  to  his  native  bow'rs: 

No  more  Arcadian  mountains  bloom, 

Nor  Enna  valleys  breathe  perfume. 

The  fancied  Eden  fades  with  all  its  flowers  I 

Companions  of  the  youthful  fcene, 

Endear'd  from  eariic ft  days  1 
With  whom  I  fported  on  the  green. 

Or  rov'd  the  woodland  maze  ? 
Long-exil'd  from  your  native  clime. 
Or  by  the  thunder  ftroke  of  time 

Snatch'd  to  the  fliadows  of  defpair  ; 
I  hear  your  voices  in  the  wind. 
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I  Your  forms  in  every  walk  T  find, 
I  ftretch  my  arms :  ye  vanifli  into  air  I 

My  fteps,  when  innocent  and  young, 

Thefe  fairy  paths  purfu'd  ; 
And  wand'ring  o'er  the  wild,  I  fung 

My  fancies  to  the  wood. 
I  mourn'd  the  linnet-lover's  fate, 
Or  turtle  from  her  murder'd  mate, 

Condemn'd  the  widow'd  hours  to  waih 
Or  while  the  mournful  vifion  rofe, 
I  i'ought  to  weep  for  imag'd  woes. 
Nor  real  life  believ'd  a  tragic  tale  ! 

Alas  !  misfortune's  cloud  unkind 

May  Summer  foon  o'ercaft;  I 
And  cruel  fate's  untimely  wind 

All  human  beauty  blafl:  1 
The  wrath  of  nature  fmites  our  bowers. 
And  promis'd  fruits  and  cherifli'd  flowers, 

The  hopes  of  life  in  embryo  fweeps; 
Pale  o'er  the  ruins  of  his  prime, 
And  defolate  belore  his  time, 
In  filence  fad  the  mourner  walks  and  weeps  J 

Relentlefs  power  !  whofe  fated  fliroke 

O'er  wretched  man  prevails  I 
Ha  1  love's  eternal  chain  is  broke. 

And  friendlbip's  covenant  fails  I 
Upbraiding  forms  1  a  moment's  eafe— 
O  memory  1  how  (liall  I  appeafe 

The  bleeding  fliade,  the  unlaid  ghoft  ? 
vVhat  charm  can  bind  the  gufliing  eye  i 
What  voice  confole  th'  inceflant  figh. 
And  everlafting  longings  for  the  loft  ? 

Yet  not  unwelcome  waves  the  wood, 

That  hides  me  in  its  gloom, 
While  loft  in  melancholy  mood 

I  mule  upon  the  tomb. 
Their  chequer'd  leaves  the  branches  flied  ; 
Whirling  in  eddies  o'er  my  head, 

They  fadly  figh  that  Winter's  near  : 
The  warning  voice  I  hear  behind, 
That  fliakes  the  wood  without  a  wind. 
And  folemn  founds  the  death-bell  of  the  year. 

Nor  will  I  court  Lethean  ftreams, 

The  forrowing  fenle  to  fteep  ; 
Nor  drnik  oblivion  of  the  themes 

On  which  I  love  to  weep. 
Belated  oft  by  fabled  rill, 
While  nightly  o'er  the  hallowed  hill 

Aereal  mulic  feems  to  mourn  ; 
I'll  lirten  Autumn's  doling  ftrain  ; 
Then  woo  the  walks  of  youth  again. 
And  pour  ray  forrovvs  o'er  th'  untimely  urn  1 
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HYMN  I. 

THE  PRAYER  OF  JACOB. 

O  God  of  Abraham  '.  by  whofe  hand 

Thy  people  ttill  are  fed  ; 
Will),  thn.ugh  this  weary  pilgrimage, 

HaiU'l  our  fathers  kd! 


Our  vows,  our  prayers,  we  now  prefent 
Before  thy  throne  of  grace  ; 

God  of  our  fathers,  be  the  God 
Of  their  fucceeding  race 

Through  each  perplexing  path  of  life 
Our  wandering  footfteps  guide, 


Give  us  by  day  our  daily  bread, 
And  raiment  fit  provide  I 

O  fpread  thy  coverins;  wings  around,       • 
Till  all  our  u'anJ'nngs  ct?re. 

And  at  our  fatliers'  lov'd  abode 
Our  feet  arrive  in  peace  ! 

Now  with  the  humble  voice  of  prayer 

Thy  mercy  we  implore  ; 
Then  with  the  grateful  voice  of  praife 

Thy  goodaefs  we'll  adore  1 

HYMN  II. 

THE  COMPLAINT    OF  NATURE. 

Few  are  thy  days  and"  full  of  woe, 

O  man  of  woman  born  I 
Thy  doom  is  written,  duft  thou  art. 

And  flialt  to  duit  return. 

Determin'd  are  the  days  that  fly 

Succeflive  o'er  thy  head  ; 
The  number'd  hour  is  on  the  wing. 

That  lays  thee  with  the  dead. 

Alas  !  the  little  day  of  life 

Is  (horter  than  a  fpan  ; 
Yet  black  with  thouland  hidden  ills 

To  miferable  man. 

Gav  is  thy  morning,  flattering  hope 

Thy  fprightly  ftep  attends ; 
But  foon  the  tempeft  howls  behind, 

And  the  dark  night  defcends. 

Before  its  fplendid  hour  the  cloud 
Comes  o'er  the  beam  of  light ; 

A  pilgrim  in  a  weary  land, 
Man  tarries  but  a  night. 

Behold  1  fad  emblem  of  thy  ftate, 
The  flowers  that  paint  the  field  ; 

Or  trees  that  crown  the  mountain's  brow, 
And  boughs  and  bloflbms  yield. 

"When  chill  the  blad  of  Winter  blows. 

Away  the  Summer  flies, 
The  flowers  refign  their  funny  robes, 

And  all  their  beauty  dies. 

Nipt  by  the  year  the  foreft  fades ; 

And  fhaking  to  the  wind, 
The  leaves  tofs  to  and  fro,  and  flreak 

The  wildernefs  behind. 

The  Winter  part,  reviving  flowers 

Anew  fliall  paint  the  plain, 
The  woods  fhall  hear  the  voice  of  Spring, 

Ar.d  tloiirilh  green  again. 

But  man  departs  this  earthly  fcene. 

Ah  1  never  to  return  1 
No  I'ecor.d  S;.  ring  fhall  e'er  revive 

The  alhes  of  the  urn. 

Th'  inexorable  doors  of  death 

What  hand  can  e'er  unfold  ?  • 

Who  from  the  cearments  of  the  tomb 

Can  raile  the  human  mold? 

The  miahty  flood  that  rolls  along 
Its  torrents  to  the  main, 
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The  waters  loft  can  ne'er  recal 
From  that  abyfs  again. 

The  days,  the  years,  the  ages,  dark 

Defccnding  down  to  night, 
Can  never,  never  be  redecm'd 

Back  to  the  gates  of  light. 

So  man  departs  the  living  fcene, 

To  night's  perpetual  gloom  ; 
The  voice  of  morning  ne'er  fliall  break 

The  flumbers  of  the  tomb. 

Where  are  our  fathers !   Whither  gone 

The  mighty  men  of  old  ? 
"  The  patriarchs,  prophtts,  princes,  kings, 

"  In  facred  books  enroU'd. 

"   Gone  to  the  refling-place  of  man, 

"  The  everlalting  home, 
"   Where  ages  pad  have  gone  before, 

"   Where  future  ages  come." 

Thus  nature  pour'd  the  wail  of  woe. 

And  urged  her  earneft  cry; 
Her  voice  in  agony  extreme 

Afcended  to  the  flcy. 
rh'  Almighty  heard :  Then  frotri  his  throne 

In  majefty  he  rofe  ; 
And  from  the  Heaven,  that  open'd  wide. 

His  voice  in  mercy  flows. 

"  When  mortal  man  refigns  his  breath, 

"  And  falls  a  clod  of  clay, 
"  The  foul  immortal  wings  its  flight, 

"  To  never-fetting  day. 

"  Prepar'd  of  old  for  wicked  men 

"  The  bed  of  torment  lies ; 
"  The  juft  fliall  enter  into  blifs 

"  Immortal  in  the  Ikies." 

HYMN  III. 

TRUST    IN     PROVIDENCE. 

Almighty  father  of  mankind, 

On  thee  my  hopes  remain  ; 
And  when  the  day  of  trouble  comes, 

1  fhall  not  trufl  in  vain. 

Thou  art  our  kind  Preferver,  from 

The  cradle  to  the  tomb ; 
And  I  was  cafl  upon  thy  care. 

Even  from  my  mother's  worn*. 

In  early  ears  thou  wafl  my  guide. 
And  of  my  youth  the  friend  ; 

And  as  my  days  began  with  thee, 
With  thee  my  days  fliall  end. 

I  know  the  power  in  whom  I  truft. 

The  arm  on  which  1  lean  ; 
He  will  my  Saviour  ever  be. 

Who  has  my  Saviour  been. 

In  former  times,  when  trouble  came, 

Thou  didft  not  ftand  afar; 
Nor  didft  thou  prove  an  abfent  friend 

Amid  the  din  of  war. 

My  God,  who  caufedfl:  me  to  hope, 
When  life  began  to  beat, 
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And  when  a  flranger  in  the  world, 

Didft  guide  my  wandering  feet ; 

Thou  wilt  not  call  me  off,  when  age 

And  evil  days  defcend ; 
Thou  wilt  not  leave  me  in  defpair. 

To  mourn  my  latter  end. 

Therefore  in  life  I'll  trufl  to  thee. 

In  death  1  will  adore  ; 
And  after  death  will  fmg  thy  praifo. 

When  time  ftiall  be  no  more. 

HYMN  IV. 

HEAVENLY    WISDOM. 

O  HAPPY  is  the  man  who  hears 
Inftruftion's  warning  voice. 

And  who  celeHial  wifdom  makes 
His  early,  only  choice. 

For  fhe  has  treafures  greater  far 

Than  eaft  or  weft  unfold. 
And  her  reward  is  more  fccure 

Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 

In  her  right  hand  flie  holds  to  view 

A  length  of  happy  years. 
And  in  her  left,  the  prize  of  fame 

And  honour  bright  appears. 

She  guides  the  young,  with  innocencCj 
In  pleafure's  path  to  tread, 

A  crown  of  glory  fhe  beftows 
Upon  the  hoary  hpad. 

According  as  her  labours  rife. 

So  her  rewards  increafe. 
Her  ways  are  ways  of  pleafantnefs. 

And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 


HYMN  V. 

BriioLD  !  the  mountain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  fhall  rife. 
Above  the  mountains  and  the  hills, 

And  draw  the  wond'ring  eyes. 

To  this  the  joyful  nations  round 
All  tribes  and  tongues  fhall  flow, 

Up  to  the  Hill  of  God  they'll  fay. 
And  to  his  houfe  we'll  go. 

The  beam  that  Ihines  on  Zion  hill 

Shall  lighten  every  land  ; 
The  King  who  leigns  in  Zion  towers 

Shall  all  the  world  command. 

No  ftrife  (hall  vex  Mefliah's  reign, 

Or  mar  the  peaceful  years. 
To  ploughfhar^  s  foon  they  beat  their  fwords, 

To  pruning-hooks  their  fpears. 

No  longer  hofts  encountering  hofts, 

Their  millions  flain- deplore; 
They  hang  the  trumpet  in  the  hall. 

And  ftudy  war  no  more. 

Come  then — O  come  from  every  land. 

To  worfliip  at  his  ihrinc  ; 
And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 

With  holy  beauty's  iliine. 


WORKS    OF  LOGAN. 


HYMN  VL 


Behold  !  th'  AmbafTador  divine, 

Defcending  from  above. 
To  publifh  to  mankind  the  law 

Of  everla.'ling  love ! 

On  him  in  rich  effufion  pour'd 

The  heavenly  dew  defcends; 
And  truth  divine  he  fhall  reveal, 

To  earth's  rcmotefl  ends. 

No  trumpet-formd,  at  his  approach. 
Shall  flrike  the  wondering  ears; 

But  flill  and  gentle  breathe  the  voice 
In  which  the  God  appears. 

By  his  kind  hand  the  fhaken  reed 

Shall  rail'c  its  falling  frame; 
The  dying  embers  fhall  revive, 

And  kindle  to  a  flame. 

The  onward  progrefs  of  his  zeal 

Shall  never  know  decline, 
Till  foreign  lands  and  diftant  ifles- 

Receive  the  law  divine. 

He  vs'ho  fpread  forth  the  arch  of  heaven, 

And  bade  the  planets  roll, 
Who  laid  the  bafis  of  the  earth. 

And  form'd  the  human  foul. 

Thus  faith  the  Lord,  "  Thee  have  I  fent, 

"  A  prophet  from  the  (ky, 
"  Wide  o'er  the  nations  to  proclaim 

"  The  meffage  from  on  high. 

"  Before  thy  face  the  fliades  of  death 
"  Shall  take  to  fudden  flight, 

"  The  people  who  in  darknefs  dwell 
"  Shall  hail  a  glorious  light ; 

"  The  gates  of  biafs  fliall  'funder  burii, 

"  The  iron  fetters  fall ; 
"  The  promis'd  jubilee  of  Heaven 

"  Appointed  rife  o'er  all. 

"  And  lo  !  prcfaging  thy  approach, 
"  The  Heathen  temples  fliake, 

"  And  trembling  in  forfaken  fanes. 
"  The  fabled  idols  quake. 

"  I  am  Jehovah  :  I  am  One  : 

"  My  name  fhall  now  be  known; 

"  No  idol  fliall  ufurp  mypraife, 
"  Nor  mount  into  my  throne." 

Lo,  former  fcenes,  prediiSed  once, 

Confpicuous  rife  to  view  ; 
And  future  fcenes,  predicted  now. 

Shall  be  accomplilh'd  too. 

Now  fing  a  new  fong  to  the  Lord  I 
Let  earth  his  praife  refound  ; 

Ye  who  upon  the  ocean  dwell, 
And  fill  the  ifles  around. 

O  city  of  the  Lord  !  begin 

The  univerlal  fong; 
And  let  the  fcatlei'd  villages. 

The  joyful  notes  prolong. 

Let  Kednr's  wiLlcrnefs  afar 
Lift  up  the  lonely  voice; 
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And  let  the  tenants  of  the  rock 
With  accent  rude  rejoice. 

O  from  the  ftreams  of  diflant  lands 

Unto  Jehovah  fing  ! 
And  joyful  from  the  mountain  tops 

Shout  to  the  Lord  the  King ! 

Let  all  combin'd  with  oite  accord 

Jehovah's  glories  raife, 
Till  in  remoteft  bounds  of  earth 

The  nations  found  his  praife. 

HYMN  VH. 

Messiah!  at  thy  glad  approach 
The  howling  wilds  are  ilill ; 

Thy  praifes  fill  the  lonely  waile. 
And  breathe  from  every  hill. 

The  hidden  fountains,  at  thy  call. 
Their  facred  ftores  unlock ; 

Loud  in  the  defertfudden  ftreams 
Burft  living  from  the  rock. 

The  incenfe  of  the  Spring  afccnds 
Upon  the  morning  gale ; 

Red  o'er  the  hill  the  roles  bloom 
The  lilies  in  the  vale. 

Renew'd,  the  earth  a  robe  of  light, 
A  robe  of  beauty  wears ; 

And  in  new  heavens  a  brighter  fun 
Leads  on  the  promis'd  years. 

The  kingdom  of  Mefliah  come. 
Appointed  times  difclofe ; 

And  fairer  in  Emanuel's  land 
The  new  creation  glows. 

Let  Ifrael  to  the  Prince  of  Peace 
The  loud  hofannah  fing  ! 

With  hallelujahs  and  with  hymns, 
O  Zion,  hail  thy  King ! 


HYMN  VIII. 

When  Jefus,  by  the  virgin  brought, 
So  runs  the  law  of  Heaven, 

Was  offer'd  holy  to  the  Lord, 
And  at  thy  altar  given ; 

Simeon  the  juft  and  the  devout, 
Who  frequent  in  the  fane 
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Had  for  the  Saviour  walled  long, 
But  waited  ftill  in  vain  ; 

Came  Heaven-direcfted  at  the  hour 

When  Mary  held  her  fon ; 
He  ftretched  forth  his  aged  arms. 

While  tears  of  gladnefs  run : 

With  holy  joy  upon  his  face 

The  good  old  father  fmil'd, 
While  fondly  in  his  wither'd  arms 

He  clafp'd  the  promis'd  child. 

And  then  he  lifted  up  to  Heaven 

An  earnefl:  aflcing  eye; 
My  joy  is  full,  my  hour  is  come. 

Lord  let  thy  fervant  die. 

At  laft  my  arms  embrace  my  Lord, 

Now  let  their  vigour  ceafe ; 
At  laft  my  eyes  my  Saviour  fee. 

Now  let  them  clofe  in  peace  ! 

The  ftar  and  glory  of  the  land 

Hath  now  begun  to  fliine  ; 
The  morning  that  fhall  gild  the  globe 

Breaks  on  thefe  eyes  of  mine  ! 

HYMN  IX. 

Where  high  the  heavenly  temple  ftands 
The  houfe  of  God  not  made  with  hands, 
A  great  high  priell:  our  nature  wears. 
The  patron  of  mankind  appears. 

He  who  for  men  in  mercy  ftood, 
And  pour'd  on  earth  his  precious  blood, 
Furfues  in  Heaven  his  plan  of  grace. 
The  Guardian  God  of  human  race. 

Though  now  afcended  up  on  high, 
He  bends  on  earth  a  brother's  eye. 
Partaker  of  the  human  name, 
He  knows  the  frailty  of  our  frame. 

Our  fellow-fuff 'rer  yet  retains 
A  fellow-feeling  of  our  pains; 
And  ftill  remembers  in  the  fkies 
His  tears,  and  agonies,  and  cries. 

In  every  pang  that  rends  the  heart, 
The  Man  of  Sorrovi's  had  a  part ; 
He  fympatliifes  in  our  grief. 
And  to  the  fuff 'rer  fends  relief. 

With  boldnefs,  therefore,  at  the  throne 
Let  us  make  all  our  forrows  known. 
And  aflc  the  aids  of  heavenly  power, 
To  help  us  In  the  evil  hour. 
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Lo!  whereon  Ifis'  bank,  f^iir  England's  mufe 

Laments  the  leader  of  her  laureat  train; 
Whofe  art,  with  chivalry's  romantic  hues. 

Combines  the  chaftenefs  of  the  claffic  (train  : 
She  mourns  that  fage,  whofe  patient  toil  purfues 

Her  faultering  rteps  through  time's  exrenfive  plain ; 
And  from  primeval  Ihades  her  progrefs  (hows, 

Down  to  the  brightnefs  of  Eliza's  reign : 
With  the  rich  meed  of  fome  melodious  tear. 

Fain  would  (lie  now  that  cruel  ftroke  deplore, 
Which  ftopt  her  darling  in  his  fair  career 

Of  antiquarian  fearch,  and  critic  lore: 
For  (till,  while  tafte  or  fhe  can  honour  claim. 
Each  age  (hall  venerate  her  Warton's  name  I 

MR.  Thomson's  sonnet  on  the  death  of  warton. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  TVARTON. 


Thomas  Warton,  the  "  Hiftoriar.  or  Englifh  Poetry,"  was  born  in  the  year  1728.  He  belong, 
ed  to  a  poetical  family.  His  father,  Thomas  Warton,  B.  D-  was  fellow  of  Magdalen  College,  Ox- 
ford, and  afterwards  Poetry  ProfefTor  in  that  Unlverfity,  from  1718  to  1728,  and  Vicar  of  Bafing- 
fioke  in  Hants,  and  of  Cobham  in  Surrey.  He  married  Elizabeth,  daughter  nf  the  Rev.  Jofeph 
Richardfon,  Redtor  of  Dunsfold,  in  Surrey,  by  whom  he  had  two  fons,  Jofeph,  the  prefent  refpedl- 
able  Mafter  of  Winchefler  School,  the  peet,  and  one  daughter,  Jane.  He  does  not  appear  to  have 
publilhed  any  thing  in  his  lifetime;  bnt  af:er  his  death,  which  happened  at  Bafmgftoke,  in  1745, 
a  volume  of  poems  was  printed  by  fubfcrlption  in  174S.  Amhurft's  "  Terras  Filius"  contains  fome 
anecdotes  of  him.  His  mother  died  at  Winchefter,  in  1762.  His  brother,  Dr.  Jofeph  Warton,  is 
advantageoully  known  to  the  world,  by  his  "  Ode  to  Fancy,"  and  other  ingenious  poems  in  "  Dod- 
iley's  Colkvflion,"  "  ElTay  on  the  Genius  and  Writings  of  Pope,"  "  Tranflation  of  the  Paftorala 
and  Eclogues  of  Virgil,"  and  an  edition  of  the  "  Works  of  Pope,"  with  notes. 

By  his  quotation  from  Gray's  Ode,  in  his  D^fiription  of  the  City  College  and  Cathedral  of  W'tnchejler^ 
and  his  Latin  poem  on  Catharine  Hill,  we  learn  that  he  received  his  education  at  the  feminary  over 
which  his  brother  now  prefides. 

In  due  time  he  became  a  member  of  Trinity  College,  Oxford ;  took  the  degree  of  Mailer  of  Arts 
in  1^50,  of  Bachelor  of  Divinity  in  1767  ;  but  did  not  fucceed  to  the  Maftetlhip  of  his  college,  as 
might  have  been  expeded,  when  it  became  vacant  in  1776,  though  he  continued  to  refide  in  it  till 
his  death. 

In  a  life  paffed  within  the  limits  of  a  college,  where  the  tranfitions  from  the  fludy  to  the  com- 
mon-room, and  from  thence  back  to  the  fludy,  mark  the  palling  day  with  fcarce  any  variation,  no- 
thing of  incident  is  to  be  expe(5led,  nothing  will  be  found  important  enough  to  be  recorded.  Yet 
a  life  thus  fpent  is  not  to  be  contemned.  The  writings  of  Warton  fliew,  that  one  at  leaft  has  been 
produdlive  of  much  entertainment,  much  ufefulnefs  to  the  world. 

He  very  early  exerted  his  poetical  talents,  as  may  be  feen  by  the  dates  of  his  feveral  publications; 
which  may  be  confidered  as  the  principal  landmarks  in  his  life. 

In  1745,  he  publilhed  Five  Pajloral  Eclogues  ;  the  fcenes  of  which  are  fuppofed  to  lie  among  the 
iliepherds  oppreffed  by  the  war  in  Germany,  4to.  Thefe  Eclogues  have  not  been  coUeded  in  hi& 
works,  and  have  eluded  the  diligence  of  the  prefent  writer. 

In  1747,  he  publilhed  The  Pleafures  of  Melancholy,  written  in  1745,  4to,  reprinted  in  "  Dodfley's 
Colledlion,"  which  was  followed  by  The  Progref  of  Difcontent,  a  Poem,  writteri  at  Oxford  in  1 746, 
firft  printed  in  "  The  Student ;"  and  Neiumarkct,  a  Satire,  fol.  1 750,  reprinted  in  "  Pearch's  Col- 
ledtion,"  and  again  in  "  Dodfley's  CoUedion." 

At  a  time  when  few  are  capable  of  diftinguilhing  themfelves  in  any  extraordinary  degree,  he 
rendered  a  fervice  to  his  Alma  Mater,  which  could  not  but  be  acceptable. 

It  is  well  known  that  Tory,  if  not  Jacobite  principles,  were  fufpedled  to  prevail  much  in  the  Unl- 
verOty  of  Oxford,  about  the  time  of  the  Rebellion  in  1745  ;  and  foon  after  its  fuppreffion,  the  folly 
and  drunken  extravagance  of  fcveial  young  men  belonging  to  one  of  the  colleges,  gave  offence  to 
the  friends  of  the  Houfe  of  Hanover,  in  a  manner  which  occafioned  a  profecution  in  the  Court  of 
King's  Bench,  and  a  fljgma  on  the  Vice-Chancellor  and  fome  of  the  heads  of  houfcs. 

In  1748,  while  this  matter  was  the  fubjed  of  converfation,  Mr  Mafon  publiflied  his  "  Ifis,  an 
elegy,"  in  which,  after  celebrating  the  worthies  fhe  formerly  boafled,  Ihe  laments  her  degenerate 
ions,  that, 

■  madly  bold 
To  Freedom's  foes  infernal  orgies  hold. 
Tn  anfwer  to  Mr.  Mafon's  elegy,  which  was  much  applauded,  and  with  great  reafon,  at  the  time 
of  its  publication,  Warton  publifhed  his  Triumph  of  If,,,  an  elegy,  4:0,  1749,  which  was  equally  de- 
ferving  of  praife.     His  eulcgium  on  Dr.  King  is  particularly  worth7  of  notice.    It  was  reprinted 
in  Pearch's  CoUedlion. 

It  is  remarkable,  that  though  neither  Mafon  nor  Warton  ever  excelled  thefe  performances,  each 
of  them,  as  by  conient,  when  he  firft  collcded  his  poems  into  a  volume,  omitted  his  own  party- 
produftion,  4 
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Ir:  1 75 1  he  puWiflied  An  Ode  far  Mufic,  performed  at  the  Theatre^  Oxford,  July  i.  I75I,  helng  fit 
day  appointed  by  the  late  Lord  Creiv,  Btjhop  of  Durham,  for  the  commemoration  of  the  benefaStors  of  the  uni- 
•uerjiiy,  4(0.  Ir  this  Ode,  Minerva,  after  having  aflilled  Queen  Bonduca  in  a  battle,  is  feigned  to 
Tf  queft  drink  r-f  'he  river  jjis,  and,  in  reward  of  the  favour,  to  promifc  that  her  banks  ftiall  be- 
come the  feat  of  leari:iiig,  a, id  the  pride  of  Britain. 

In  1753    he  publifhed  T^he  Union   or  SeleB  Scots  and  Englijh  Poems,  lamo. 

Thefe  were  on.y  the  lighter  produdions  of  Warton's  genius.  In  1753,  he  publifhed  Obfer-vations  on 
the  Faery  ^eere  of  Spenfer.  8vo,  which  he  correded  and  enlarged  in  2  vols,  lamo,  176a.  He  fent  a 
copy  of  the  fivft  edition  to  Dr.  Johi.r^i,  which  he  acknowledged  in  a  letter  to  him,  dated  Jiily  16. 
1754,  Qoniaining  the  following  merited  compliment :  "  I  now  pay  you  a  very  honeft  acknowledg- 
ment for  fh ;  advancemt^nt  of  the  literature  of  our  native  country.  You  have  fhown  to  all  who  fhall 
hereafter  attempt  the  ftudy  of  our  ancient  authors,  the  way  to  fuccefs,  by  direding  them  to  the  per. 
ufa!  of  the  b  "ks  which  thtfe  authors  had  read.  Of  this  method  Hughes,  and  men  much  greater 
than  Hughes,  fecm  never  to  have  thought.  The  reafon  why  the  authors,  which  are  yet  read,  of 
the  f^xteenth  century,  a-e  fo  little  underftood,  is.  that  they  are  read  alone,  and  no  help  is  borrowed 
from  thoft  who  lived  wirh  them,  or  before  them." 

Some  time  before,  he  feem"  to  have  taken  orders,  and  to  have  become  Fellow  of  his  College;  for, 
in  his  notes  on  Dr  Johnfon's  letter,  preferved  by  Mr.  Bofwell,  he  mentions  his  defign  of  publifti- 
ing  a  volume  of"  Oblerva'ions  on  the  beft  of  Spenfer's  Works,"  being  hindered  by  his  taking  pu- 
pils. "  1  am  glad  of  your  hindrance  in  your  Spenferian  defign,"  Dr.  Johnfon  writes  him,  Nov.  28. 
I''J4)"  yt  1  would  not  have  it  delayed." 

At  this  time  his  frierd  Collins  was  at  Oxford,  on  a  vifit  to  him  ;  but  labouring  under  the  moft  de- 
plorable languor  of  body,  and  dejection  of  mind.  "  Puor  dear  C<llins!"  fays  Dr.  Johnfon,  "  would 
a  krter  ^ive  him  any  plealuie  ?  I  have  a  mind  to  write."  Soon  after  he  writes  him  :  "  1  had  lately 
a  letter  from,  your  brother,  with  fome  account  of  pour  Collins,  for  whom  I  am  much  concerned.  I 
have  a  notion,  that  by  very  great  temperance,  or  more  properly  abftinence,  he  may  yet  recover." 

In  February  1755,  he  procured  for  Dr.  Johnfon  the  degree  of  Mafter  of  Arts,  by  diploma,  from 
the  Univerfity  of  CJxford  ;  which  was  confidered  as  an  honour  of  confiderable  importance,  in  order 
to  grace  the  title-puge  of  his  Didllonary,  which  came  out  foon  after 

Tn  1756,  he  pubiifiied  a  pamphletj/intituled,  The  Olferver  Ohferved,  8vo,  on  the  publication  of 
Upton's  ■'  Spenfer."  This  year  he  was  ele<fled  by  the  univerfity,  Poetry  Profcffor,  on  the  death  of 
Mr.  Hawkins;  which  (.'ffice  he  held  the  ufual  terin  of  ten  years. 

In  1758,  when  Dr  Johnfon  began  the  "  Idler,"  he  gave  his  afliftance,  and  contributed  Nos.  33. 
53  and  96.  The  fame  year  he  publifhed  Infcriptionum  Metricarum  Deleiius,  Accedunt  Notula,  4tO, 
1758,  and  wrote  A  Panegyric  on  Ale^  printed  in  Dodfley's  "  CoUeflion." 

About  this  time  he  pubiifiied  A  Befcription  of  th:  City  College  and  Cathedral  of  IVincheJier,  exhibiting 
d  compht:  and  comprchenji-ve  detail  of  their  antiquities  and prefentflate,  8v©,  without  date  or  name. 

In  1760,  he  contributed  the  Lfe  of  Sir  Thomas  Tope  to  the  5th  volume  of  the  "  Biographia  Bri- 
tannica  " 

The  year  following,  he  publifhed  The  Life  and  Literary  Remains  of  Ralph  Bnihurfl,  M.D.  Dean  of 
Wells  and  Pnfident  of  Ttinlty  CoHege,  Oford,  8vo.  In  the  Life  of  Dr.  Bathurfl^  he  has  fupplied  fomC 
defeds,  awd  redtified  fome  miflakes  in  the  account  given  of  him  ih  the  "  Biographia  Bntannica." 

In  1  761,  he  contributed  to  the  "  Oxford  CoUeiSion  of  Verfes,"  a  poem  on  the  l.eatb  of  George  II. 
adireffedto  Mr.  Secretary  Pitt,  and  Verfes  on  the  Marriage  of  the  King,  and  on  the  Birth  of  the  Prince  of 
Wales,  1762 

About  1762  he  publifhed  A  Companion  to  the  Guide,  and  a  Guide  to  the  Companion,  being  a  Supplement  to 
all  the  Accounts  nf  '  rford  hitherto  publ'fpcd,  lamo,  without  a  date  ;  a  burlelq^ue  on  Oxford  Guides, 
and  Companions. 

His  next  publication  was  the  Oxford  Saufage,  or  SeleB  Poetical  Pieces,  •written  by  the  mof.  tlehrated 
Wits  of  the  Uni-jcrfty  of  Oxford,  lamo,  1764.  In  t\\h  co\\t&.\oa,lht  Nexvfman's  Ferfes^  and  feveral 
other  pieces  of  pleafantry,  were  contributed  by  Warton, 

In  1768,  he  was  prefented  to  the  Vicarage  of  Shalfield,  in  Wlltfhire* 
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In  1770,  he  publifhed  from  the  Clarendon  Prefs,  Theoctitl  Syracufti  Cum  Ss'oUis  Grach,  Hijloribus 
Emtndationibus  et  Antmadwrftan'ibus  in  Scholia  Editoris  ct  Joannis  Toupii  GloJJis  fcUSiis  ineditis  Indicibus 
aviplijfunis.  Premittuntur  Editoris  Bijfertatio  de  Bucolicis  Gracorum,  Vita  Theocrita  Ionia  Barnefio  Scribm 
t.iy  cum  nonnuUis  aliis  auBoriis.  Accedunt  Editoris  et  variorum  Nolie  perpetua  Epijiola  'Joannit  Toubii  de 
Syracufiis  ejufdojt  addenda  in  Theocritum  necnon  CoUcBiones  quindecim  Codicum  ;  Oxon.  2  Vols  Ato.  '*  This" 
fays  Dr.  Harwood, "  is  a  very  fplendid  edition ;  and,  after  a  very  careful  perufal,  I  can  pronounce  It 
as  corred  as  it  is  fplendid.  Every  lover  of  Greek  literature  is  under  great  obligations  to  the  very 
learned  and  Ingenious  Mr.  Warton,  for  this  magnificent  edition  of  Theocritus,  and  for  feveral  other 
immortal  produdionsi."  Some  additional  notes  and  obfervations,  by  way  of  Appendix  to  Warton's 
edition  of  Theocritus,  were  publifliiid  by  Mr.  Toup  in  1772,  Cura  Popriores,  Sive  Appendicula  No- 
iarum  atque  Emeiidationum  in  Theocritum  Oxonli  nuperrimi  publicatum,  4to. 

In  177I,  he  publilhed  an  improved  account  of  The  Life  of  Sir  Thomas  Pope,  Founder  of  Trinity  Colm 
lege,  Oxford,  ehiefy  compiled  from  Original  Evidences  ;  ivith  an  Ppendi\:  of  Papers  nc-ver  before  publi/h  d 
3vo.  The  attention  and  rcfearch  which  he  has  laviflied  in  compofing  the  memoirs  of  the  munifi- 
cent and  meritorious  founder  of  Trinity  College,  evince  his  gratitude  and  ability;  but  it  cannot  but 
be  confidered  as  an  unhappinefs  that  he  was  called  upon  by  his  fituation  and  connexions  to  attend 
to  a  fubjedb  on  which  even  the  vigorous  genius  of  Milton  could  ftamp  no  confiderable  value 

The  fame  year  he  was  prefented  by  the  Earl  of  Litchfield  to  the  Redlory  of  Kiddington  in  Ox- 
fordihire,  and  eledled  a  Fellow  of  the  Society  of  Antiquaries. 

In  1774,  he  gave  to  the  world  the  firft  volume  of  his  Hijlory  of  Englifh  Poetry,  from  the  clofe  of  the 
eleventh,  to  the  commencement  of  the  eighteenth  century  ;  to  -zvhich  are  prcfxed  two  Dijfertations  on  the  Oritrin 
of  Romantic  FiSiion  in  Europe,  and  on  the  Introduliion  of  Learning  into  England,  410.  The  /ec«nd  vr» 
lume  appeared  in  1 7  78,  and  the  third,  which  is  brought  down  to  the  commencement  of  the  reign 
of  Queen  Elizabeth,  in  1781.  To  the  third  volume  is  prefixed  a.  third  AiScrt?.Uon  on  the  Gella  Ro- 
rnanorum.  The  yo:/;//6  and /a/ volume  was  announced,  as  "  fpeedily  to  be  pubiifiied,"  in  the  end 
«f  his  edition  of  Milton  s  fmaller  poems  1785,  and  it  is  faid,  a  confiderable  portion  of  it  was  ac- 
tually printed  off  at  the  time  of  his  death.  It  isexpedled  to  be  completed,  and  given  to  the  world 
with  every  pofiible  advamage,  by  his  brother,  whofe  abilities,  both  in  poetry  aud  other  literary 
provinces,  have  juftly  obtained  the  full  fandion  of  public  applaufe.  A  few  miftakes  and  inaccura- 
cies in  thefe  volumes  were  pointed  out,  with  illiberal  exaggeration,  by  Mr.  Ritfon,  a  writer  of 
knowledgcd,  but  mifapplied  talents,  in  a  pamphlet,  intituled  "  Obfervations  on  the  three  firft  vo_ 
lumes  of  the  Hiftory  of  Englifh  Poetry,  In  a  Familiar  Epiftle  to  the  Author,"  4(0,  1782.  A  vin- 
dication of  Warton  appeared  in  various  communications  in  the  "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  1781 
and  1783- 

In  1777,  he  colkded  his  Poems  into  an  8vo  volume,  containing  Mlfcellancous  Pieces,  Odes  and  Son- 
Tiets.  In  this  collection  he  omitted  his  Pafloral  Eclogues,  the  Triumph  (f  Ifis,  Nezvmariet  a  Satire  Th' 
Progrefs  of  Dif content,  znA  olhar  ^lezzs  oihumoMr.  The  publication  may  be  confidered  as  in  fome 
meafure,  original,  there  being  only  feven  pieces  that  had  before  appeared,  and  near  three  time* 
that  number  which  were  then  firft  printed.  Alluding  to  this  publication,  Mrs.  Piozzi  in  her  en 
tertaining  "  Anecdotes  of  Dr.  Johnfn,"  reports  the  following  converfation  :  "  Such  a  one's  verfej 
are  come  out,  faid  I  :  "  Yes  (replied  Jihnfon)  and  this  froft  has  ftruck  them  in  again.  Here  are 
fome  verfes  I  have  written  to  ridicule  them  ;  but  remember  that  I  love  the  fellow  dearly,  now  for 
all  that  I  laugh  at  him. 

Wherefo'er  I  turn  my  view. 

All  is  ftrange,  yet  nothing  new  : 

Endlefs  labour  all  along, 

Endlefs  labour  to  be  wrong; 

Phrafe  that  time  has  /lung  away  ; 

Uncouth  words  in  dif'array, 

Trick'd  in  antique  ruff  and  bonnet, 

Ode,  and  elegy,  and  fonnet." 

In  1781,  he  printed  for  private  ufe,a  few  copies  of  A  Hlfory  of  Kiddington  Parifh.  4to,  Intended  at 

a  fpecimen  of  a  hiftory  of  Oxfordfiiire.    A  fecond  edition  was  publifhed,  "  corrected  and  enlarged  " 

for  fa!e,  in  r78j.     This   admirable  fpecimen  of  parochial  hiftory  and  of  his  general  idea  of  fuch 

hiftory,  f^rves  but  to  make  us  regret  that  he  had  not  opportunity  to  execute  more  of  fuch  a  plan- 


,05^  THE   LIFE   OF  WARTON. 

But  why  regret  this  exertion  of  his  talents,  when  his  Hijlery  of  Gothic  Arcbite^ute,  which  he  more 
than  promifed  in  the  Hi/lory  of  EngUJb  Poetry,  is  now,  it  is  to  be  feared,  loft  to  the  world  ? 

In  1782,  he  engaged,  as  might  be  expedtcd,  on  the  fide  of  Chatterton,  in  the  Rowleian  contro- 
Terfy  and  publilhed  An  Inquiry  into  the  Authenticity  of  the  Poems  attributed  to  Thomas  Roivley  ;  in  ivhicb 
the  a'gumeiits  of  the  J)ean  of  Exeter  and  Mr.  Bryant  are  examined^  8vo,  which  bears  convidtion  with 
every  unprejudiced  mind.  This  year  he  was  prefented  to  the  donative  of  Hill  Farrance,  in  Somer- 
fctlhire. 

The  fame  year  he  publilhed  his  Verfes  on  Sir  fofhua  Reynolds's  fainted  Window  at  Neiv  College,  Ox-. 

ford,  4to. 

In  1785,  he  was  eleded  Camden  Profefibr  of  Ancient  Hiftory,  on  the  refignation  of  Dr.  Scott; 
and  the  fame  year  he  was  made  Poet  Laureat,  on  the  death  of  Whitehead. 

His  next  publication  was  Poems  en  Several  Occaftons,  Engltfo,  Latin,  and  Italian,  -with  Tranflations  ly 
fohn  Milton,  -VIZ,  Lycidai  L^ Allegro  II  Penferofo,  Arcades,  Comus,  Odes,  Sonnets,  Mifcdlanks,  Englifi 
Pfalms,  Elegiaritm  Liber,  Epigrammatum  Liber,  Sylvarum  Liber,  ivith  ^otes  Critical  and  Explanatory, 
and  other  Illujlrations,  8vo,  1785.  A  fecond  edition,  with  corredions  and  improvements,  appeared 
after  his  death,  in  1790.  I'he  chief  purpofe  of  the  Notes  is  to  explain  Milton's  allufions,  to  iliuf- 
trate  or  to  vindicate  his  beauties,  to  point  out  his  imitations,  both  of  others  and  of  himfelf,  to  elu- 
cidate his  obfolete  dJcSion,  and  by  the  addudion  and  juxtapofition  of  parallels  univerfally  gleaned 
both  from  his  poetry  and  his  profe,  to  afcertain  his  favourite  words,  and  to  Ihew  the  peculiarities  ot, 
his  phrafeology.  His  commentary  is  enriched  with  fome  occafional  illuftrations  by  his  brother  Dr. 
Warton.  In  the  fecond  edition,  the  Notes  appear  to  have  undergone  an  entire  revifal.  Some  notes, 
which  were  in  the  firft  edition,  he  has  omitted  in  the  fecond  ;  intending,  as  is  evident  by  the  re- 
ferences, to  introduce  them,  and  probably  with  confiderable  additions,  in  his  edition  of  Milton  s 
larger  poems,  which  he  was  preparing  for  the  prefs.  Many  of  his  own  notes,  not  to  be  found  in 
the  firft  edition,  are  inferted  in  the  fecond,  together  with  fome  which  are  marked  with  the  Initials 
of  the  names  of  Warburton  and  Hurd.  A  multitude  of  corredions  are  alfo  made,  in  which  he 
probably  availed  himfelf  of  the  hints  of  friendly  criticifm. 

This  was  the  laft  publication  he  gave  to  the  world,  except  his  ofiicial  Odes,  and  many  excellent 
notes  in  \ht  variorum  edition  of  Shakfpeare  1786,  which  are  didinguifhed  by  his  name. 

His  health  began  to  decline  a  little  time  before  his  death,  but  not  in  fuch  a  manner  as  to  give 
much  alarm  to  his  friends.  He  had  been  fome  fime  ill  with  the  gout ;  but  was  thought  In  a  fair 
way  of  recovery.  On  Thurfday,  May  jo.  1790.  he  appeared  remarkably  cheerful,  and  fupped,  and 
■paffed  the  evening  in  the  common-room.  Between  ten  and  eleven  o'clock  he  funk  in  his  chair. 
His  friends  thought  him  only  dofing ;  but  on  approaching,  found  him  ftruck  with  the  palfy,  and 
quite  dead  on  o.ne  fide.  He  was  immediately  conveyed  to  his  room,  and  continued  infenfible  till  his 
death,  on  Friday,  absut  two  o'clock,  in  the  fixty-fecond  year  of  his  age.  On  the  37th  of  May,  in 
the  afternoon,  his  remains  were  interred  in  the  Chapel  of  Trinity  College,  with  the  higheft  aca- 
demical honours. 

A  new  edition  of  his  Poems,  Including  the  pieces  omitted  In  the  edition  I777,  and  the  Neiv-Year 
zni  Birth~Day  Odes,  (cT  1786,  1787  and  1788,  was  printed  in  179X.  They  are  now,  reprinted 
from  the  edition  179I,  with  his  Birth-Day  Odes  for  1789  and  1790,  Sonnet  in  imitation  of  Spenfer, 
and  his  Latin  poems  ad  Somnum  and  ^i  ft  Mtecenas,  omitted  In  former  editions,  received  for  the 
firft  time  Into  a  colledlon  of  claffical  Englifii  poetry. 

His  charader  was  truly  amiable  and  refpedable.  To  his  friends  he  was  endeared  by  hh  fimple, 
open,  and  friendly  manners;  to  the  Univerfity  of  Oxford  by  his  long  refidence  and  many  fervices; 
and  to  the  public  by  the  valuable  additions  which  have  been  made  by  his  talents  to  Englifli  poetry, 
antiquities,  and  criticifm.  His  mind  was  more  fraught  with  wit  and  mirth  than  his  outward  ap- 
pearance promifed.  His  perfon  was  unwieldy  and  ponderous,  and  his  countenance  fomewhat  in- 
ert ;  but  the  fafcination  of  his  converfe  was  wonderful.  He  was  the  delight  of  the  jovial  Attic  board, 
anniverfaries;  mufic  meetings,  &c.  and  poffeffed  beyond  moft  men  the  art  of  communicating  variety. 
to  the  dull  famentfs  of  an  Oxford  life.  With  eminent  abilities,  and  fchoiaftic  accamplifliments,  ho 
united  thofe  conciliatory  talents,  that  amiable  fociability  of  manners,  which  could,  to  the  claim  of 
refpeft  for  the  author,  add  that  of  elleem  for  the  man.  He  was  a  liberal  fcholar,  an  agreeable  com- 
panion, a  warm  philantbropift,  a  difinterefted  Chriftian,  and  aa  amiable  maa. 
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«  His  fecial  qualities,"  fays  a  writer  in  the- "  Gentleman's  Magazine"  for  1790,  "  had  long  endeared 
him  to  the  members  of  his  own  fociety,  among  whom  he  conQantly  refided.  The  brilliancy  of  his 
wit,  the  folidity  of  his  judgment,  and  the  affability  of  his  temper,  give  t»  all  who  had  the  happinefa 
of  his  acquaintance,  the  moft  pungent  regret  for  his  irreparable  lofs.  His  literary  produdions  have 
rendered  him  peculiarly  eminent  as  an  annotator,  a  biographer,^an  antiquary,  and  a  poet ;  and  he 
may  be  dcfervedly  conlidered  as  the  ornament,  not  only  of  the  imiverfity,  but  of  the  literary  world 
at  large.  Such,  in«Jeed,  was  the  vigour  of  his  mind,  the  clafllcal  purity  of  his  tafte,  the  extent  and 
variety  of  his  learning,  that  his  memory  will  be  for  ever  revered  a?  a  profound  fcholar,  and  a  man 
of  true  genius.     Learning  mud  deplore  him  as  one  of  her  bell  and  moft  valuable  ornaments." 

As  an  author,  he  has  chiefly  diftiiiguiflied  himfelf  as  a  biograpLir,  a  Li/Iorian,,  a  c> ific,  ^nd  a  pie(. 

In  his  Lhei  of  Dr.  Bathui-fl  and  Sir  Thomas  Pofe,  we  find  that  art,  propriety,  and  eafe,  which  cha- 
rav5lenzc  the  produiflions  of  thofe  whofe  talents  have  been  carefully  cultivated  by  reflection  and  flu- 
dy.  But  they  will  not,  perhaps,  by  the  generality  of  readers,  be  deemed  either  inftruftive  er  enter- 
taining. Of  the  memorials  cf  Dr.  Bathutjl,  which  have  been  tranfmitted  to  pofterity,  few  are  at 
this  time  interefting  or  affecfting  enough  to  engage  the  attention  of  the  public  ;  but  he  may  be  credit- 
ed for  his  induftry,  and  the  difficulties  he  furmountcd  in  attaining  the  necefl'ary  information  to  com- 
plete his  work.  The  infufliciency  of  the  materials  which  time  has  preferved  concerning  Sir  Thomas 
Fopi^  has  engaged  him  to  enter  occafionally  into  hiftorical  digrcffions.  Among  other  national  tran- 
fadions,  he  gives  an  interefting  relation  of  the  perfecutions  of  the  Princefs  Elizabeth.  But  on  lofing 
fight  of  Sir  Thomat  Pope,  he  dctrads  from  the  merit  of  his  performance,  confidered  as  a  compofition. 
The  principal  figure  in  the  pidure  being  edipfed  by  the  decorations  that  furround  it,  the  eye  is  fix- 
ed on  the  latter,  and  negledts  the  former.  Indeed,  the  life  of  a  perfon  whofe  capacity  was  flender 
and  limited,  who  never  fuftained  or  merited  any  important  office,  and  whofe  fphere  of  adion  was 
narrow,  is  not  properly  an  ohjed  of  curiofity.  The  mind  does  not  willingly  beftow  its  attention 
on  infignificant  circum (lances;  its  fenfibilities  can  only  be  awakened  by  what  is  fliining  and  illuftri- 
ous.  The  literary  toil  which  fliould  be  employed  in  narrations  concerning  thofe  who  have  difplay- 
ed  valour  in  the  field,  or  wifciom  in  the  cabinet,  fhould  never  be  wafted  in  inquiries  conceriiing 
men  who  have  aded  in  inferior  or  fubo- dinate  ftations.  The  portion  of  the  laborious  drudge,  who 
is  put  in  motion  at  the  command  of  a  maftcr,  and  who  neither  plans  nor  thinks,  is  filencc  and  ob- 
fcurity. 

As  an  h'l/lorian,  his  reputation  is  founded  on  his  Hijlery  nf  EngUfi  Poetry  ;  the  very  name  of  which 
warms  the  heart  of  every  man  of  tafte  and  tiegance.  An  hiftory  of  Englifli  poetry  has  long  been  a 
defideratum  in  the  learned  world.  A  plan  of  this  kind  had  been  agitated  by  Pope,  in  which  our  . 
poets  were  clalTed  under  their  fuppofed  refpcdive  fchools.  It  was  afterwards  adopted  by  Gray, 
The  fubftanceof  Gray's  plan,  which  was  that  of  Pope,  confiderably  enlarged,  extended,  and  im- 
proved, is  given  in  his  "  Life."  Both  thefe  plans  Warton  has  rejeded,  and  has  chofen  to  condudl 
his  work  in  a  chronological  feries ;  for  this  obvious  reafon,  that  it  exhibits,  without  tranfpofition, 
the  gradual  improvements  of  our  poetry,  at  the  fame  time  that  it  uniformly  reprefents  the  pro- 
greffion  of  our  language.  Yet  he  has  not  always  adhered  io  fcrupuloufly  to  the  regularity  of  an- 
'  nals,  but  that  he  has  often  deviated  into  occafional  digreffions.  His  reafons  for  commencing  his 
annals  with  the  Norman  acceffion,  rather  than  the  Saxon  government,  feem  condufive ;  the  for- 
mer being  the  era  when  our  national  charader  began  to  dawn.  His  work  is  introduced  by  a 
Prifaccy  which  is  at  once  elegant  and  inftrudive,  and  two  differtation?,  on  the  Origin  of  Romantit  Fic- 
tion, and,  on  the  introduiiion  of  learning  into  England ;  in  which  are  difcovered  fi;ch  exquifite  and  genu- 
ine elegance,  fuch  profound  and  cxtenfive  erudition,  fuch  acute  and  rational  dedudions,  that  v/e  are 
at  a  lofs  to  determine  v/hat  is  their  prevailing  beauty  ;  yet  the  analogy  between  European  and  Arabian 
legends,  and  the  probable  accounts  how  the  fame  fpirit  and  genius  of  fidion  might  be  transferred 
from  Afia  to  thefe  northern  clim.es,  are  not,  as  it  Ihould  feem,  a  probable  folution,  even  with  the  af- 
fiftance  of  the  Crufades,  for  the  nature  and  variety  of  European  romances.  Much,  we  conceive, 
muft  ftili  be  left  for  the  native  exertions  and  the  original  produd  of  invention.  The  inauir.erablc 
hords  that  migrated  from  the  North-Eail,  and  overflowed  the  Weft,  were  not  without  their  roman- 
tic  fidions ;  of  a  dilTerent  fpecies,  indeed,  from  the  Arabic  fabling  ;  but  the  latter  came  quickly  to 
incorporatt  with  them  ;  and  the  romance  of  the  Arab  feem.ed  only  as  a  fplcndid  caparifon  to  the 
chivalry  of  the  Goth,  To  his  opinion  with  refped  to  the  peculiar  influence  of  women  under  the 
Vox.  XI.  3  X 
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Gothic  eflabiiiTiments,  we  readily  fubfcribe ;  but  the  fmall  degree  of  attention  and  refpeS  with 
which  the  Greeks  and  Romans  treated  the  fair  ftx,  and  that  inconfiderable  {hare  which  they  were 
permitted  to  take  in  converfation,  and  the  general  commerce  of  life,  fecm  carried  to  an  extreme 
■which  the  claffical  writers  (to  whom  he  appeals)  will  fcarcely  warrant.  Had  the  female  infig- 
nificance  and  feclufion,  afcribed  to  claflic  times,  been  predicated  of  the  women  of  modern  Greece, 
the  remark  had  been  juft  But  fixed  on  the  eras  of  Sophocles  and  Alcibiades,  of  Propertius  and 
Tibullus  Brutus  and  Cato,  it  lofes  all  manner  of  propriety  In  regard  to  the  fecond  differtatlon, 
and  that  on  the  Gejia  Rtmanormn ,  prefixed  to  the  third  volume,  we  have  nothing  to  do  but  to  approve 
and  admire  The  period  of  antiqiity  at  which  he  commences  his  work,  is  by  no  means  a  field  for 
popular  recreation.  S  me  of  the  flowers,  indeed,  which  may  be  colleded  in  a  fcene  fo  vafl;  and  un- 
cultivated, are  neither  without  fragrance  nor  beauty;  but  thefe  are  not  to  be  enjoyed  by  a  tafte 
formed  upon  modern  corr.pofition.  The  obfolete  terms,  and  uncouth  numbers,  through  which  the 
few  rays  of  genius  which  ap-.-ear  in  that  remote  era  mufl:  appear,  almofl  eclipfc  their  laftre,  and 
leave  it  entirely  indifcerniHle,  except  to  fuch  eyes  as  are  accuft^med  to  derive  pleafiire  from  a  long 
and  difiant  retrofpedl  Thefe  '.bfervations  will  apply  to  the  various  exiradls  given  of  metrical  ro- 
mances, and  other  legendary  performances,  fr'  m  the  commencement  of  the  hiftory  till  the  days  of 
Chaucer.  We  do  not  deny  Liut  that  Langland  has  merit ,  his  defcriptions  are  picfturcfque,  his 
charadters  juft  and  natu  al,  and  his  fatire  poignant ;  but  the  harfli  vf  i  fification,  and  antiquated  ftyle 
in  which  he  writes,  muft  render  thefe  beauties  imperceptible  to  the  greateft  number  of  readers ;  and 
we  muft  ftill  denominate  the  age  of  Chaucer  not  only  the  era  of  refinement  in  Englifli  verfifica- 
tion,  but  even  the  dawn  of  poetical  genius.  How  glorious  the  meridian  at  which  it  arrived,  under 
the  aufpices  of  Spenfer,  Shakfpeare,  and  Milton,  we  need  not  attempt  to  defcribe. 

The  predominant  features  of  thih  agreeable  and  inftrud've  work,  are  elegant  compofition,  acute 
and  genuine  criticifm,  and  literary  refcarch.  But  it  is  not  Warton's  principal  merit,  that  he  invef- 
tigates  his  fubjedt  with  the  patience  of  an  antiquary,  and  the  acutenefs  of  a  critic  ;  from  his  accurate 
delineation  of  charadler,  it  is  evident  that  he  has  infpecftcd  the  manners  of  mankind  as  they  occa- 
finnally  pafs  before  him,  with  the  penetrating  eye  of  a  philofopher.  This  praife  he  has  merited  by 
his  preliminary  Dijfertat'wns ,  by  his  elaborate  account  of  Chaucer  and  his  poetry,  and  by  his  reflec- 
tions tending  to  eftabl.fli  a  full  eftimate  of  the  genius  of  the  poetry  of  Q^een  Elizabeth's  reign  ; 
which  compofe  the  concluding  fedion  of  his  third  volume  The  lUJlory  of  Englijl  Poetry  has  rare 
and  ftriking  merits,  and  may  be  julHy  confidered  as  a  valuable  acceflion  to  Englifli  literature.  But 
it  is  not  wirhout  its  defecfts.  He  has  fhown,  it  would  feem,  more  folicitude  in  colledt  ng  his  ma- 
,  terials,  than  perfpicuity  and  accuracy  in  arranging  them.  Hence  it  has  been  found  fo  dry  and  op- 
pn  ITive,  as  to  fubdue  the  eagernefs  of  the  generality  of  readers ;  and  hence  nearly  one  fourth  of 
they^ifeW  volume  is  filled  with  errata  and  amendments  to  the  frjl ;  a  circumftance  the  more  re- 
markable, as  he  was  not  tied  dovi  ■;\  precipitate  publication  by  a  fubfcriprion  ;  as  his  bufinefs  wis 
literature  ;  as  he  !:c-d  been  long  accuftomed  to  the  uie  of  the  prefs ;  and  as  he  was  equally  pcffifTcd 
of  learning  and  leifure. 

As  a  Critic,  h,s  Obfer'uatiaiis  on  Spenfer,  an  edition  of  Theocritus,  and  rotes  on  Milton,  entitle  him 
to  rank  with  Mr.  T'yrwhitt,  Mr.  Spcnce,  Dr.  Johnfun,  Dr.  Hurd,  and  Dr.  Watton,  the  moft  ele- 
gant and  daflical  critics  of  qui  nation. 

His  Obfervaiions  on  the  Faery  ^eene,  have  defervedly  nbtained  the  approbation  of  the  learned  world. 
He  has  been  indefatigable  in  illufl^rating  the  obfcurities,  and  bringing  out  the  beauties  of  the 
great  father  of  allegor.cal  poetry ;  but  his  work  has  not  obtained  any  very  extenfive  popularity,  and 
has  failed  to  rccal  the  attention  of  the  public  to  the  writings  of  this  negleded  Englifli  claflic. 

On  the  merits  of  his  Inquiry  into  the  juthenticity  of  the  Paems  attributed  to  Rniicley  it  is  unneccflary  t« 
enlarge,  as  they  have  been  already  confidei  td  and  acknowledged  in  the  "  Life  of  Chatterton." 

His  elegant  and  accurate  edition  of  Theocritus^  the  great  father  of  pafloral  poetry,  does  honour 
to  the  literature  of  our  country.  In  his  BiffertaAon  on  Bucolic  poetry,  if  too  much  is  advanced  upo« 
,  conjftdture,  it  mufl  be  allowed  that  there  is  confiderable  learning  and  ingenuity.  Though  the 
Scholia  on  Theocritut  arc  not  fo  numerous  as  thofe  on  fome  cthei  Greek  authors,  they  are  not  left 
valuable.  The.  v  !)oaft  fome  of  the  moft  dillinguifiied  names  among  he  fchool-critics  and  reftorers. 
The  principal  obfervations  of  thefe  fcholiafts  Warton  has.  with  great  labour,  colle<fled  and  digeft- 
cd,  an4  btks  at  the  l^»nie  time  earicbcd  the  common  treafury  wiiu  concnbutious  ot  his  own.    The 
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reputation  of  his  cnadiutor  Mr.  Toup,  as  a  Greek  fchoLir,  is  too  well  eftablllhcd  to  receive  any  ad« 
(jition  from  the  hightft  praift  which  t}jL-  prcfeiit  writer  can  Iieflow. 

Fur  a  commentator  on  Milton  he  was  peculiarly  qualillci.!,  bcini^  not  only  converfant  with  the 
elegant  remains  of  GtCLian  and  Ron-'an  learning,  but  intimately  acquainted  with  thofe  treafurt-s  of 
Gothic  and  Old  Englifli  litrrat'.ire,  with  vhich  Milton,  in  his  yeunger  days,  appears  to  have  bceni 
Angularly  delighted,  and  to  which  frequent  allufions  are  made  even  n  the  "  Paradife  LoU.'  In 
fpicc  of  objedions  which  may  occufionally  be  made,  his  Nota  and  Illujlrathns  muft  he  allowed  to 
contain  a  rich  body  of  anecdote  and  criticifm.  They  are  manifefliy  the  refult  of  diligent  reading 
and  patient  refeanh;  fcrving  to  unfold  the  'rcafures  whence  Miltnn  drew  mi.fl;  of  his  bt-autit  1  itn- 
agery  ;  to  explain  his  Gnth.ic  and  claffical  allufions ;  to  puint  out  the  fource  f  many  of  hi>>  concep- 
tions ;  and,  at  the  fame  time,  to  demonflrate  and  difplay  the  ftrength  and  fublimity  of  his  genius. 
Thefe  notes  which  ma-y  be  called  hif-orical,  and  thofe  at  the  end  of  the  larger  uoems,  contiir.r.g  a 
kind  of  general  critique  on  them,  abound  with  valuable  information,  and  are  drawn  up  with  uch 
judgment  and  tafle.  1  hough  in  fome  inftaiices  h.s  laTiour  appears  fuperfluous,  we  cannot  but  ad- 
mire the  extent  of  liis  reading,  and  the  pains  he  has  taken  to  collate  pafTages,  in  order  to  fliow 
■w\\enct'M.llt(''r\  Jlole  e-very  balmy  fweet.  It  by  no  means  indubitably  follows,  that  Milton  was  in. 
debr:d  to  preceding  writer  :o  the  extent  which  his  collation.?  intin^.ate.  Critics,  when  employed  iu 
detcifling  imitations,  are  very  apt.  to  purfue  the  matter  too  far.  Later  poets  are  generally  repre- 
I'ented  by  them  as  imitating  their  predeceffTs,  in  inftances  where  it  i,  more  reafonable  to  conclude 
them  alike  copied  from  nature.  We  coincide  in  opiniop  with  Walih,  when  he  fays,  in  one  of  his 
letters  to  Pope,  "  In  all  common  fubje<fts  of  poetry,  the  thoughts  are  fo  obvious  (at  leaft  if  they 
are  natural),  that  whoever  writes  laft,  muft  write  things  like  what  have  been  faid  before."  His 
obfervatiohs  on  Milton's  religiou.';  principles,  are  fuch  as  the  text  by  no  niean-^  jiilHlies,  and  feem 
rather  fuggefted  by  prejudices  than  difpaffionate  reafon  But  he  does  amjle  juftice  to  his  genius, 
and  even  diredlly  affirms,  "  that  what  was  enthuflafm  in  nioft  of  the  puritanical  writers,  was 
poetry  in  Milton." 

Aizp-et.  his  genius  was  direded  by  claffic  tafie  and  judgment ;  and  his  fancy,  however  feduc-' 
tive,  led  him  not  to  an  affedation  of  over-laboured  ornament.  Simplicity  and  pet fpicuity,  fiipport- 
ed  by  elegance,  are  the  diftinguilhing  marks  of  his  poetry.  His  compofitions  are  highly  finifhed 
and  original,  as  far  as  perpetual  ciaffic  imita'ions  and  allufions  vvUl  allow  ;  his  verfification  is  ner- 
vous and  corred,  his  reading  exterifive,  and  his  knowledge  of  real  nature  acquired  from  an 
adual  furvey  of  her  works.  It  feems  as  if  the  moft  conficcrable  of  his  poems  had  been  caft  in  thd 
mould  cf  fome  gifted  predeceffor  ;  but,  according  to  thofe  ciltics,  who  afcribe  the  invention  of  every- 
fpecies  of  poetry  to  the  Greeks,  even  Horace  himfcif  had  his  archetypes.  It  will  eafily  be  perceived 
by  readers  of  tafte,  that  he  is  of  the  fchool  of  Spenfer  and  Miiton,  rather  than  that  of  Pope.  He 
has  manifefliy  and  confefTedly  imitated  (.ther  poets,  Gray,  J.  Philips,  and,  in  his  Neiv-marlet,  Pope  ; 
but  in  his  defcriptivc  poetry,  Milton  was  not  only  his  model,  in  refped  of  language  and  verfification,; 
but  of  ideas.  It  muft,  however,  be  allowed,  that  he  has  extended  Milton's  kind  of  imagery  to  more 
objeds,  and  painted  on  a  larger  canvafs.  His  imitations  of  Milion,  like  the  pidures  of  Raphael 
painted  by  Giulio  Romano,  are  perfedly  copied  ;  but  flil!  they  are  copies. 

The  Thajxires  of  [yUlancholy^  one  of  his  earlieft  produdions,  is  a  beautiful  Miltonic  poem,  abound- 
ing wirh  bold  metaphors  and  highly-coloured  pidures.  The  mdulgence  of  melancholy,  by  attend- 
ing the  cathedral  fervice  during  winter  evenings,  and  the  luxury  of  tragic  tears  at  the  theatrCj 
are  feelingly  and  poetically  defcribed.  The  Tmimph  of  JJis,  in  fertility  of  invention,  and  felicity 
of  cvprtfTion,  may  challenge  a  comparifon  with  Mr  Mafon's  admirable  "  Elegy,"  which  occafion" 
edit.  The  Infcription  in  a  Hermitage  at  Avjley  Hall,  is  beautifully  fimple  and  charaderiftic.  The 
Monody  luritten  ct  Strafford  upon  Avon,  is  well  appropriated  and  pidurefque.  The  graphical  painting 
of  the  river,  and  the  fine  enthuCafm  that  follows,  are  of  the  happieft  execution.  The  po  -m  on  ths 
Leath  of  George  II.  h  one  of  the  bell  of  his  performances.  It  is  elegant  and  harmonious,  in  the 
h'gleft  degree.  The  verfes  on  the  Marriage  of  the  King  have  equal  merit.  The  whole  is  finely  ima* 
gined,  and  animated  with  a  noble  love  of  his  country,  its  glory  and  its  conftitution.  His  Afw- 
marht,  a  futire,  has  loft  none  of  its  ftings  by  time,  as  the  vices  at  which  they  are  darted  are  ftill  in 
full  force.  The  lines  are  admirably  turned,  and  their  feverity  is  by  no  means  overcharged.  The 
Floral  in  the  }}tj,ann.er  of  Spenfer ^  is  an  ingenious  imitation,  and  the  Ode  on  the  Apprtaeb  of  Suminir  45 
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repfete  with  true  poetry ;  but  the  imagery  is  Miltonic,  and  perjjetually  reminds  us  of  the  fource 
whence  it  was  drawn.  The  ufe  of  old  words  in  a  poem  not  called  an  imitation  of  fonie  old  bard,  feems 
a  ftudied  imperfedlion  ;  fuch  are  the  words  cjf ,  eld,  murty,  ivatchet.  The  frequent  mixture  of  regular 
irocba'us  of  ftven  fyllables,  atid  iambics  of  eight,  feems  a  defect.  If  authority  willjuflify  this  metrical 
irregularity,  he  has  Milton  in  his  "  Allegro"  and  "  Penferofo"  on  his  fide,  and  Oray  in  his  "  De- 
fcent  of  OJin,"  "  Triumphs  of  Owen,"  and  "  Death  of  Hoel  ;"  but  convenience  or  inadvertence 
fcem  to  have  cccafioned  thefe  deviations  from  regularity,  rather  than  choice  or  fyftem.  The  Ham- 
let is  a  delightful  pidlure  of  rural  life,  or  ratlier  of  the  life  of  the  hufbandman.  FceUxftfua  bona  ntrii. 
But  to  enjoy  what  the  poet  defcribes,  he  mufl:  poffefs  the  poet's  enthufiafm.  The  Odefent  to  a 
Friend  en  his  leaving  a  favourite  Villagt  in  Hampjhire,  is  another  very  agreeable  fpecimen  of  his  talent 
for  defcriptive  poetry.  The  Suicide  is  charaflerized  by  bold  perfonification,  pi(5iurefque  defcription, 
and  pathetic  fentl.ment.  The  Ode  written  at  ^ale-Royal  Abbey,  is  much  in  the  ftyle  and  manner  of 
Gray's  "  Church- Yard  Elegy,"  and  appears  to  be  modelled  upon  it ;  yet  it  wants  the  fimplicity  of 
the  latter ;  but  that  poffibly  the  magnificence  of  the  fubje<5l  would  not  eafily  allow.  He  feems  aifo 
to  have  had  Gray  in  view  in  his  Crufads  and  the  Grave  of  King  Arthur ;  for  they  fare  much  in  the 
•wild  flrains  of  his  Cambrian  lyre.  They  are  not  inferior  to  Gray's  "  Triumphs  of  Owen"  and 
"  Death  of  Hoel ;"  at  the  fame  time,  they  have  more  perfpicuity.  In  the  Ode  for  Mufic,  are  fpirit, 
force,  and  fancy,  which  will  give  pleafure  to  an  Engiilhman,  as  long  as  the  prefent  language  re- 
mains inulligible. 

Among  the  pieces  of  pleafantry  and  humour,  The  Progrefs  cf  Difiontent  is  one  of  the  moft  agree- 
able. The  Cafle  Birbers  Soliloquy,  and  the  Oxford  Nezvfmans  ^^r/fj,  are  Hudibrallic  compofitions; 
of  which  much  of  the  merit  confifts  in  the  rhymes.  The  Prologue  on  the  olJ  Winchejler  Play-Hovfe, 
ever  the  Butcher^ s  Shambles,  is  fuU  of  wit  and  humour.  The  Phaion  and  the  One-Horfe  Chair,  is  a 
jnanifeft  imitation  of  Smart's  fable  of  "  The  Bag-Wig  and  Tobacco-Pipe."  The  Grixzle,  and  the 
Mpijlle  to  Thomas  Plearn,  are  locally  humourous.  The  Panegyric  on  Oxford  Ale ^  is  fo  clofe  an  imitation 
of  J.  Philip's  "  Splendid  Shilling,"  that  many  of  the  ideas  and  epithets  are  the  fame.  Much  hu- 
niour  and  pleafantry,  however,  are  difplayed  in  this  burlefque  poem. 

In  the  conflrudlion  of  Sonnets  in  the  Italian  meafures,  he  feems  more  ingenious  and  happy  than 
moft  of  thofe  who  have  attempted  that  difficult  fpecies  cf  compcfiticn  ;  but  we  perceive  a  ftiifnefs 
and  ccnftraint  even  in  thofe  of  Warton,  which  fhow  them  to  be  aliens,  and  heterogeneous  to  our  Ian. 
guage.     The  Sonnets,  "written  at  Witflade,  and  to  the  River  Lodon,  are  eminently  beautiful. 

It  has  been  obferved,  that  he  is  particularly  happy  in  defcriptive  poetry  ;  and  he  has,  in  his  Ntv/' 
Tear  and  Birth-Day  Odes,  rendered  it  neceffary  to  extend  this  praife  to  his  felicity  in  Gothic  painting, 
for  which  he  probably  qualified  himfelf,  by  his  ftudy  of  Chaucer,  Spenfer,  and  other  old  authors, 
who  have  defcribed  the  feats  of"  knights  and  barons  bold  ;"  who 
In  fage  and  folemn  tunes  have  fung 
Of  turncys,  and  of  trophies  hung. 

The  Odes  for  1787  and  1788,  while  he  had  no  fplendid  foreign  or  domeftic  events  to  cele- 
brate, nor  any  calamities  to  deplore,  abound  with  Gothic  pidures  and  embelliiliments,  which  give 
that  kind  of  mellownefs  to  thefe  poems,  that  time  confers  on  medals  and  produftions  of  the  pencil. 
Birih-di^y  Oies  have  fo  long  been  treated  witli  obloquy  and  contempt,  that  however  well  they  may 
be  written,  they  are  not  only  read  with  unwillingnefs,  but  with  determined  feverity  ;  and  yet  wc 
find  in  thofe  of  Warton  a  Pindaric  boldnefs  and  fire,  which  fcholars  of  tafte  and  candour  muft  per- 
ceive, however  they  may  withhold  their  praife.  Others,  who  are  not  qualified  to  relifii  the  fublime 
beauties,  and  animated  graces  of  the  higher  poetry,  will  find  a.mple  fcope  for  ridicule  in  the  Gothic 
pomp  and  garniture  of  his  verfe  ; 

His  Norman  minftrelfy,  and  ivied  towers. 
Knight-errant  tales,  and  ipenftr's  fancy  bowers. 

Among  the  modern  Latin  poets,  there  are  few  who  do  not  yield  to  Warton.  His  Latin  Poems  zre 
valuable,  as  much  for  their  fancy  and  genius,  as  for  their  ftyle  and  expreffion.  They  difcover  true  1 
clafiical  feeling,  and  abound  with  ideas  and  expreflions  which  have  been  conceived  in  the  fame  lan- 
guage in  which  they  arc  written.  The  poem  on  the  rebuilding  the  Chapel  of  Ttinity  College,  1748,1s 
rot  only  the  moft  confiderable  in  length,  but  feems  to  contain  a  greater  proportion  of  beautiful; 
lines  than  any  of  his  other  pieces;  all  of  which  have,  however,  their  fevcral  merits,  and  are  fuch 
as  would  oot  difgrace  a  Roman  hi  the  days  of  Auguftus. 
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THE  TRIUMPH  OF  ISIS. 

OCCASIONED    Br    ISIS,    AN     F.I.EGV. 
WRITTEN   IN    1749. 

"  Quid   milii    nefcio    quam,    proprio    cum   Ty- 

•'  bride,  Romani 
"  Semper  in  ore  gcris  ?  Referunt  fi  vera  parentcs, 
"  Hanc  urbcm  inlano  nuUus  qui  marte  pctivit, 
"  Lxtatus  violaffe  redic.     Nee  numina  i'cdein 
"  Deftituunt "  Claudian. 

On  clofing  flowers  when  genial  gales  diiTufc 
The  fragrant  tribute  of  refrefhing  dews; 
When  chants  the  milk-maid  at  her  bainiy  pail, 
And  weary  recipers  whiitle  o'er  the  vale  ; 
Charm'd  by  the  muimurs  of  the  quivering  fhade, 
O'er  Ifis'  willow-fringed  banks  I  ftray'd: 
And  calmly  mufing  through  the  twilight  way, 
In  penfive  mood  I  fram'd  the  Doric  lay. 
When  lo  !   from  opening  clouds  a  golden  gleam 
Pour'd  fudden  fplendours  o'er  the  fhadowy  ilream; 
And  from  the  v/ave  arofe  it's  guardian  queen. 
Known  by  her  fvvecping  ftole  of  glofl'y  green  ; 
While  in  the  coral  crown  thit  bound  her  brow, 
Was  wove  the  Delphic  laurel's  verdant  bough. 

As  the  fmooth  furface  of  t'le  dimply  fijod 
The  fiiver-flipper'd  virgin  lightly  trod; 
From  her  loofe  hair  the  dropping  dew  Iheprefs'd, 
And  thus  mine  ear  in  accents  mild  addrefs'd: 

No  more,  my  Ion,  the  rural  reed  employ, 
Nor  trill  the  tiniding  flrain  of  empty  joy  ; 
No  more  thy  love-refounding  fonnets  fuit 
To  notes  of  pafLoral  pipe,  or  oaten  dute. 
For  hark  !  high-thron'd  on  yon  majcilic  walls, 
To  the  dear  mufe  afflidted  freedom  calls : 
When  freedom  calls,  and  Oxford  bids  thee  fing. 
Why  itays  thy  hand  to  Urike  tlie  founding  firing-  ? 
While  thus,  in  Freedom's  and  in  Phebus'  fpite. 
The  venal  fons  of  ilavifn  Cam  unite  ; 
To  fhake  yon  towers  when  malice  rears  her  crcfh, 
Shall  all  my  fons  in  filence  idly  refl } 

Still  fmg,  O  Cam,  your  fav'rite  freedom's  caufe ; 
Still  boail  of  freedom,  while  you  break  her  laws: 
To  power  your  fcngs  of  gratulation  pay. 
To  Courts  addrefsfoft  ilattcry's  fervile  lay. 
What  though  your  gentle  Alafon's  plaintive  verfe 
Has  hung  with  fwectefl  Y.'rcaths  Mufeus'  herfe ; 


What  though  your  vaunted  bard's  ingenuous  Vvfoc, 
Soft  as  my  llreanv  in  tuneful  numbers  flow ; 
Yet  ilrove  his  mufe,  by  fame  or  envy  led. 
To  tear  the  laurels  from  a  filler's  head  ? — 
Mifguided  youth !  with  rude  unclaflic  rage 
To  blot  tJie  beauties  of  thy  whiter  page  ! 
A  rage  that  fullies  e'en  thy  guiltlefs  lays, 
And  blafts  the  vernal  bloom  of  half  thy  bays. 

Let boaft  the  patrons  of  her  name. 

Each  fplendid  fool  of  fortune  and  of  fame  : 
Still  of  preferment  let  .her  Ihine  the  queen. 
Prolific  parent  of  each  bowing  dean  : 
Be  her's  each  prelate  of  the  pamper'd  cheek. 
Each  courtly  chaplain,  fantT:ified  and  fleek : 
Still  let  the  drones  of  her  exhaufllefs  hive 
On  rich  pluralities  fupinely  thrive  : 
Still  let  her  fenates  titled  flaves  revere, 
Nor  dare  to  know  the  patriot  from  the  peer ; 
No  longer  charm'd  by  virtue's  lofty  fono-. 
Once  hear'd  fage  Mihon's  manly  tones  among. 
Where    Cam,   meandering   through   the   matted 

reeds. 
With  loitering  wave  his  groves  of  laurel  feeds. 
'Tis  our's,  my  fon,  to  deal  the  facred  bay, 
Wiiere  honour  calls,  and  juflice  points  the'  war 
To  wear  the  well-earn'd  wreath  that  merit  brings. 
And  fnatch  a  gift  beyond  the  reach  of  kings. 
Scorning  and  fcorn'd  by  courts,  yon  mufe's  bower 
Still  nor  enjoys,  norfeeks,  the  fmile  of  power. 
Though  wakeful  vengeance  watch  my   cryftal 

fpring. 
Though  perfecution  wave  her  iron  wintr. 
And,  o'er  yon  fpiry  temples  as  ftie  fliesf 
"  Thefe  deftin'd  feats  be  mine,"  exulting  cries  • 
Fortune's  fair  fmiles  on  Ifis  flill  attend  : 
And,  as  the  dews  of  gracious  Heaven  defcend 
Unafk'd,  unfeen,  in  Hill  but  copious  fliow'rs, 
Her  {lores  on  me  fpontaneous  bounty  pours 
See,  fcience  walks  with  recent  chaplets  crow'n'd- 
With  fancy's  flrain  my  fairy  Ihades  relound  •     * 
My  mufe  divine  flill  keeps  her  cuftom'd  flate. 
The  mien  erec5l,  and  high  majeflic  gait : 
Green  as  of  old  each  oliv'd  portal  fmiles 
And  Hill  the  graces  build  my  Grecian  pl'les  • 
My  Gothic  fpircs  in  ancient  glory  rife 
And  dare  with  wonted  pride  to  rufh  into  the  fKicg 

L  en  late,  when  Radclifll:'s  delegated  train 
Aufpicious  flione  in  Ifij'  happy  plain  : 
3  X  iij 
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When  yon  proud  *  dome,  fair  leaming's  amplefl 
ft' 


iriiie, 

Beneath  its  Attic  roofs  receiv'd  the  nine; 
Was  rapture  niu:e,  or  cea!>'d  the  glad  acclame, 
To  Radcliffe  due, and  Ifis'  honour'd  name  ? 
What  Iree-boni  crowds  adorn'd  tiie  fefi-ive  day, 
Nor  blulh'd  to  wear  my  tributary  bay ! 
H'v.v  each  brave  brcaft  with  honetl  ardors  heav'd, 
Wh,.  n  Sheldon's  fane  the  patriot  band  receiv'd ; 
Whi'e,  as  we  loudly  hail'd  the  choien  few, 
Rome's  awful  i'ciiate  nifh'dupon  the  view  ! 

O  may  the  day  in  latelt  annaU  fliine, 
Thni  made  a  Beaufort  and  en  Harley  mine  : 
T'h.it  bade  them  leave  the  loftier  fcene  awhile, 
Tlie  pomp  of  guiltlefs  flate,  the  patriot  toil. 
For  bleeding  Albion's  aid  the  fage  defign, 
To  hold  fliort  dalliance  with  ihe  tuneful  nine. 
Then  mufic  left  her  filver  fphere  on  high, 
And  bore  each  ftrain  of  triumph  from  the  Iky  ; 
SwelI'd  the  loud  fong,  and  to  my  chiefs  around 
Pour'd  the  full  peans  of  mc!!i5aous  fojmd. 
TA  .•  Naiads  blithe  the  dying  apcefits  caupjit, 
And  hftening  danc'd  beneath  their  pearly  grot : 
In  gii:tler  eddies  play'd  my  confcious  wave, 
An  ■;  ail  m.y  reeds  their  foftefb  whifpers  gave  ; 
Each  I  y  with  brighter  green  adorn'd  my  bowers, 
Ar:d  breath'd  a  freiher  fragrance  on  my  flowers. 

B-:t  lo  !  at  once  the  pealing  concerts  cc-afe, 
And  crowded  theatres  are  hufh'd  in  peace, 
t-'ee,  on  yon  fage  how  all  attentive  fland, 
To  catch  his  darting  eye,  and  waving  hand. 
Hark  !  he  begins,  with  all  a  Tully's  art. 
To  pour  the  diftates  of  a  Cato's  heart : 
Ski'Td  to  pronounce  what  noblefl  thoughts  infpire, 
He  blends  the  fpeaker's  with  the  patriot's  fire  ; 
Br'd  to  conceive,  nor  timorous  to  conceil. 
What  Britons  dare  to  think,  he  dares  to  tell. 
'Tis  his  alike  the  ear  and  eye  to  charm, 
To  win  with  acftion,  and  with  fenfe  to  warm  ; 
Untaught  in  flowery  periods  to  difpenfe 
The  lulling  founds  of  fweet  ir.iperthience  ; 
In  frowns  or  fmiles  he  gains  an  equal  prize. 
Nor  meanly  fears  to  tali,  nor  creeps  to  rife ; 
Bids  happier  days  to  Albion  be  reflor'd. 
Bids  ancient  juftice  rear  her  radiant  fword; 
From  me,  as  from  my  country,  clai.ms  applaufe. 
And  makes  an  Oxford's,  a  Britannia's  caufe. 

While  arms  like  thefe  my  fledfaft  fages  wield, 
While  mine  is  truth's  impenetrable  fliield  ; 
Say.  fliall  the  puny  cham_pion  fondly  dare 
To  wage  with  force  like  this  fcholailic  war  .' 
Still  vainly  fcribble  on  with  pert  pretence, 
With  all  the  rage  of  pedant  impotence? 
Say,  fhall  I  fofl;er  this  domeftic  peit. 
This  parricide,  that  wounds  a  mother's  bread  ? 
Thus  in  fome  gallant  fiiip,  that  long  has  bore 
Britain's  vidorious  crofs  from  fliore  to  (bore. 
By  chance,  beneath  her  clofe  fequel^er'd  cells' 
Some  low-born  worm,  a  lurking  mifchicf  dv^eils- 
£ats  his  blind  way,  and  faps  with  fecret  guile      ' 
The  deep  foundations  of  the  floa'intr  pile  ■ 
In  vain  the  forefl  lent  its  flatelicft  pride 
^ear'd  her  tall  mart,  and  fram'd  her  knotty  fide: 
>  he  martial  thunder's  rage  in  vain  flie  flood 
W  zth  every  conflii5t  of  the  fl;ormy  flood  • 
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More  fure  the  reptile's  little  arts  devour, 
Than  wars  or  waves,  or  Eurus'  wint'ry  power= 

Ye  fretted  pinnacles,  ye  fanes  fublime. 
Ye  towers  that  wear  the  mofly  vefl  of  time ! 
Ye  maffy  piles  of  old  munificence. 
At  once  the  pride  of  learning  and  defence  ; 
Ye  clqillers  pale,  that  lengthening  to  the  fight. 
To  contemplation,  flgp  by  flep,  invite; 
Ye  high-arch'd  walks,  where   oft  the  whifper!' 

clear 
Of  harps  unfeen  have  fwept  the  poet's  ear  j  j 

Ye  temples  dim,  where  pious  duty  pays 
Her  holy  hymns  of  ever-echoing  praife  ; 
Lo  !  your  lov'd  Ifis,  from  the  bordering  vale, 
Witli  all  a  m.other's  fondn-'fs  bids  you  hail ! — 
Hail,  Oxford,  hail!  of  all  that's  good  an    great,: 
Of  ail  that's  fair,  the  guardian  and  the  feat; 
Nurle  of  each  brave  purfuit,  each  generous  aim, 
By  truth  exalted  to  the  throne  of  fame  !i 
I^ike  Greece  in  fcience  and  in  liberty, 
As  Athens  learn'd,  as  Laccdemon  free  ! 

Ev'n  now,  ccnfefs'd  to  my  adoring  eyes. 
In  awful  ranks  thy  gifted  fons  arife. 
Tuning  to  nightly  tale  his  Briiifli  reeds, 
riiy  genuine  Dards immortal  Chaucer  leads: 
His  hoary  head  o'erlooks  the  gazing  quoir, 
And  beams  on  all  around  celeftial  fire. 
With  graceful  ftep  fee  Addifon  advance,  ! 

The  fweeteft  child  of  Attic  elegance :  ' 

See  Chillingvvcrth  the  depths  of  doubt  explore, 
And  Selden  ope  the  rolls  of  ancient  lore  : 
To  all  but  his  belov'd  embrace  deny'd. 
See  Ijocke  lead  reafon,  his  majeil;ic  bride  : 
Sec  Hammond  pierce  religion's  golden  mine. 
And  fpread  the  treafur'd  flores  of  truth  divine. 

All  who  to  Albion  gave  the  arts  of  peace. 
And  befl  the  labours  plann'd  of  letter'd  cafe  : 
Who  taught  with  truth,  or  withperfuafion  mov'd  ; 
Who  footh'd  with  numbers,   or   with  fenfe  im- 

prov'd; 
Who  rang'd  the  powers  of  reafon,  or  refin'd, 
All  that  adorn'd  or  humaniz'd  t.he  mind; 
Each  pried  of  health,  that  mix'd  the  balmy  bowl, 
To  rear  frail  man,  and  flay  the  fleeting  foul; 
All  crowd  around,  and  echoing  to  the  iky. 
Hail,  Oxford    hail !  with  filial  tranfport  cry. 

And  fee  yon  fapient  train  !  wdth  liberal  aim, 
'Twas  theirs  new  plans  of  liberty  to  frame  ; 
And  on  the  Gothic  gloom  of  flavifh  fway 
To  fhed  the  dawn  of  intel'ecT;ual  day. 
With  mild  debate  each  mufing  feature  glows, 
And  well-weigh'd  coanfels  mark  their  meaning 

brows. 
"  Lo  !  thefe  the  leaders  of  thy  patriot  line," 
A  Raleigh,  Hamden,  and  a  Somers  fhine. 
Thefe  from  thy  fource  the  bold  contagion  caught. 
Their  future  fons  the  great  example  taught : 
While  in  each  youth  th'  hereditary  flame 
Still  blazes,  unextinguifli'd,  and  the  fame  ! 
Nor  all  the  taflcs  of  thoughtful  peace  engage, 
'J  is  thine  to  form  the  hero  as  the  fage. 
I  fee  the  fable-fuited  prince  advance 
With  lilies  crown'd,  the  fpoils  of  bleeding  France, 
Edward.     The  mufes,  in  yon  cloifter'd  /liade. 
Bound  on  his  maiden  thigh  the  martial  blade : 
Bade  him  the  fleel  for  Britifli  freed(.m  drav/. 
And  Oxford  taught  the  died*  th^t  Creffy  fii'.v 
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And  fee,  grent  father  of  the  facred  band. 
The  *  patriot  king  before  me  feems  to  ftand. 
He  hy  the  bloom  of  this  gay  vale  beguil'd 
That  cheer'd  with  lively  green  ths  fhaggy  wild, 
Hither  of  yore,  forlorn,  forgotten  maid, 
The  mufe  in  prattling  infancy  convey'd  ; 
From  Vandal  rage  the  helplefs  virgin  bore, 
And  fix'd  her  cradle  on  my  friendly  (hore : 
Soon  grew  the  maid  beneath  his  foftering  hand, 
Soon  ilream'd  her  bleflings  o'er  the  enlighten'd 

land. 
Thoiigli  fimple  was  the  dome,  where  firft  to  dwell 
She  deigH'd,  and  rude  her  early  Saxon  cell, 
IjO  !  now  fhe  holds  her  flate  in  fculptiir'd  bowers, 
A>.nd  proudly  lifts  to  Heav'n  her  hundred  towers. 
'Twas  Alfred  firft,  with  letters  and  with  lavis, 
Aviorn'd,  as  he  advanc'd,  his  country's  caufe  : 
He  bade  relent  the  Briton's  Stubborn  foul, 
And  rooth''d  to  foft  foclety's  controal 
A  rough  untutor'd  age.     With  raptur'd  eye 
Elate  he  views  his  laurel'd  progeny  : 
Serene  he  fmiles  to  find,  that  not  in  vain 
He  forni'd  the  rudiments  of  learning's  reign  : 
Himfelf  he  marks  in  each  ingenuous  breaft, 
With  ail  the  founder  in  the  race  expreft  : 
Confcious  he  fees  fair  freedom  ftill  furvive 
In  yon  bright  domes,  ill-fated  fugitive  ! 
(Glorious,  as  when  the  goddefs  pour'd  the  beam 
Unfullied  on  his  ancient  diadem)  ; 
Well-p.eas'd,  that  at  his  own  Pierian  fprings 
She  refts  her  weary  feet,  and  plumes  her  wings  ; 
'I'hat  here  at  lart  fhe  takes  her  deflin'd  fland, 
Plere  deigns  to  linger,  ere  fhe  leave  the  land. 

ELEGY 

ON   THE  DEATH  OF    THE   LATK   FUEDESIC 
PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

O  FOR  the  warblings  ef  the  Doric  ote,  [tid  -  ! 
That  wept  tlie  youth  deep-whelm'd  in  ocean's 
Or  IVTuUa's  niufe,  who  chang'd  her  magic  note 
To  chant  how  dear  the  laurel'd  Sidney  died  ! 
Then  fhould  my  woes  in  worthy  flrain  be  fjng, 
And  with  due  cyprefs- crown  thy  herfe,  O  Frederic, 
hung. 

But  though  my  novice-hands  are  all  too  weak 
To  grafp  the  founding  pipe,  my  voice  unilcill'd 
The  tuneful  phrafe  of  poefy  to  Ipeak, 
Uncouth  the  cadence  of  my  carols  wild  : 
A  nations'  tears  fliall  teach  my  fong  to  trace 
The  prince  that   deck'd   his  crov^n  with   every 
milder  grace. 

How  well  he  knew  to  turn  from  Rattery's  fiirine, 
To  drop  the  fweeping  pail  of  fccpter'd  pride  ; 
Led  by  calm  thought  to  paths  of  eglantine. 
And  rural  walks  on  Ifis'  tufted  fide  : 
To  rove  at  large  amid  the  landf^ips  Hill,     [hill. 
Where  contemplation  fat  on  Clifden's  beech-clad 

How%  lock'd  in  pure  affection's  golden  band, 
Through  facred  wedlock's  unambitious  ways. 
With  even  flep  he  walk'd.  and  conftant  hand, 
His  temples  binding  with  domeftic  bays  : 
Rare  pattern  of  the  chafle  connubial  knot, 
jpirm  in  a  palace  kept,  as  in  the  clay-built  cot ! 

»  Alfred. 
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Hoxv  with  difccrning  choice,  tft  nature  true, 
He  cropp'd  the  fmipie  flowers,  or  violet, 
Or  crocus-hud.  that  with  ambrofial  hue 
The  banks  of  filver  Helicon  befet : 
Nor  feldom  wak'd  the  mufe's  living  lyre 
To  founds  that  call'daround  Aonia'sliftening choir. 

How  to  the  few  with  fparks  ethereal  ftor'd. 
He  never  barr'd  his  calf le's  genial  gate,       [board. 
But  bade  fwet-   Thomfon   Ihare    the   fri.ndly 
Soothing  with  verle  divine  the  toil  of  llate: 
Hence  fir'd,  the  bard  forfonk  the  flowery  plain. 
And  deck'd  the  regal  mafk,  and  try'd  the  tragic 
llrain. 

INSCRIPTION  IN  A  HERMITAGE        ^ 

AT  ANSLEY-HALL,    IN  WARWICKSHIRE. 

Beneath  this  flony  roof  reclin'd, 

I  footh  to  peace  my  penfive  mind : 

And  while,  to  fliade  my  lowly  cave,  * 

Embowering  elms  their  umbrage  wave; 

And  while  the  maple  difh  is  mine, 

I  he  becchen  cup,  unflain'd  with  wine  : 

I  fcorn  the  gay  licentious  crowd. 

Nor  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud. 

\i'  ithin  my  limits  lone  and  flill. 
The  blackbird  pipes  in  artlefs  trill ; 
Fafl:  by  my  couch,  congenial  guefl, 
riie  wren  has  wove  her  moffy  neft ; 
From  bufy  fcenes,  and  brighter  fsies. 
To  lurk  with  innocence,  ihe  flics; 
Here  hopes  in  fafe  repofe  to  dwell, 
Nor  aught  fufpedls  the  fylvan  cell. 

At  morn  1  take  my  cuflom'd  round, 
To  mark  how  buds  yon  fhrubby  mound ; 
And  every  opening  primrofe  count. 
That  trimly  paints  my  blooming  mount: 
Or  o'er  the  fculptures,  quaint  and  rude, 
1  liat  grace  my  gloomy  folitude, 
I  teach  in  winding  wreaths  to  ftray 
Fantaftic  ivy's  gadding  fpray. 

At  eve,  within  yon  fludious  nook, 

I  ope  my  brafs-emhofTed  book, 

i'ourtray'd  with  many  a  holy  deed 

Of  martyrs,  crown'd  with  heavenly  meed  r 

Then,  as  my  taper  waxes  dim, 

Chant,  ere  I  Seep,  my  meafur'd  hymn  ; 

And,  at  the  clofe,  the  gleams  behold 

Of  parting  wings  bedropt  with  gold. 

Wliile  fuch  pure  joys  my  blifs  create. 
Who  but  would  fmile  at  guilty  flate  ? 
Who  but  would  wilh  his  holy  lot 
In  calm  oblivion's  humble  grot  ?  ^ 
\A"ho  but  woidd  caft  his  pomp  away. 
To  take  my  ftaff,  and  amice  gray ; 
And  to  tlie  world's  tumultuous  ftage 
Prefer  the  blamelefs  hermitage  ? 

MONODY, 

WRITTEN   NEAR   STRATFORD  UPON  AVON. 

AoN  ,  thy  rural  views,  thy  psflure?  T\ild., 
1    villcws  that  o'erhang  thy  twil-ght  tdge, 
1  ti  boughs  entsnghrg  with  th'  enT.pttltd  fedgg; 
.3  X  iiij 
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Thy  brink  with  watery  foliage  quaintly  fring'd, 
Thy  furface  with  reflected  verdure  tiiig'd; 
Sooth  me  with  many  a  penfive  pleaftire  niikl. 
But  while  I  mufe,  that  here  the  bard  divine 
Wiiofe  facred  dulc  yon  high  arch'd  ailles  enclofe, 
Where  the  tall  windows  rife  in  liately  rows 
Above  th'  embowering  fliade, 
Here  firft,  at  fancy's  fairy-circhd  fhrine, 
Ofdaifiespied  his  infant  Oifering  made  ; 
Here  playful  yet,  in  ftripling  years  unripe, 
Fram'd  of  thy  reeds  a  fhrill  and  artlefs  pipe : 
Sudden  thy  beauties,  Avon,  all  are  fled. 
As  at  the  waving  of  fome  magic  wand  ; 
An  holy  trance  my  charmed  fpirit  wings. 
And  aweful  fnapes  of  v/arriors  and  of  kings 
People  the  bufy  mead. 

Like  fpecftres  i'warming  to  the  wizard's  hall ; 
And  flowly  pace,  and  point  with  trembling  hand 
The  wounds  ill-cover'd  by  the  purple  pall. 
Before  me  pity  feems  to  {land 
A  weeping  mourner,  fmote  with  angnifii  fore. 
To  fee  misfortune  rend  in  frantic  mood 
His  robe,  with  regal  woes  embroider'd  o'er. 
Pale  terror  leads  the  vifionary  band, 
Andflernly  fliakes  his  fceptre,  dropping  blood. 

ON  THE 

DEATH  OF  KING  GEORGE  THE  SECOND. 

TO   jMR.  secretary   PITT  *. 

So  flrcam  the  forrows  that  embalm  the  brave, 
The  tears  that  fcience  fheds  on  glory's  grave  ! 
So  pure  the  vows  which  clafiic  duty  pays 
To  blefs  another  Brunfwick'srifingrays! 

O  Pitt,  if  cliofen  flrains  have  power  to  (leal 
Thy  watchful  breaft  awhile  from  Britain's  vveal  •, 
If  votive  verfe  from  facred  Ifis  fent, 
Might  hope  to  charm  thy  manly  mind,  intcjit 
On  patriot  plans,  which  ancient  freedom  drew, 
A  while  with  fond  attention  deign  to  view 
This  ample  wreath,  which  all  th'  aircmbled  nine 
With  fkill  united  have  confpir'd  to  twine. 

Yes,  guide  and  guardian  of  thy  country's  caufe  ! 
Thy  confcious  heart  fliall  hail  witli  juft:  applaufe 
The  duteous  mufe,  whofe  hafte  officious  brings 
Her  blamclefs  offering  to  the  flirine  of  kings : 
Thy  tongue,  well-tutor'd  in  hifloric  lore, 
Can  fpeak  her  ofhce  and  her  ufe  of  yore  : 
lor  fuch  the  tribute  of  ingenuous  praife 
Her  harp  difpcns'd  in  Grecians  golden  days  ; 
Such  were  the  palms  in  ifles  of  old  renown. 
She  cuU'd,  to  deck  the  gf.iltlefs  monarch's  crown  ; 
"When  virtoous  Pindar  told,  with  l\:fcan  gore 
How  fcepter'd  Hiero  ftain'd  Sicilia's  fliorc. 
Or  to  mild  Theron's  raptur'd  eye  disclos'd 
Bright  vales,  where  fpirits  of  the  brave  repos'd  : 
Yet  fiill  beneath  the  throne,  unbrib'd,  (he  fate,. 
The  decent  handmaid,  not  the  flave  of  flate; 
Pleas'd  in  tlie  radiance  of  the  regal  name 
To  blend  the  luflre  of  her  country's  fame  : 
For,  taught  like  cur's,   Ihe  dar'd,  with  prudent 

pride, 
Obedience  from  dependence  to  divide  : 


*  J^fterivards  Lord  Chalhatn.  This  and  ihe  txv9 
foUoii\.ig  poems  clofc  the  colleBwns  of  Oxford  Verfes  on 
their  n-fjicBivt  occcfoits  ;  and  ivere  ivriHe~i  ivI.He  the 
author  -uhis  poetry  profeJTor, 


Though  princes  claim'd  her  tributary  lays, 
With  truth  fevere  fhe  temper'd  partial  praife  5 
Confcious  Trie  kept  her  native  dignity. 
Bold  as  her  flights,  and  as  her  numbers  free. 

And  fure  if  e'er  the  mufe  indulg'd  her  Itrains, 
With  jull;  regard,  to  grace  heroic  reigns, 
Where  could  her  glance  a  tiieme  of  triumph  own 
So  dear  to  fame  as  Georgels  trophied  throne  ? 
At  whofe  firm  bafe  thy  ftedfaft  foul  afpires, 
To  wake  a  m'ghry  nation's  ancient  fires  : 
Afpires  to  bafde  faction's  fpecious  c;laim, 
Rouze  England's  rage,  and  give  her  thunder  aim: 
Once    ranre    the  main    her    conquering   banners 

fweep. 
Again  her  commerce  darkens  all  tlje  deep. 
Thy  fis'd  refoive  renews  each  firm  decree 
That  made,  that  kept  of  yore,  thy  country  free. 
Call'd  by  tliy  voic  ?,  nor  deaf  to  war's  alarms, 
Its  willing  youth  the  rural  empire  arms: 
Again  the  lords  of  Albion's  cuitur'd  plains 
Jvlarch  the  iicni  leaders  of  their  faithful  fwains; 
As  eril  flout  archers,  from  the  farm  or  fold. 
Flam'd  in  tlie  van  of  many  a  baron  bold. 

Nor  thine  the  pomp  of  indolent  debate, 
The  war  of  v/ords,  the  fophiftries  of  ftate  ; 
Nor  frigid  caution  checks  thy  free  defign. 
Nor  flops  thy  flream  of  eloquence  divine  : 
For  thine  the  privilege,  on  few  beitow'd. 
To  feel,  to  think,  to  fpeak,  for  public  good. 
In  vain  corruption  calls  iier  venal  tribes : 
One  common  caufe  one  common  end  prcfcribes : 
Nor  fear  nor  fraud,  or  fpares  or  fcreens,  the  foe, 
Biit  fpirit  prompts,  and  valour  ftrikes,  the  "dIow. 

O  Pitt,  while  honour  points  thy  liberal  plan, 
And  o'er  the  miiiifter  exalts  the  man, 
Ifis  congenial  greets  thy  faithful  fway. 
Nor  fcorns  to  bid  a  Ratefhien  grace  her  lay. 
For  'tis  not  her's,  by  falfe  conned:ions  drawn. 
At  fplendid  flavery's  fordid  flirine  to  fawn; 
Each  native  effort  of  the  feeling  breaft, 
I'o  friends,  to  foes,  in  equal  fear,  fuppreft : 
'Tis  not  for  her  to  purthafe  or  purfae 
Tlie  phantom  favours  of  the  cringing-  crew  : 
More  ufeful  toils  her  fludious  hours  engage. 
And  fairer  leffons  fill  her  fpotlefs  page  : 
Deneatir  ambition,  but  above  difgrace. 
With  nobler  arts  fhe  forms  the  rifmg  race  : 
With  happier  talks,  and  lefs  refin'd  pretence, 
In  elder  times,  flic  woo'd  munificence 
'i'o  rear  her  arched  roofs  in  regal  guife, 
And  lift  her  temples  nearer  to  the  flcies  ; 
Princes  and  prelates  flretch'd  the  focial  hand, 
To  form,  djffufe,  and  fix,  her  high  coinmand: 
From  kings  fhe  claim'd,  yet  fcorn'd  to  feek,  the. 
prize,  [wife. 

From   kings,  like    George,  benignant,  jufl,  and 

Lo,  this  her  genuine  lore. — Nor  thou  rcfufe 
This  humble  prefent  of  no  partial  mufe  [ful  youth 
From  that  calm  bower  *,  v/hich  nurs'd  rhy  thought- 
Iii  the  pure  precepts  of  Athenian  truth  : 
Where  firft  tiie  form  of  Britifh  liberty 
Beam'd  in  full  radiance  on  thy  muling  eye; 
That  form,  whofe  mien  fublime,  v;it]r  equal  awe, 
In  the  fame  fhade  unblemifti'd  Somers  faw : 


*  Trinity  College,  Oxford ;  in  ii'hich  alfo  Lr.rd  So- 
mers, and  fames  !iai?in^ion,  author  cf  ihe  Oceana, 
tuere  educated. 
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Where  once  (for  well  {he  lov'd  the  friondly  grove 

Which  every  clall'ic  jrrace  had  learn'd  to  rove) 

Her  whifper's  wak'd  iage  Harrington  to  feign 

The  blefTiDgs  of  her  viiionary  reign; 

That  reign,  which  now  no  more  an  empty  theme. 

Adorns  philofophy's  ideal  dream, 

But  crowns  at  lad,  beneath  a  George's  fmilc, 

In  full  reality  this  fuvour'd  if!c. 


ON  THE  MARRIAGE  OF  THE  KING, 

TO   UEK    MAJESTY.    I76I. 

When  firfl  the  kingdom  to  thy  virti-es  due 
Rofe  from  the  biilowy  deep  in  dillant  view  ; 
AVheii  Albion's  iHe,  old  ocean's  peerlefs  pride, 
Tower'd  in  imperial  ftate  above  the  tide; 
\Vhat  bright  ideas  cf  the  new  domain 
Form'd  the  fair  proi'pefl  of  thy  promis'd  reign  ' 

And  well  v.'ith  confcious  joys  thy  bread  might 
heat 
That  Albion  was  ordain'd  thy  regal  feat : 
io!   this  tlie  land,  where  freedom's  facred  rage 
Has  glow'd  untam'd  through  many  a  martial  age. 
Here  patriot  Alfred,  ftain'd  with  Danifli  blood, 
Rear'd  on  one  bafe  the  king's  the  people's  good : 
Here  Henry's  archers  fram'd  the  ftubborn  bow 
That  laid  AlnnzOn's  haughty  helmet  low  ; 
Here  wak'd  the  flame,  that  flill  fiiperior  braves 
The  proudeft  threats  of  Gaul's  ambitious  flaves; 
Here  chivalry.  Hern  fcliool  of  valour  old, 
Her  nobleil  feats  of  knightly  fame  enroU'd  ; 
Heroic  champions  caught  the  clarion's  call. 
And  throng'd  the  feaft  in  Edward's banner'd  hall: 
While  chiefs,  like  George,  approv'd  in  worth  alone, 
Unlock'd  chafle  beauty's  adamantine  zone. 
Lo  !  the  fam'd  ifle,  which  hails  thy  chofen  fway, 
What  fertile  fiekls  her  temperate  funs  difplay  ! 
Where  property  fecures  the  confcious  fwain, 
And  guards,  while  plenty  gives,  the  golden  grain: 
Hence  with  ripe  flores  her  villages  abound, 
Her  airy  downs  with  fcatter'd  Iheep  refound; 
Frefh  are  her  pafcures  with  unceafing  rills. 
And  future  navies  crown  her  darkfome  hills. 
To  bear  her  formidable  glory  far, 
Behold  her  opulence  of  hoarded  war! 
See,  from  her  ports  a  thoufand  banners  dream ; 
On  every  coaff  her  vengcl"ul  lightnings  gleam  ! 
Meantime,  remote  from  ruin's  armed  hunJ, 
In  peaceful  majefty  her  cities  ftand  ; 
Whofe  fplendid  domes,  and  bufy  itreets,  declare, 
Their  firmed  fort,  a  king's  parental  care. 

And  O  !  bled  queen,  if  e'er  the  magic  powers 
Of  warbled  truth  have  won  thy  mufmg  hours; 
Here  poefy,  from  aweful  days  of  yore. 
Has  pour'd  her  genuine  gifts  of  raptSf'd  lore. 
Mid  oaken  bowers,  v.ith  holy  verdure  wreath'd, 
In  druid-fongs  her  folemn  fpirit  breath'd  : 
While  cunning  bards  at  ancient  banquets  fung 
Of  paynim  foes  defied,  and  trophies  hung. 
Here  Spenfer  tun'd  his  mydicminftrelfy. 
And  drefs'd  in  fairy  robes  a  queen  like  thee. 
Here,  boldly  niark'd  with  every  living  hue. 
Nature's  unbounded  portrait  Shakfpeare  drew  : 
But  chief,  the  dreadful  groupe  of  human  woes 
The  daring  artid's  tragic  pencil  chcfe ; 
Explor'd  the  pangs  that  rend  the  royal  bread, 
Thofe  wounds  that  lurk  beneath  the  tilTued  vod  I 


I>o  !  this  the  land,  whence  Milton's  mufe  cf  fire 
Hip;h  foar'd  to  deal  from  lieavtn  a  feraph's  lyre; 
And  told  the  golden  ties  of  wedded  love 
In  facred  Eden's  amaranthine  grove. 

Thine  too,  majedic  bride,  the  favour'd  clime, 
Where  I'cience  fits  enfhrin'd  in  roofs  fublime. 
O  mar'K,  how  green  her  wood  of  ancient  bays 
O'er  ills'  marge  in  ir.any  a  chaplet  drays! 
Thither,  if  haply  fome  didinguidi'd  flower 
Of  thefe  mix'd  blooms  from  that  ambrofial  bower. 
Might  catch  thy  glance,  and  rich  in  nature's  hue, 
Entwine  thy  diadem  with  honour  due  ; 
If  feemly  gifts  the  train  of  Phebus  pay. 
To  deck  imperial  Hymen's  fellive  day ; 
ThitiiL-r  thyfelf  fliall  hade,  and  mildly  deio-n 
To  tread  with  nymph-like  dep  the  confcious  plain; 
Pleas'd  in  the  mufe's  nook,  witli  decent  pride, 
To  throw  the  fcepter'd  pall  cf  date  afide  : 
Nor  from  the  fiiade  fliall  George  be  long  away, 
That  claims  Charlotta's  love,  and  courts  her  day. 
Thefe  are  Britannia's  praifes.     Deign  to  trace 
With  rapt  reflexion  freedom's  favourite  race! 
But  though  the  generous  iflc,  in  arts  and  arms, 
'thus  dand  fupreme,  in  nature's  choiced  charms; 
Though  George  and  conqucd  guiird  her  fea-"-irt 

throne. 
One  happier  blefi'ing  dill  fire  calls  her  own ; 
And,  proud  to  cull  the  faired  wreath  of  fame, 
Crowns   her    chief   honours    with    a    Charlotte's 

name. 


BIRTH  OF  THE  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 

WRITTEN    AFTER    THE    INSTALLATION    AT 
WINDSOR,  IM    THE   SAME   YEAR,  1762. 

Imperial  dome  of  Edward  wife  and  brave  ! 
Where  warlike  honour's  brighted  banners  wave; 
At  whofe  proud  tilts,  unmatch'd  for  hardy  deeds. 
Heroic  kings  have  frown'd  on  barbed  deeds  : 
Tliough  now  no  more  thy  creded  chiefs  advance 
In  arm'd  array,  nor  grafp  the  glittering  lance  ; 
Though  knighthood  boads  the  martul  porno 

more 

That  grac'd  its  gorgeous  fedivals  of  yore; 
Say,  confcious  dome,  if  e'er  thy  marflrall'd  knights 
So  nobly  deck'd  their  old  mnjcdic  rites. 
As  when,  high  thron'd  amid  thy  trophied  fhrinc, 
George  fhone  the  leader  of  the  garter'd  line  ? 
Ye:  future  triumphs,  Windfor,  dill  remain; 
Still  may  thy  bowers  receive  as  brave  a  train  ; 
For  lo  !  to  Britain  and  her  favour'd  pair. 
Heaven's  high  command  has  fent  a  facred  heir! 
Him  the  bold  pattern  of  his  patriot  live 
Shall  fill  with  early  fame's  immortal  fire  : 
In  fife's  frefla  fpring,  ere  buds  the  promis'd  prime, 
His  thoughts  diall  mount  to  virtue's  meed  fublime  ; 
The  patriot  fire  flrall  catch,  with  fure  prefao-e, 


pomp  no 


Each  liberal  omen  of  his  opening  age  ; 
Then  to  thy  courts  fhall  lead,  with  confcious  joy. 
In  drippling  beauty's  bloom,  the  princely  boy  ; 
There  firmly  wreathe  the  braid  of  heavenly  dye. 
True  valour's  badge,  around  his  tender  thigh. 

Meantime,  thy  royal  piles  that  rife  elate 
With  many  an  antique  tower,  in  maffy  date, 
In  the  young  champiion's  mufing  mind  diall  raifc 
Yad  images  of  Albion's  elder  days. 
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While,  as  around  his  eager  glance  explores 
Thy  chambers,  rough  with  war's  conftrudled  flores, 
Rude  helms,  and  bruifed  fhields,  barbaric  fpoils 
Of  ancient  chivalry's  undaunted  toils; 
Amid  the  duiky  trappings,  hung  on  high 
Young  Edward's  fable  mail  fhali  ftrike  his  eye  : 
Shall  fire  the  youth,  to  crown  his  riper  years 
With  rival  Creffy's,  and  a  new  Poitiers; 
On  the  fame  wall,  the  fame  triumphal  bafe, 
His  own  vifiorious  monuments  to  place. 

Nor  can  a  fairer  kindred  title  move 
His  emulative  age  to  glory's  love 
Than  Edward,  laureate  prince.     In  letter'd  truth, 
Oxford,  fage  mother,  fchool'd  his  ftudious  youth  : 
Her  fmiple  inflitutes,  and  rigid  lore, 
The  royal  nurlling  unreludant  bore; 
Nor  fliunn'd,  at  penfivc  eve,  with  lonefome  pace 
The  cloifter's  moonlight-chequer'd  floor  to  trace; 
Nor  fcorn'd  to  mark  the  fun,  at  matfins  due. 
Stream  through  the  floried  window's  holy  hue. 

And  O,  young  prince,  be  thine  his  moral  praife; 
Nor  feek  in  fields  of  blood  his  warriour  bays. 
War  has  its  charms  terrific.     Far  and  wide 
When  flands  th'  embattled  hofl  in  banner'd  pride ; 
O'er  the  vext  plain  when  the  fiirill  clangours  run, 
And  the  long  plialanx  flaflies  in  the  fun  ; 
When  now  no  dangers  of  the  deathfulday 
Mar  the  bright  fcene,  nor  break  the  firm  array; 
Full  oft,  too  rafhly  glows  with  fond  delight 
The  youthful  breaft,  and  afks  the  future  fight; 
Nor  knows  that  horror's  form,  a  fpedlre  wan, 
Stalks,  yet  unfeen,  along  the  gleanty  van. 

May  no  fuch  rage  be  thine  :   No  dazzling  ray 
Of  fpecious  fame  thy  fledfaft  feet  betray. 
Be  thine  domeftic  glory's  radiant  calm, 
Be  thine  the  fceptre  wreath'd  with  many  a  palm : 
Be  thine  the  throne  with  peaceful  emblems  hung. 
The  filver  lyre  to  milder  conqueft  ftrung ! 

Inflead  of  glorious  feats  achiev'd  in  arms, 
Bid  rifing  arts  difplay  their  mimic  charms ! 
Juft  to  thy  country's  fame,  in  tranquil  days. 
Record  the  pafl,  and  roufe  to  future  praife  t 
Before  the  public  eye,  in  breathing  brafs. 
Bid  thy  fam'd  father's  migiity  triumphs  pafs: 
Swell  the  broad  arch  with  haughty  Cuba's  fall. 
And  clothe  with  Minden's  plain  th'  hiftoric  hall. 

Then  mourn  not,  Edward's  dome,  thine  ancient 
boafi. 
Thy  tournaments,  and  lifted  combats  loft  ! 
From  Arthur's  board,  no  more,  proud  caftle,  mourn 
Adventurous  valour's  Gothic  trophies  torn! 
Thofe  elfin  cha'rms,  that  held  in  magic  night 
Its  elder  fame,  and  dinmi'd  its  genuine  light, 
At  length  diffolve  in  truth's  meridian  ray, 
And  the  bright  order  burfts  to  perfeft  day  : 
The  myftic  round,  begirt  with  bolder  peersj 
On  virtues  bafe  it's  rcfcued  glory  rears  : 
Sees  civil  prowefs  mightier  adls  achieve, 
Sees  meek  humanity  diftrcfs  relieve  ; 
Adopts  the  worth  that  bids  the  conflidt  ceafe. 
And  claims  its  honours  from  the  chiefs  of  peace. 

VERSES 
•N   SIR  JOSHUA   retnold's  painted  window 

AT    WEW-COLL'  GE,    OXFORD. 

An,  ftay  thy  ;rc  uliei  >  is  hand,  for!>e;ir  to  trace 
Tliofc  I'auUlds  forms  of  elegance  and  grace  ! 


Ah,  ceafe  to  fpread  the  bright  tranfparent  maf|, 
With  Titian's  pencil,  o'er  the  fpeaking  glafs ! 
Nor  flcal,  by  flrokes  of  art  with  truth  combin'd. 
The  fond  illufions  of  my  waywara  mind  ! 
For  long,  enamour'd  of  a  barbarous  age, 
A  faitlilefs  truant  to  the  claffic  page ; 
Long  have  I  lov'd  to  catch  the  fimple  chime 
Of  minftrel-harps,  and  fpell  the  fabling  rime; 
To  view  the  feftive  rites,  the  knightly  play. 
That  deck'd  heroic  Albion's  elder  day; 
To  mark  tlie  mould'rmg  halls  of  barons  bold. 
And  the  rough  caftle,  caft  in  giant  mould; 
With  GotJiic  manners  Gothic  arts  explore, 
And  mufe  on  the  magnificence  of  yore. 

But  chief,  enraptur'd  have  I  lov'd  to  roam, 
A  lingering  votary,  the  vaulted  dome. 
Where  the  tall  (hafts,  that  mount  in  mafly  pride. 
Their  minglmg  branches  flioot  from  fide  to  fidei; 
Where  elfin  fculptors,  with  fantaftic  clew, 
O'er  the  long  roof  their  wild  embroidery  drew^ 
Where  fuperftition,  with  capricious  hand 
In  many  a  maze  the  wreathed  window  pi  inn'd,. 
With  hues  romantic  tmg'd  the  gorgeous  pane, 
To  fill  with  holy  light  the  wondrous  fane  ; 
To  aid  the  builder's  model,  richly  rude, 
By  no  Vitruvian  fymmetry  fubdu'd  ; 
To  fuit  the  genius  of  the  myftic  pile : 
Whilft  .  s  around  the  far-retiring  ifle. 
And  fretted  fhrines,  with  hoary  trophies  hung. 
Her  dark  illumination  wide  fhe  flung. 
With  new  folemnity,  the  nooks  profound. 
The  caves  of  death,  and  the  dim  arches  frown'dl»f 
From  blifs  long  felt  unwillingly  we  part : 
Ah    fpart  the  weaknefs  of  a  lover's  heart ! 
Chafe  not  the  phantoms  of  my  fairy  dream. 
Phantoms  that  ftirink  at  reafon's  painful  gleam* 
That  fofter  touch,  infidlous  artift  ftay, 
Nor  to  new  joys  my  ftruggling  breaft  betray  ! 
Such  was  a  penfive  bard's  miftaken  ftrain, — 
But,  oh,  of  ravifli'd  pleafures  why  complain  ? 
No  more  the  matchkis  (kill  1  call  unkind 
That  ftrives  to  difenchant  my  cheated  mind. 
For  when  again  I  view  thy  chafte  deiign, 
1  he  juft  proportion,  and  the  genuine  fine  ; 
Ihole  native  portraitures  of  Attic  art, 
That  from  the  lucid  furiace  feem  tp  'tart 
I'hofe  tints,  that  fteal  no  glories  from  tlie  day; 
Nor  afk  the  fun  to  lend  his  ftreaming  ray: 
The  doubtful  radiance  of  contending  dyes, 
!  That  faintly  mingle,  yet  diftindlly  rife  ; 
Twixt  fight  and  Ihade  the  tranfitory  ftrite; 
The  feature  blooming  with  immortal  life  i 
The  ftole  in  cafual  foldings  taught  to  flow, 
Not  with  ambitious  ornaments  to  glow ; 
'I'he  tread  majeftic,  and  the  beaming  eye 
That  liftecftpeaks  its  commerce  with  the  (ky  f 
Heaven's  goiden  emanation,  gleaming  mild 
O'er  the  mean  cradle  of  the  virgin's  child: 
Sudden,  the  fombrous  imagery  is  fled, 
Which  late  my  vifionary  rapture  fed: 
Th    powerful  hand  has  broke  the  Gothic  chain,- 
And  brought  my  bofora  back  to  truth  again; 
l"o  truth,  by  no  peculiar  taftc  confin'd. 
Whole  univerfal  pattern  ftrikes  mankind  ; 
To  truth,  whofe  bold  and  unrefifted  aim 
Checks  frail  caprice,  and  falhion's  fickle  claim  ; 
To  truth,  '.vhnie  charms  deception's  magic  quell,' 
And  bind  coy  fancy  in  a  ftroiiger  fpelL 


Ye  brawny  prophets,  that  in  robes  fo  rich, 
At  diftance  due,  poflefs  the  crifped  nich ; 
Ye  rows  of  patriarchs,  that  fublimely  rear'd 
Diffufe  a  proud  primeval  length  of  beard  : 
Ye  faints,  who  clad  in  crimfun's  bright  array, 
IViore  pride  than  humble  poverty  difplay. 
'Ye  virgins  meek,  that  wear  the  palmy  crown 
Of  patient  faith,  and  yet  fo  fiercely  frown  : 
Ye  angels,  that  from  clouds  of  gold  recline, 
But  boaft  no  femblance  to  a  race  divine  : 
Ye  tragic  tales  of  legendary  lore. 
That  draw  devotion's  ready  tear  no  more ; 
Ye  martyrdoms  of  unenlighcen'd  days, 
Ye  miracles,  that  now  no  wonder  rail'e  ; 
Shapes,  that  with  one  broad  glare  the  gazer  flrike 
Kings,  bilhops,  nuns,,  apoftles,  all  alike  ! 
Ye  colours,  that  th'  unwary  fight  amaze. 
And  only  dazzle  in  the  noontide  blaze  ! 


P    O    E    M    !(.     .  lo^ 

No  more  the  facred  window's  round  difgrace, 
But  yield  to  Grecian  groupcs  the  fhining  fpacc. 
Lo,  from  the  canvas  beauty  fhifts  her  throne, 
Lo,  piilure's  powers  a  new  formation  own! 
Behold,  file  prints  upon  the  cryftal  plain. 
With  her  own  energy,  th'  expreflive  flain  ! 
The  mighty  mafter  fpreads  his  mimic  toil 
More  wide,  nor  only  blends  the  breathing  oil; 
But  calls  the  lineaments  of  life  complete 
From  genial  alchymy's  creative  heat ; 
Obedient  forms  to  the  bright  fufion  gives, 
While  in  the  warm  enamel  nature  lives,    [height, 
Reynolds,  'tis  thine,  from  the  broad  window's 
To  add  new  luftre  to  religious  light : 
Not  of  its  pomp  to  flrip  this  ancient  flirine, 
But  bid  that  pomp  Vv-ith  purer  radiance  fhine; 
With  arts  unknown  before,  to  reconcile 
The  willing  graces  to  the  Gothic  pile. 


ODES. 


ODE  I. 


TO    SLEEP. 


On  this  my  penfive  pillow,  gentle  Heep  ! 
Defcend,  in  all  thy  downy  plumage  dreft : 
Vv  ipe  with  thy  wing  thefe  eyes  that  wake  to  weep, 
And  place  thy  crown  of  poppies  on  my  breaft. 

O  fleep  my  fenfes  in  oblivion's  balm, 
And  iboth  my  throbbing  pulfe  with  lenient  hand; 
This  tempefl  of  my  boiling  blood  becalm  ! — 
Defpair  grows  mild  at  thy  fupreme  command. 

Yet  ah  !  in  vain,  familiar  with  the  gloom, 
Andfadly  toiling  through  the  tedious  night, 
J  feek  fweet  {lumber,  while  that  virgin  bloom, 
For  ever  hovering,  haunts  my  wretched  fight. 

Nor  would  the  dawning  day  my  forrows  charm  : 
Black  m.idnight,  and  the  blaze  of  noon,  alike 
To  me  appear,  while  with  uplifted  arm 
•t)eath  fiands  prepared,  but  flill  delays,  to  flrike. 

ODE  II. 

THE    HAMLET. 

TVrkten  in  IVhichtuood  Ferejl, 

The  hinds  how  bleft,  who  ne'tr  beguil'd 
To  quit  their  hamlet's  hawthorn-wild; 
Nor  haunt  the  crowd,  nor  tempt  the  main. 
For  fplendid  care,  and  guilty  gain  ! 

When  morning's  twillght-tinftur'd  beam 
Strikes  their  low  thatch  with  flaming  gleam, 
They  rove  abroad  in  ether  blue, 
To  dip  thr  fcythe  in  fragrant  dew  : 
The  fiieaf  to  bind,  the  beech  to  fell 
That  nodding  fliades  a  craggy  dell. 

Midft  gloomy  glades,  in  warbles  clear, 
^'J'.^ild  nature's  fweetefl  notes  they  hear : 
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On  green  untrodden  banks  they  view 
'1  he  hyacinth's  negleiSled  hue  : 
In  their  lone  haunts,  and  woodland  roundj, 
i  hey  I'py  the  fquirrel's  airy  bounds  : 
And  flarilc  from  her  aflicn  fpray, 
Acrofs  the  glen,  the  fcreaming  jay: 
Each  native  cJiarm  their  fteps  explore 
Of  folitude's  fcquefter'd  ftore. 

For  them  the  moon  with  cloudlefs  ray 
Mounts,  to  illume  their  homeward  way: 
Their  weary  fpirits  to  relieve. 
The  meadows  inctnfe  breathe  at  eve. 
No  riot  mars  the  fimple  fare 
That  o'er  a  glimmering  hearth  they  fliarev 
But  when  the  curfeu's  meafur'd  roar 
Duly,  the  darkening  vallies  o'er, 
Hao  echoed  from  the  diftant  town. 
They  wifli  no  beds  of  cygnet-dewn, 
No  trophicd  canopies,  to  cloie 
Their  drooping  eyes  in  quick  repofe. 

Their  little  ions,  who  fpread  the  bloor* 
Of  health  around  the  clay-built  room, 
Or  through  the  primros'd  coppice  liiay, 
Or  gambol  in  the  new-mown  hay; 
Or  quaintly  braid  the  cowflip-twijie. 
Or  drive  afield  the  tardy  kine; 
Or  haflen  from  the  lultry  hill 
To  loiter  at  the  fhady  rill; 
Or  climb  the  tall  pine's  gloomy  crefl; 
To  robe  the  raven's  ancient  nell:. 

iheir  humble  porch  with  honied  flowers 
The  curling  woodbine's  ftiade  embowers : 
From  the  fmall  garden's  thymy  mound 
Their  bees  in  bufy  fwarms  refound ; 
Nor  fell  diieafe,  before  his  time, 
Haftes  to  confume  life's  golden  prime  : 
But  when  their  temples  long  have  wore 
The  filver  crown  of  trefles  hoar ; 
As  ftudious  flill  calm  peace  to  keep, 
Beneath  a  flowery  turf  they  fleep. 
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ODE  III. 


WRITTEN  AT  V ALE-ROT  AL  ABUEy,  IN  CHESHIRE  "^t 

As  evening  flovvly  fpreads  his  mantle  hoar, 
No  ruder  founds  the  boiuided  valley  fill. 
Than  the  faint  din,  from  yonder  fedgy  fnore, 
Of  rufhing  waters,  and  the  murmuring  mill. 

How  funk    the    fcene,    where   cloiiler'd   leifure 

mus'd ! 
Where  wai-worn  Edward  paid  his  aweful  vow  ; 
And,  lavifli  of  magnificence,  diffus'd  [brow  I 

His  crowded    fpires    o'er   the  broad  mountain's 

The  golden  fans,  that  o'er  the  turrets  ftrown, 
Quick-glancing  to  the  fun,  wild  mufic  made, 
Are  reft,  and  every  battlement  o'ergrown 
With  knotted  thorns,  and  the  tall  fapling'sfhade. 

The  prickly  thiftle  flieds  it's  plumy  creft, 
And  matted  nettles  fliade  the  crumbling  mafs, 
"Where  Ihone  the  pavement's  furface  fmooth,  im- 

preft 
With  rich  refleeSlion  of  the  ftoried  glaf?. 

Here  hardy  chieftans  flcpt  in  proud  repofe, 
Sublimely  fhrin'd  in  gorgeous  imagery  ; 
And  through  the  lefTening  aifles,  in  radiant  rows. 
Their  confecrated  banners  hung  on  high. 

There  oxen  browze,  and  there  the  fable  yew 
Through  the  dun  void  difplays  its  baleful  glooms ; 
And  iiieds  in  lingering  drops  ungenial  devsr. 
O'er  the  forgotten  graves,  and  fcatter'd  tombs. 

By  the  flow  clock,  in  flately-meafur'd  chime, 
That  from  the  maffy  tower  tremendous  toU'd, 
Ko  more  the  ploughman  counts  the  tedious  time, 
3S[or  difcant  fhepherd  pens  his  twilight  fold. 

High  o'er  the  tracklefs  heath  at  midr.ight  feen, 
l>Io  more  the  windows,  rang'd  in  long  array, 
(Where  the  tall  fhaft  and  fretted  ncok  between 
Thick  ivy  twines)  the  taper'd  rites  betray. 

Ev'n  now,  amid  the  wavering  ivy-wreaths, 
(While  kindred  thoughts  the  penfive  founds  in- 

fpire) 
When  the  weak  breeze  in  many  a  whifper  breathes, 
1  feem  to  liden  to  the  chanting  quire.- 

As  o'er  thefe  fhatter'd  towers  intent  we  mufe. 
Though  rear'd  by  charity's  capricious  zeal, 
Yet  can  our  breafts  foft  pity's  figli  rcfufe, 
Or  confcious  candour's  modefl:  plea  conceal? 

For  though  the  forcerefs,  fuperflition  blind, 
Amid  the  pomp  of  dreadful  faciifice. 
O'er  the  dim  roofs,  to  cheat  the  tranced  mind. 
Oft  bade  her  vifionary  gleams  arife  : 

Though  the  vain  hours  unibcial  floth  beguil'd. 
While  the  Hill  cloiftcr's  gate  oblivion  lock'd  ; 
And  through  tlie  chambers  pale,  tolliimbersmild 
Wan  indolence  her  drowfy  cradle  rock'd  : 

Yet  lience,  cntliron'd  in  venerable  flate. 
Proud  hofpitaiity  difpens'd  her  ftorc  : 

*  Founded  by  King  Ldivard  the  Firjl,  about  the 
year  I  300,  t«  conpqnence  of  a  ■uoiv  tvhich  he  made  ivhcn 
n  danger  of  beir:^  fi^iirnLcd,  during  lis  rcUinifrcm 
a  crufadt. 


Ah,  fee,  beneath  yon  tower's  unvaulted  gatCj 
Forlorn  (he  fits  upon  the  brambled  floor ! 

Her  ponderous  vafe,  with  Gothic  portraiture 
Embofs'd,  no  more  with  balmy  moifture  flows; 
Mid  the  mix'd  fhards  o'erwhelm'd  in  duft  obfcure. 
No  more,  as  erft,  the  golden  goblet  glows. 

Sore  beat  by  florms  in  glory's  arduous  way. 
Here  might  ambition  mufe,  a  pilgrim  fage : 
Here  raptur'd  fee,  religion's  evening  ray 
Gild  the  calm  Vv^alks  of  his  repofing  age. 

Here  ancient  art  her  dedal  fancies  play'd 
In  the  quaint  mazes  of  the  crifped  roof; 
In  mellow  glooms  the  fpeaking  pane  array'd. 
And  rang'd  the  cluiler'd  column,  maify-proof. 

Here  learning,  guarded  from  a  barbarous  age, 
Hover'd  awhile,  nor  dar'd  attempt  the  day; 
But  patient  truc'd  upon  t'ne  pi6lur'd  page 
The  holy  legend,  or  heroic  lay. 

Hither  the  folitary  mlnflrel  came 
An  honour'd  gneft,  while  the  grim  evening  flcy 
Hung  lowering,  and  around  the  focial  flame 
Tun'd  his  bold  harp  to  tales  of  chivalry. 

Thus  fings  the  mufe,  all  penfive  and  alone  ; 
Nor  fcorns,  within  the  deep  fane's  inmofl;  cell, 
To  pluck  the  gray  mcfs  from  the  mantled  ftone. 
Some  holy  founder's  mouldering  name  to  fpell. 

Thus  flags  the  mufe-. — yet  partial  as  ftie  fings, 
With  fond  regret  furveys  thefe  ruin'd  piles  : 
And  with  fair  images  of  ancient  things 
The  captive  bard's  obfequious  mind  beguiles. 

But  much  we  pardon  to  th'  ingenuous  mufe; 
Her  fairy  fliapes  are  trick'd  by  fancy's  pen: 
Severer  reafon  forms  far  other  viev.'s. 
And  fcans  the  fcene  with  pliilofophic  ken. 

From  thefe  defcrted  domes,  new  glories  rife ; 
More  ufef ul  inftitutes,  adorning  man. 
Manners  eiilarg'd,  and  new  civilities. 
On  frefli  foundations  build  the  focial  plan. 

Science,  on  ampler  plume,  a  bolder  flight 
Efiays,  efcap'd  from  fuperflition's  flirine: 
While  freed  religion,  like  primeval  light 
Burfling  from  chaos,  fpreads  her  warmth  divine. 


ODE  IV. 

THE    FIRST    OF    APRIL. 

With  dalliance  rude  young  zephyr  woos 
Coy  May.     Full  oft  with  kind  excufe 
The  boifterous  boy  the  fair  denies, 
Or,  with  a  fcornful  fmile  complies. 

Mindful  of  difafter  paft. 
And  flirinking  at  the  northern  blaft, 
The  fleety  florm  returning  fliill. 
The  morning  hoar,  and  evening  chill; 
Relu<il:ant  comes  the  timid  Spring. 
Scarce  a  bee,  with  airy  ring, 
Murmurs  the  bloflom'd  boughs  around. 
That  clothe  the  garden's  fouthern  bound  : 
Scarce  a  fickly  ft;raggl:ng  flo'.vcr 
Decks  the  rough  caltle's  lifted  tower ; 
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Scarce  the  hard)'  primrofc  peeps 

From  the  dark  dcU's  entangled  deeps : 

O'er  the  field  of  waving  broom, 

Slowly  {boots  the  golden  bloom : 

And,  but  by  fits,  the  furze-clad  dale 

Tiniflures  the  tranfitory  gale. 

While  from  the  ftiriibbery's  naked  maze. 

Where  the  vegetable  blaze 

Of  Flora's  brighteft  'broidery  flione, 

Every  chequer'd  charm  is  flown; 

Save  that  the  lilac  hangs  to  view 

Its  burfting  gems  in  clufters  blue. 

Scant  along  the  ridgy  land 
The  beans  their  new-born  ranks  expand : 
The  frefli-tuni'd  foil-with  tender  blades 
Thinly  the  fprouting  barley  fliadesy 
Fringing  the  forcft's  devious  edge. 
Half  rob'd  appears  the  hav.fthorn  hedge; 
Or  to  the  diftant  eye  difplays 
Weakly  green  its  budding  fprays. 

The  fvvallow,  for  a  moment  feen, 
Skims  in  hafle  the  village  green  : 
From  the  gray  moor,  on  feeble  wing, 
The  fcreaming  plovers  idly  fpring  : 
The  butterfly,  gay-painted  fcon. 
Explores  awhile  the  tepid  noon  ; 
And  fondly  trulls  its  tender  dyes 
To  fickle  funs,  and  flattering  fkies. 

Fraught  with  a  tranfient,  frozen  fliowcr, 
If  a  cloud  fhould  haply  lower. 
Sailing  o'er  the  landfcape  dark. 
Mute  on  a  fudden  is  the  lark  ; 
But  when  gleams  the  fun  again 
O'er  the  pearl-befprinkled  jdain. 
And  from  behind  his  watery  vail 
Looks  through  the  thin-dcfcending  hail ; 
She  mouuts,  and  Icfiening  to  the  fight, 
Salutes  the  blithe  return  of  light. 
And  high  her  tuneful  track  purfues 
Mid  the  dim  rainbow's  fcatter'd  hues. 

Where  in  venerable  rows 
Widely  waving  oaks  enclofc 
The  moat  of  yonder  antique  hall, 
Swarm  the  rooks  with  clamorous  call; 
And  to  the  toils  of  nature  true, 
Wreath  their  capacious  nells  anew. 

Mufing  through  the  lawny  park. 
The  lonely  poet  loves  to  mark. 
How  various  greens  in  faint  degrees 
'J'inge  the  tall  groupes  of  various  trees; 
While,  carelefs  of  the  changing  year, 
The  pine  cerulean,  never  fear. 
Towers  diftinguifli'd  from  the  refl. 
And  proudly  vaunts  her  winter  veft. 

Within  fome  whifpering  oficr  ifle. 
Where  Glym's  lovv^  banks  ncgledled  Imile; 
And  each  trim  meadow  fLiU  retains 
The  wint'ry  torrent's  oo^y  flains : 
Beneath  a  willow,  long  forfook, 
The  fifher  feoks  his  cuflom'd  nook ; 
And  burfling  through  the  crackling  feoge 
That  crowns  the  current's  cavern'd  cd^e. 
He  ftartles  from  the  bordering  wood 
The  bafiiful  wild-duck's  early  brood. 


O'er  the  broad  downs,  a  novel  race, 
Frilk  the  lambs  with  faultering  pace. 
And  with  eager  bleatings  fil] 
The  fol's  that  flcirts  the  beacon'd  hill. 

His  free-born  vigour  yet  unbroke 
To  lordly  man's  ul'urping  yoke. 
The  bounding  colt  forgets  to  play, 
Balking  beneath  the  noontide  ray. 
And  llretch'd  among  the  daifies  pide 
Of  a  green  dingle's  floping  fide  : 
While  far  beneath,  where  nature  fpreads 
Her  boundlefi  length  of  level  meads, 
In  loofe  luxuriance  taught  to  flray 
A  thoufand  tumbling  rills  inlay 
With  filver  veins  the  vale,  or  pafs 
Redundant  through  the  fparkling  grafs. 

Yet,  in  thcfe  prefages  rude, 
Midll  her  penfive  folitude. 
Fancy,  with  prophetic  glance. 
Sees  the  teeming  months  advance ; 
The  field,  the  foreft,  green  and  gay. 
The  dappled  flope,  the  tedded  hay; 
Sees  the  reddening  orchard  blow, 
'I'he  harveft  wave,  the  vintage  flow  : 
Sees  June  unfold  his  glcfly  robe 
Of  thoufand  hues  o'er  all  the  globe : 
Sees  Ceres  grafp  her  crown  of  corn. 
And  plenty  load  her  ample  horn. 

ODE  V. 

SENT    TO    MR.  UPTON,  ON   HIS  EDITION  OF    THt 
I  AERIE    qUEBN. 

As  oft  reclin'd  on  Cherwell's  fhelving  fhore, 
I  trac'd  romantic  Spenfer's  moral  page ; 
And  footh'd  my  Ibrrows  with  the  dulcet  lore 
Which  fancy  fabled  in  her  elfin  age : 

Much  would  I  grieve,  that  envious  time  fo  fooa 
O'er  the  lov'd  ftrain  had  call  his  dim  difguife; 
As  lovveriug  clouds,  in  April's  brightefl:  noon. 
Mar  the  pure  fplendcurs  of  the  purple  Ikies. 

Sage  Upton  came,  from  every  myflic  tale 
To  chafe  the  gloom  that  hung  o'er  Fairy  "-round  ; 
His  wizard  hand  unlocks  each  guarded  vale. 
And  opes  each  flowery  forell's  magic  hound. 

Thus,  ncTer  knight  with  mortal  arms  efTay'd 
The  caille  of  proud  Bufyrane  to  quell ; 
Till  Britomart  her  beamy  fliield  difplay'd. 
And  broke  with  golden  Ipear  the  mighty  fpell ; 

The  dauntlefs  maid  with  hardy  flep  explor'd 
Each  room,  array'd  in  glift:ering  imagery  ; 
And  through  th'  inchnnted  chamber,  richly  ftor'd 
Saw  Cupid's  fl:ately  iriafk  come  fweeping  by*. 

At  this,  where'er,  in  diflant  region  flieen, 

She  roves,  embower'd  with  many  a  fpangled  bough. 

Mild  Una,  hfting  her  majeftic  mien, 

Braids  with  a  brighter  wreath  her  radiant  brow. 

At  this,  in  hopelefs  forrow  dropping  long, 
Her  painted  wings  imagination  plumes ; 
rieas'd  that  her  laureate  votary's  relc-.ed  fong 
Its  native  charm,  and  genuine  grace,  rcfumes, 

*  St:e  Fairy  f^cei:,  iii.  3.5. 
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ODE  VI. 


THE    SUICIDE. 


Beneath  the  beech,  Avhofe  branches  bare 
Smit  with  the  lightning's  livid  glare, 

O'erhang  the  craggy  road. 
And  whiflle  hollow  as  they  wave ; 
Within  a  folitary  grave, 
A  flayer  of  himfelf  *  holds  his  accurs'd  abode. 

Lour'd  the  grim  morn,  in  murky  dyes 
Damp  mifts  iHvolv'd  the  fcowling  Ikies, 

Anddimm'd  the  ftruggling  day; 
As  by  the  brook  that  lingering  laves 
Yon  rufh-grown  moor  with  fable  waves, 
.Full  of  the  dark  refolve  he  took  his  fuUen  V7ay. 

I  mark'd  his  defultory  pace. 

His  geftures  ftrange,  and  varying  face, 

With  many  a  mutter'd  found  ; 
And  ah!  too  late  aghafl  I  view'd 
The  reeking  blade,  the  hand  embru'd  : 
He  fell,  and  groaning  grafp'd  in  agony  the  ground. 

Full  many  a  melancholy  night 

He  watch'd  the  flow  return  of  light; 

And  fought  the  powers  of  fleep, 
To  fpread  a  momentary  calm 
O'er  his  fad  couch,  and  in  the  balm 
Of  bland  oblivion's  dews  his  burning  eyes  to  fleep. 

Full  oft,  unknowing  and  unknown, 
He  wore  his  endlefs  noons  alone. 

Amid  th'  autumnal  wood  : 
Oft  was  he  wont,  in  hafly  fit. 
Abrupt  the  fecial  board  to  quit. 
And  gaze  with  eager  glance   upon  the  tumbling 
flood. 

Beck'ning  the  wretch  to  torments  new, 
Defpair,  for  ever  in  his  view, 

A  fpedlre  pale,  appear'd  ; 
While,  as  the  fhades  of  eve  arofe 
And  brought  the  day's  unwelcome  clofe, 
More  horrible  and  huge  her  gaint-fhape  fiie  rear'd. 

"  Is  this,  miflaken  fcorn  will  cry, 

"  Is  this  the  youth,  whofe  genius  high 

"  Could  build  the  genuine  rhyme  ? 
'■•  Whole  bofom  mild  the  favouring  mufe 
"  Had  flor'd  with  all  her  ample  views, 
"  Parent  of  faireft  deeds,  and  purpofes  iublinie." 

Ah  !  from  the  mufe  that  bofom  mild 
JBy  treacherous  magic  was  btguil'd, 

To  ftrike  the  dc  athful  blow  : 
She  fiU'd  his  foft  ingenuous  mind 
With  many  a  feeling  too  rcfin'd. 
And  rous'd  to  livelier  pangs  his  vvakefuj  fenfe  of 
woe. 

Though  doom'd  hard  penury  to  prove, 
And  the  fharp  flings  of  hopelefs  love  ; 

To  griefs  congenial  prone, 
More  wounds  than  nature  gave  he  knew, 
While  mifery's  form  his  fancy  drew 
111  dark  ideal  hues,  and  horrori^  not  its  own. 

*  "  Tke  Slayer  of  hlmfjj'^'  is  ufed  iy  Dry  den  for  a 
Suicide. 


Then  wifti  not  o'er  his  earthy  tomB 
The  baleful  night-fhade's  lurid  bleoiA 

To  drop  its  deadly  dew  : 
Nor  oh  !  forbid  the  twifled  thora. 
That  rudely  binds  his  turf  forlorn, 
With  fpring's  green -fwelling  buds  to  vegetati?' 
anew. 

What  though  no  marble-piled  buft 
Adorn  his  dcfolated  duft, 

With  fpeaking  fculpture  wrought .' 
Pity  fhall  woo  the  weeping  nine,        *■ 
To  build  a  vifionary  flirine, 
Hung  with  unfading  flowers,  from  fairy  regions 
brought. 

What  though  refus'd  each  chanted  rite  ? 
Here  viewlefs  mourners  fhall  delight 

To  touch  the  fliadowy  fliell : 
And  Petrarch's  harp,  that  wept  the  dooni 
Of  Laura,  lofl  in  early  bloom. 
In  many  a  penfive  paufe  fhall  feem  to  ring  his 
knell. 

To  footh  a  lone,  unhallow'd  fhadc, 
This  votive  dirge  fad  duty  paid, 

Within  an  ivied  nook : 
Sudden  the  half-funk  orb  of  day 
More  radiant  fhot  its  parting  ray. 
And  thus  a  cherub-veice  my  charm'd  attention 
took. 

"  Forbear,  fond  bard,  thy  partial  praife ; 
"  Nor  thus  for  guilt  in  fpecious  lays 

*'  The  wreath  of  glory  twine  : 
"  In  vain  with  hues  of  gorgeous  glow 
"  Gay  fancy  gives  her  vefl  t»  flow, 
"  Unlefs  truth's  matron-hand  the  floating  folds 
"  confine. 

"  Jufl  Heaven,  man's  fortitude  to  prove, 
"  Permits  through  life  at  large  to  rove 

"  The  tribes  of  hell-born  woe  : 
"  Yet  the  fame  power  that  wifely  fends 
"  Life's  fierceft  ills,  indulgent  lends 
"  Pvcligion's  golden    fhield  to  break  th'  embat- 
"  tied  foe. 

"  Her  aid  divine  had  lull'd  to  reft 

"  Yon  foul  felf-murderer's  throbbing  breafl, 

"  And  flay'd  the  rifing  florm  : 
"  Had  bade  the  fun  of  hope  appear 
"  To  gild  his  darken'd  hemifphere, 
"  Ar.d  give  the  wonted  bloom  to  nature's  bla{le«I 
"  form. 

"  Vain  man!  'tis  Heaven's  prerogative 
"  To  take,  what  firll  it  deign'd  to  give, 

"  Thy  tributary  breath ; 
"  In  awful  expedlion  plac'd, 
"  Await  thy  doom,  nor  impious  hafte 
"  To  pluck  from   God's  right  hand  his  inftru- 
"  meats  of  death." 

ODE  VII. 

SENT    TO     A    FRIEND,     ON     HIS    LEAVING    A    FA-* 
VOURITE   VILLAGE    IN    HAMPSHIRE. 

An  mourn,  thou  lov'd  retreat !  no  more 
Shall  claflic  fleps  thy  fccnes  explore^ 
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When  morn's  pale  rays  but  fanuly  peep 
O'er  yonder  oak-rrown'd  ai--)  Ileep, 
Vvho  now  {hall  climb  its  brows  to  view 
Tlie  length  of  landfcape,  ever  n-w, 
^\■lle^e  Summer  flings,  in  carelcfs  pride, 
H-  r  varied  vefture  far  and  wide  ! 
■W  ho  mark,  beneath,  each  village -charm, 
Oi  grange,  or  elm-encircled  farm  : 
The  flinty  di»ve-cote's  crowded  roof, 
Watch'd  by  the  kite  that  iails  aloof: 
The  tufted  pines,  vvhofe  umbrage  tall 
Darkens  the  long-deferted  hall : 
The  veteran  beech,  that  on  the  plain 
CoUedis  at  eve  the  playful  train  ; 
The  cot  that  fmokes  with  early  fire, 
The  low-roof 'd  fane's  embofom'd  fpire ! 

Who  now  fhall  indolently  ftray 
Through  the  deep  foreft's  tangled  way ; 
Pleas'd  at  his  cu.rom'd  talk  to  find 
The  well  known  hoary-trefTed  hind, 
That  toils  with  feeble  hands  to  glean 
Of  wither'd  boughs  his  pittance  mean ! 
Who  mid  thy  "ooks  of  hazle  fit, 
LolT:  in  fome  melancholy  fit ; 
And  liftcning  ■.o  the  raven's  croak, 
The  diftar.t  flail,  the  falling  oak! 
Who,  through  the  funlhine  and  the  fhower, 
©efcry  the  r;':  r.')\v-paiiited  tower? 
Wbo.  wanderiiig  at  return  of  May, 
C    :h  the  firi*  cuckoo's  vernal  lay  ? 
T      •    ;t^. '.ling  wafte  the  fummer  hour, 
A      .ic  high  o'er-arching  trees  enibow'r 
The  grafl)'  lane,  fo  rarely  pac'd. 
With  azure  flowrets  idly  grac'd  ! 
Unnotic'd  now,  at  tvi-ilight's  dawn 
Returnirg  reapers  crofs  the  lawn; 
Nor  fond  attention  loves  to  note 
The  weather's  bell  from  folds  remote  : 
While,  own'd  by  no  poetic  eye, 
Thy  penfive  evenings  Ihade  the  ficy ! 

For  lo !  the  bard  who  rapture  found 
In  every  rural  figbt  or  found  ; 
Whofe  genius  warm,  and  judgment  chaftc, 
No  charm  of  genuine  nature  paft; 
■Who  felt  the  mule's  pureft  fires. 
Far  from  thy  i'avour'd  haunt  retires : 
Who  peopled  all  thy  vocal  bowers 
"With  fhadowy  fnapes,  and  airy  powers. 

Behold,  a  dread  repofe  refumes, 
As  erft,  thy  fad  fequcfter'd  glooms  ! 
From  the  deep  dell,  where  fliaggy  roots 
Fringe  the  rough  brink  with  wreathed  fhoots, 
Th'  unwilling  geniu^  flies  forlorn, 
His  primrofe  clraplet  rudely  torn. 
With  hollow  fhriek  the  nym.phs  forfake 
The  pathlefs  copfe,  and  hedge-row  brake  : 
Where  the  delv'd  mountains's  headlong  fide 
Its  chalky  entrails  opens  wide, 
On  the  green  fumnnt ,  ambufa'd  high, 
No  longer  echo  loves  to  lie. 
Ko  pearl-crown'd  maids,  with  wily  look. 
Rife  beckoning  from  the  reedy  brook. 
Around  the  glowworm's  glimmerin'j- bank, 
No  fairies  run  in  fiery  rank  ; 
Norbruib,  half-feen,  in  airy  tread, 
The  violet's  unprinted  heaj* 


But  fancy,  from  tlie  thickets  brown. 
The  glades  that  wear  a  confcious  frown, 
'I'he  foreft-oaks,  that  pale  and  lone. 
Nod  to  the  blalt  with  hoarfer  tone. 
Rough  glens,  and  fullen  waterfalls. 
Her  bright  ideal  offspring  calls. 

So  by  fome  fage  inchanter's  fpell, 
^  As  old  Arabian  fablers  tellj 
Amid  the  folitary  wild, 
Luxuriant  gardens  gaily  fmil'd  : 
From  fapphire  rocks  the  fountains  flream'd, 
With  golden  fruit  the  branches  beam'd; 
Fair  forms,  in  every  wonderous  wood. 
Or  lightly  tripp'd,  or  folemn  flood; 
And  oft,  retreating  from  the  view, 
Betray'd,  at  diflance,  beauties  new  : 
While  gleaming  o'er  the  crifped  bowers 
Rich  fpires  arofe,  and  fparkling  towers. 
Jf  bound  on  fervice  new  to  go. 
The  mafler  of  the  magic  fhow. 
His  tranfitory  charm  withdrew, 
Away  th'  illufive  landfcape  flew : 
Dun  clouds  obfcur'd  the  groves  of  gold. 
Blue  lightning  fmote  the  blooming  mold; 
In  vifionary  glory  rear'd. 
The  gorgeous  caftle  difappear'd: 
And  a  bare  heath's  unfruitful  plain 
Ufurp'd  the  wizard's  proud  domain. 


ODE  VIII. 

THE    COMTLAINT    OF    CHERWELL*, 

All  pcnfive  from  her  ofier-woven  bow'r 
Chervvell  arofe.     Around  her  darkening  edge 
Pale  eve  began  the  {learning  mill:  to  pour,  , 

And  breezes  fann'd  by  iits  the  ruftling  fedgc; 
She  rofe,  and  thus  Ihe  cried  in  deep  del'pair. 
And  tore  the  rufny  wreath  that  bound  her  {beam., 
ing  hair. 

Ah!   why,  {he  cried,  fiiould  Ifis  {hare  alone. 
The  tributary  gifts  Oi  tuneful  fame  ! 
Shall  every  long  her  happier  influence  own. 
And  {lamp  with  partial   praife    her  favourite 

name  ?         j 
While  I,  alike  to  thofe  proud  domes  allied, 
Nor  hear  the  mule's  call,  nor  boail  a  clalTic  tide. 

No  chofcn  fon  of  all  yon  fabling  band 

Bids  my  loofc  locks  their  gloily  length  diffuITe; 

Nor  fees  my  coral-cincSlar'd  Hole  expand 

Its  folds,   befprent  with  Spring's  unnumber'i 

hues: 
No  poet  builds  my  grotto's  dripping  cell, 
Nor  ftuds  my  cryftal  throne  with  many  a  fpeck- 

Icd  {hell. 

In  Ifis'  vafe  if  fancy's  eye  difcern 
Majeftic  towers  embofs'd  in  fculpture  high; 
Lo  !  milder  glories  mark  my  modefl;  urn. 
The  fimple  fcenes  of  paftoral  imagery  : 
What  though  {he  pace  fublime,  a  {lately  queen  ? 
Mine   is  the    gentle   grace,    the    meek   retiring 
oiien. 


One  of  the  riven  at  OyforiJ-, 


SQ1 


THE   WORKS   OF   WARTON. 


Proud  nymph,  fince  late  the  mufe  thy  triumphs 

fung, 
No  more  v/ith  mine  thy  fconiful  Naiads  play, 
(While  Cynchiu's  lamp  o'er  the  broad  vale  is 

hung). 
Where  meet  our  ftreams,  indulging  fliort  delay  : 
Nomore,  thy  crown  to  braid,  thoudeign'fc  to  take 
My  crefs-born  flowers  that  float  in  many  a  ftiady 

lake. 

Vain  bards  1  can  Ifls  win  tb.e  raptur'd  foul, 
Where  art  each  wilder  watery  charm  invades  ? 
Whofe  waves, in  meal'ur'd volumes  tauglit  to  roil. 
Or  ftagnant  flcep,  or  ruib  in  white  caicades : 
Whofe  banks  with  echoing  induftry  refound, 
Fenc'd  by  the  foam-beat  pier,  and  torrent-braving 
mound. 

Lo  !  here  no  commerce  fpreads  the  fervent  toil, 
To  pour  pollution  o'er  my  virgin  tide  ; 
The  frefhnefs  of  my  pnllures  to  defile, 
Or  bruife  the  matted  groves  that  fringe  my  fide : 
But  folitude,  on  this  fequeiler'd  bank. 
Mid  the  moifl  lilies  flts,  attir'd  in  mantle  dank. 

No  ruder  founds  my  grazing  herds  affright, 
Nor  mar  the  milk-maid's  folitary  fong : 
The  jealous  halcyon  wheels  her  humble  flight, 
And  hides  her  emerald  wing  my  reeds  among  ; 
All  unalarm'd,  fave  when  the  genial  R^^ay 
Bids  wake  my  peopled  fliores,  and  rears  the  rl- 
pen'd  hay. 

Then  fcorn  no  more  this  unfrequented  fcene  ; 
So  to  new  notes  fnall  my  coy  echo  firing 
Her  lonely  harp.     Hither  the  brow  ferene, 
And  the  flow  pace  of  contemplation  bring : 
Nor  call  in  -vain  infpiring  ecfl:al'y 
To  bid  her  vifions  meet  the  frenzy-rolling  eye. 

Whate'er  the  theme  :  if  unrequited  love 
Seek,  all  unfeen,  his  bafiiful  griefs  to  breathe  ; 
Or  fame  to  bolder  flights  the  bofom  move, 
Waving  aloft  the  glorious  epic  wreath  ; 
Here  hail  the  mufes :   from  the  bufy  tlirong 
Rem.ote.  where  fancy  dwells,  and  nature  prompts 
the  fong. 


ODE  IX. 

THE    CRUSADE. 

^ivcri'ifcmeiit. 
>  King  Richard  the  firft,  celebrated  for  his  a- 
chievemcnts  in  the  crufades,  was  no  lefs  diftin- 
guiflied  for  his  patronage  of  the  provencial  inin- 
iirels,  and  his  own  compofitions  in  then  fpccies  of 
poetry.  Retu:  ning  from  one  of  his  expeditions  in 
the  holy  land,  in  difguife,  he  was  imprifoned  in  a 
callle  oi'  Leopold  duke  of  Auflria.  His  favourite 
jninftrel,  Blondel  de  Ncfle,  having  traverfcd  all 
Germany,  in  fearcli  of  his  mailer  at  length  came 
to  a  cafile  in  which  he  found  there  was  only  one 
prilbner,  and  whofe  name  was  unknown.  Suf- 
ptding  th.at  he  had  made  the  deflrcd  difcovery, 
he  feated  himlelf  uikLt  a  window  of  the  prifoner's 
apartment  •  and  began  a  long  or  ode,  which  the 
hnig  and  himfelf  hadiormerly  compofcd  together. 
When  the  j)rifoner,  who  was  King  Richard,  heard 
the  long,  he  knew  that  Biondcl  mufl  be  the  finger: 


and  v/hen  Blondel  paufed  about  the  middle,  the 
king  began  the  remainder,  and  completed  it.  The 
follov/ing  ode  is  fuppofed  to  be  this  joint  compo- 
fition  of  the  minflrel  and  King  Richard. 

Bound  for  holy  Paleftine, 
Nimbly  we  brufli'd  the  level  brine. 
All  in  azure  flecl  ari-ay'd  ; 
O'er  the  wave  our  weapons  play'd. 
And  made  the  dancing  billows  glow  ; 
High  upon  the  trophied  prow. 
Many  a  warrior-minftrcl  fwung 
Hi.-;  founding  harp,  and  boldly  fung: 

"  Syrian  virgins,  wail  and  weep, 
"  Englifli  Rieliard  ploughs  the  deep! 
"  I'remble,  watchmen,  as  ye  fpy, 
"  From  diilant  towers,  with  anxious  eye, 
"  The  radiant  range  of  fiiield  and  lance 
"  Down  Damafcus'  hills  advance  : 
"  From  Sion's  turrets,  as  afar 
"  Ye  ken  the  march  of  Europe's  war  ! 
"  Saladin,  thou  paynim  king, 
"  From  Albion's  ifle  revenge  we  bring  I 
"  On  Aeon's  *  fpiry  citadel, 
"  Though  to  the  gale  thy  banners  fv.-ell, 
"  Pidlur'd  with  the  filver  moon  ; 
"  England  fliall  end  thy  glory  foon  ! 
"  In  vain,  to  break  our  firm  array, 
"  Thy  brazen  drums  hoarfc  difcord  bray: 
"  Thofe  founds  our  rifing  fury  fan  ; 
"  I'.nglifh  Richard  in  the  van. 
"   On  to  vicflory  w^e  go, 
"  A  vaunting  infidel  the  foe." 

Blondel  led  the  tuneful  band, 
And  fv/ept  the  wire  with  glowing  hand. 
Cyprus,  from  her  rocky  mound, 
And  Crete,  with  piny  verdure  crowu'd. 
Far  along  the  fmiling  main 
Echoed  the  prophetic  llrain. 

Soon  we  kifs'd  the  facred  earth 
That  gave  a  murder'd  Saviour  birth : 
Then  with  airdour  frefh  endu'd, 
Thus  the  folemn  fong  renevv'd. 

"  Lo,  the  toilfome  voyage  pafl, 
"  tieaven's  favour'd  hills  appear  at  lafl  I 
"  Objedl  of  our  holy  vov/, 
"  We  tread  the  Tyrian  vallics  now. 
"  From  Carmel's  almond-fliadcd  fteep 
"  We  feel  the  cheering  fragrance  creep : 
"   O'er  Ergaddi's  fhrubs  ot  balm 
"  Waves  the  date-empurpled  palm, 
"  See,  Lebanon's  afpiring  head 
"  AVide  his  immortal  umbrage  fpread! 
"  Hail  Calvary,  thou  mountain  hoar, 
"  Wet  with  our  Redeemer's  gore  ! 
"  Ye  trampled  tombs,  ye  fanes  forlorn, 
"  Ye  Hones,  by  tears  of  pilgrims  worn  ; 
"  Your  ravifli'd  honours  to  reftore, 
«  Fearlefs  we  climb  this  hoilile  fiiore  ! 
"  And  thou,  the  fepulchre  of  God! 
"  By  mocking  pagans  rudely  trod, 
"   Bereft  of  every  awful  rite, 
"  And  quench'd  thy  lamps  that  beam'd  fo  bright; 
"  For  thee,  from  Britain's  diilant  coaft, 
"  Lo,  Richard  leads  his  faithful  hofti 
"  Aloft  in  his  heroic  hand, 
«  Blazing,  like  the  beacon's  br^nd, 
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"  O'er  the  far-affrighted  fieldi, 

•*  Refifllefs  Kaliburn  he  wields  *. 

«'  Proud  Saracen,  pollute  no  more 

•♦  The  fhrines  by  martyrs  buik  of  yoreJ 

*'  From  each  wild  mountain's  tracklefs  crown 

**  In  vain,  thy  gloomy  calHes  frown  -. 

•'  Thy  battering  engines,  huge  and  high, 

"  In  vain  our  {leel-clad  ftecds  defy  ; 

'*  And,  rolling  in  terrific  (late, 

"  On  giant-whccls  harih  thunders  grate. 

"  When  eve  has  huft'd  tlie  buzzing  camp, 

"  Amid  the  moon-liglu  vapours  damp, 

«'  Thy  necromantic  forms,  in  vain, 

"  Haunt  us  on  the  tented  plain  : 

«•  We  bid  thofefpe6fre-(haptsavaunt, 

"  Afhtaroth,  and  Termagaunt ! 

"  With  many  a  demoa,  pale  of  hue, 

"  Deom'd  to  drink  the  bitter  dew 

"  That  drops  from  Macon's  footy  tree, 

"  Mid  the  dread  grove  of  ebony. 

"  Nor  magic  charms,  nor  fiends  of  hell, 

"  The  Chriftian's  holy  courage  quell. 

"  Salem,  in  ancient  majelly 
"  Arife,  and  lift  thee  to  the  fky  ! 
"  Soon  on  thy  battlements  divine 
"  Shall  wave  the  badge  of  Conflantine. 
"  Ye  barons,  to  the  fun  unfold 
'*  Our  crofs  with  crimfon  wove  and  gold!" 

ODE  X. 

THE  GR.'VVE  OK   KING  ARTHUR. 

Advcrtifcment. 
King  Henry  the  Second  having  undertaken  an 
espeduion  into  Ireland,  to  fupprefs  a  rebellion 
raifed  by  R«derick  King  of  Connaught,  common- 
ly called  O  Connor  Dun,  or  the  Broicn  Monarch  of 
Ireland,  was  entertained,  in  his  paflage  through 
Wales,  with  the  fongs  of  the  Welfh  bards.  'I'he 
fubje<St  of  their  poetry  was  King  Arthur,  whofe 
hiftory  had  been  fo  difguifcJ  by  fabulous  inven- 
tions, that  the  place  of  his  burial  was  in  general 
fcarcely  known  or  remembered.  But  in  one  of 
thefe  Welfti  poems  fung  before  Henry,  it  was  re- 
cited, that  King  Arthur,  after  the  battle  of  Cam- 
Ian,  in  Cornwall,  was  interred  at  Glailonbury 
abbey,  before  the  high  altar,  yet  without  any  ex- 
ternal mark  or  merBorial.  Afterwards  Henry  vi- 
fited  the  abbey,  and  commanded  the  fpot  defcribcd 
by  the  bard  to  be  opened  :  When  digging  near  9.0 
i  feet  deep,  they  found  the  body,  depofited  under  a 
large  {lone,  infcribed  with  Arthur's  name.  1  his 
is  die  ground-work  of  the  following  ode :  But  for 
the  better  accommodation  cf  the  (tory  to  cur  pre- 
fent  purpofe,  it  is  told  with  fome  flight  variations 
from  the  Chronicle  of  Ob.ftonbury.  The  caflle  of 
Cilgarran,  v/here  this  difcovery  is  fuppofed  to 
have  been  made,  now  a  romantic  ruin.  Hands  on 
a  PTjck  defcending  to  the  river  Teivi,  in  Pem- 
'  brokefhire ;  and  was  built  by  Roger  Montgomery, 
.    who  led  the  van  of  the  Normans  at  Haitings. 

*  Kal\hurn  is  the  fivord  of  King  Arthur  .    Which, 
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I    m  the  monk'fb  hijlor'uns  fay,  came  into  the  pojfffwn  of  thur  is  f aid  to  ha-je  been  born,  and io have  chiefly  rfid^J. 

:    Richard  the  Fiijt ;   and  ivas  gi-jen  by  that  tfionurch,  in  Some  of  its  huge  fragments  liill  remain.,  on  a  rocH  penin- 

*A.  ^^.,r„j..    t„   nr j   v. .r  c.-..-/..     _.    _  i  r  i ...  ..^.     _j-      .      ,■  ■        ,    ,.   .    '  .  -  {    , 
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Stately  the  fcaft,  and  high  the  cheer: 
Girt  with  many  an  armed  peer. 
And  canopied  with  golden  pull, 
Amid  Cilgarran's  calllc  hall, 
Sublime  in  formidable  ilate. 
And  warlike  fjilendoiir,  Henry  fate  ; 
Prc;-ar'd  to  llain  the  briny  flood 
Of  Shar.non's  lakes  with  rebel  blood. 

Illumining  the  vaulted  roof, 
A  thouland  torches  fian'i'd  aloof; 
from  malVy  cups,  with  gulden  gleam. 
Sparkled  the  ted  metheglin's  ftreuiu  ; 
To  grace  the  gorgeous  fellival. 
Along  the  Icifty-wiiidovv'd  hall. 
The  ftoricd  tapcffry  was  hung  : 
With  minftrelly  the  rafters  rung 
Of  harps,  that  with  refleded  light 
From  the  proiid  gallery glitter'd  bright: 
While  gifted  baids,  a  rival  throng, 
(from  dillant  Mona,  nurfe  of  fong, 
from  Teivi,  friiig'd  wit.h  umbrage  brown^ 
From  ILlvy's  vale,  and  Cader's  crown, 
From  many  a  fliaggy  precipice 
Tliat  fiiades  lerne's  hoarfe  abyfs. 
And  ntany  a  funlefs  folitude 
Of  Radnor's  inmolt  mountains  rude,} 
To  crown  the  banauec's  folemn  cloie. 
Themes  of  Britifh  glory  chofe  ; 
And  to  the  ftrings  of  various  chime 
Attemper'd  thus  the  fabling  rhyme: 

"  Oer  Cornwall's  clifls  the  temped  roar'd 
"  High  the  fcreaming  fca-mew  foar'd ; 
"  On  Tintaggel's  *  topmoft  toAver 
"  Darkfome  fell  the  lleety  ihower  ; 
"  Round  the  rough  caflle  fliriliy  fung 
"  The  whirling  blalt,  and  wildly  flung 
"  On  each  tall  rampart's  thundering  fide 
"  'I  he  furges  of  the  tumbling  tide  : 
"  When  Arthur  rang'd  his  red-crofs  ranks 
"  On  confcious  Camlan's  crimfon'd  banks) 
"  By  Mordred's  faithlefs  guile  decreed 
"  Beneath  a  Saxon  fpear  to  bleed! 
"  Yet  in  vain  a  paynim  foe 
"  Arm'd  with  fate  the  mighty  blow ; 
"  For  when  he  fell,  an  elhn  queen, 
"  All  in  fecret,  anil  unfcen, 
'-  O'er  the  fainting  hero  threw 
"  Her  mantle  of  ambrofi*!  blue ; 
"  And  bade  her  fpirits  hear  him  far, 
"  In  Merlin's  agate-axled  car, 
"  To  her  green  ifle's  enamel'd  (leep> 
"   Far  in  tiie  navel  of  the  deep. 
"  O'er  his  wounds  fhe  fprinkled  dew 
"  From  flowers  that  in  Arabia  grew: 
"  On  a  rich  enchanted  bed, 
"   She  pillow'd  his  majeRic  head; 
"  O'er  his  brow,  with  whifpers  bland, 
"  Thrice  fhe  wav'd  an  opiate  wand; 
"  And  to  foft  mufic's  airy  found, 
"  Her  magic  curtains  clos'd  around, 
"  There,  renew'd  the  vital  Ipring, 
"  Again  he  reigns  a  mighty  king ; 


*   Tinfjggel,  sr   Tintadgel  caflle,  -where  King  A- 
■"■'■'         '        '   "        '  ■     *  "     "       fidcd. 


^    ,    uiii...  ii/uj  ^li^cii  i/_y  tt/ut  ruviiuitij.  III       aijmc  uj  us  uci^c j rugmenis jiui  rematn,  on  a  rocky  peniK- 

the  crufades,  to   Tancred  King  of  Sicily,  as   a  royal    fular  cape,    of  a  prodigious  declivity  towards   the  fea, 

"!  price,  about  tbe  year  ll<)0,     >^ie     "'"i almojt  inaccejtble  from  tk  liiid  tide, -on  the fiutbcrn 

csa/ii  ef  Cornrra^l. 
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"  And  many  a  fair  and  fragrant  clime, 

"  Blooming  in  immortal  prime, 

"  By  gales  of  Eden  ever  fann'J, 

"  Owns  the  monarch's  high  command: 

"  Thence  to  Britain  fliall  return, 

"  (If  right  prophetic  rolls  I  learn) 

"  Borne  on  victory's  fpreading  plume, 

"  His  ancient  fceptre  to  refume  ; 

"  Once  more,  in  old  heroic  pride, 

"  His  barbed  courfcr  to  beftride  ; 

"  His  knightly  tabic  to  reftorc, 

'•'  And  the  brave  tournaments  of  yore." 
They  ceas'd  :  when  on  the  tuneful  flage 

Advixnc'd  a  bard,  of  afpedt  fage  ; 

His  filver  treffes,  thin  befprent. 

To  age  a  graceful  reverence  lent ; 

His  beard,  all  white  as  fpsngles  frore 

That  clothe  Plinlimmon's  Jorefts  hoar, 

Down  to  his  harp  defccnding  flow'd ; 

With  time's  faint  rofe  his  features  glow'd; 

His  eyes  diifus'd  a  foften'd  fire, 

And  thus  he  wak'd  the  warblin<v  wire  : 
"  Liften,  Henry,  to  my  reed  ! 

"  Not  from  fairy  realms  I  lead 

"  Bright-rob'd  tradition,  to  relate 

•'  In  forged  colours  Arthur's  fate ; 

"  Though  much  of  old  romantic  lore 

"  On  the  high  theme  I  keep  in  ftore  : 

"  But  boaflful  fiction  fhould  be  dumb, 

"  Where  truth  the  ftrain  might  beft  become. 

«'  If  thine  ear  may  flill  be  won 

"  With  fongs  of  Uther's  glorious  fon ; 

"  Henry,  I  a  tale  unfold, 

"  Never  yet  in  rhyme  enroU'd, 

•'  Nor  fung  nor  harp'd  in  hall  or  bower  ; 

"  Which  in  my  youth's  full  early  flower, 

"  A  minfi:rel,  fprung  of  CoinilTi  line, 

"  Who  fpoke  of  kings  from  old  Locrine, 

"  Taught  me  to  chant,  one  vernal  dawn, 

"'  Deep  in  a  cliif-encircled  lawn, 

"  What  time  the  gliftening  vapours  fled 

"  From  cloud-envelop'd  Clyder's  *  head  ; 

"  And  on  its  fides  the  torrents  gray 

"  Shone  to  the  morning's  orient  ray. 

"  When  Arthur  bow'd  his  haughty  crefr, 
"  No  princefs,  veil'd  in  azure  veif, 
"  Snatch'd  him,  by  Merlin's  potent  fpell, 
"  In  groves  of  golden  blifs  to  dwell ; 
"  Where,  crown'd  with  wreaths  of  mifletoe, 
"  Slaughter'd  kings  in  glory  go : 
'■'  But  when  he  fell,  with  winged  fjieed, 
«'  His  champions,  on  a  milk-wliite  flted, 
'■  From  the  battle's  hurricane, 
"  Bore  him  to  Jofeph's  towered  fane, 
"  In  the  fair  vale  of  Avalon  f  : 
"  There,  with  chanted  orifon, 
"  And  the  long  blaze  of  tapers  clear, 
"  The  ftoled  fathers  met  the  bier  ; 
«'  Through  the  dim  aiflts,  in  order  dread 
"  Of  martial  woe,  the  chief  they  led, 

*    Or  Glydtr,  a  mountain  in  Cacrnar'vo-njb'ir!. 

■j-  Claflonbtny  abbey,  faid  to  b,-  founded  by  Jofcph  of 
Arhnathea,  in  a  fpot  anciently  caU:d  the  ijland  or  val- 
ley of  Avaloiiia^ 


"  And  deep  entomb'd  in  holy  ground, 

"  Before  the  altar's  folemn  bound. 

"  Around  no  dufky  banners  wave, 

"  No  mouldering  trophies  mark  the  grave  : 

"  Away  the  ruthlefs  Dane  has  torn 

"  Each  trace  that  time's  flow  touch  had  worn  | 

"  And  long,  o'er  the  negle6ted  ftone, 

"  Oblivion's  veil  its  fliade  has  thrown  : 

"  The  faded  tomb,  with  honour  due, 

"  'Tis  thine,  O  Henry,  to  renev/! 

''  Thitlier,  when  conqueft  has  reftor'd 

"  A^on  recreant  ifle,  and  fheath'd  the  fword, 

"  When  peace  with  palm  has  crown'd  thy  brows, 

"  Hafte  thee,  to  pay  thy  pilgrim  vows. 

"  There,  obfervant  of  my  lore, 

"  The  pavement's  hallow'd  depth  explore  ; 

"  And  thrice  a  fathom  underneath 

"  Dive  into  the  vaults  of  death. 

"  There  fnall  thine  eye,  with  wild  amaze, 

"  On  his  gigantic  flature  gaze ; 

"  There  fhalt  thou  find  the  monarch  laid, 

"  Ail  in  warrior-weeds  array'd  ; 

"  V/earing  in  death  his  helmet-crown, 

"  And  weapons  huge  of  old  renown. 

"  Martial  prince,  'tis  thine  to  fave 

"  From  dark  oblivion  Arthur's  grave  ! 

"   So  may  thy  fliips  fecurely  fteni 

"  The  weflern  frith  :  thy  diadem 

''  Shine  vitlorious  in  the  van, 

"  Nor  heed  the  flings  of  Ulfter's  clan  : 

"  Thy  Norman  pihe-men  whi  their  way 

"  Up  the  dun  rocks  of  Harald's  bay  *  : 

"  And  from  the  fteeps  of  rough  Kildare 

"  Thy  prancing  hoofs  the  falcon  fcare  : 

"  So  may  thy  bow's  unerring  yew 

"  Its  fhafts  in  Roderick's  heart  imbrew  f," 

Amid  the  pealing  fympltony 
The  fpiced  goblets  mantled  high ;        \ 
With  pafiions  new  the  fong  imprefs'd    \ 
The  liflening  king's  impatient  breaft; 
Flafh  the  keen  lightnings  from  his  eyes  5 
He  fcorns  a  while  his  bold  emprife  ; 
Ev'n  now  he  feems,  witli  eager  pace, 
I'he  confecrated  floor  to  trace ; 
And  ope,  from  its  tremendous  gloom, 
The  treafure  of  the  wonderous  tomb  : 
Ev'n  now,  he  burns  in  thought  to  rear. 
From  its  dark  bed,  the  ponderous  fpear. 
Rough  with  the  gore  of  Pi(5tifh  kings : 
Ev'n  nov/  fond  hope  his  fancy  wings. 
To  poife  the  monarch's  niafl"y  bhde. 
Of  magic-temper'd  metal  made  ; 
And  drag  to-day  the  dinted  fliield 
That  felt  the  florm  of  Camlan's  field. 
O'er  the  fepulchre  profound 
Ev'n  now,  with  arching  Iculpture  crown'd, 
He  plans  the  chantry's  choral  flirine. 
The  daily  dirge,  and  rites  divine. 


*  The  bjy  of  Dublin.  HaraU,  or  Har-Sagir,  the 
Fair-haired  King  of  Nor-zcay,  is  faid,  in  the  Ife  of 
Gryjfudh  ap  Conan,  Prince  of  North  Wales,  to  have 
conquered  Ireland,  and  to  have  founded  Dublin. 

f  Henry  is  fiippofed  to  have  fucceeded  in  this  enter- 
frife,  chief y  by  the  ife  of  the  long-boiv,  with  ivhich  tho 
Irijb  xvcre  entirely  unacquainted. 


SONNETS, 
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SONNETS. 


SONNET  I. 

•WRITTEN   AT   WINSLADE,    IN    HAMPSHIRE. 

WiNSLADE,  thy  beech-capt  hills,   with  waving 

grain 

VTaftled,  thy  chequer'd  views  of  wood  and  lawn, 
Whiloni  could  charm,  or  vv'hen  the  gradual  dawn 
Gan  the  gray  mift  with  orient  purplt:  ftain, 
Or  evening  glimmer'd  o'er  the  folded  train : 
Her  fairs  It  landfcapes  whence  my  mufe  has  drawn. 
Too  free  with  fervile  courtly  phrafe  to  fawn, 
Poo  wi  ak  to  try  the  bufkin'sflately  flrain  : 
Yet  novi'  no  more  thy  flopes  of  beech  and  corn, 
Nor  views  invite,  fince  he  far  diilant  ftrays, 
S\'^ith  whom  I  trac'd  their  fweets  at  eve  and  morn, 
From  Albion  far,  to  cull  Hefperian  bays; 
In  tliis  alone  they  pleafe,  howe'er  forlorn, 
I'hat  fliil  they  can  recal  thofe  happier  days. 

SONNET  II. 

ON    BATHING. 

iVhen  bte  the  trees  were  ftriptby  winter  pale, 
foung  health,  a  dryad-niaid*in  vcflure  grsen, 
)r  like  the  foreft's  illver-quivcr'd  queen, 
Dn  airy  uplands  met  the  piercing  gale  ; 
^d,  ere  its  earliell  echo  fliook  the  vale, 
i\''atching  the  hunter's  joyous  horn  was  feen. 
iut  iiuce,  gay-thron'd  in  fiery  chariot  fheen, 
Jummer  has  liiiote  each  daify-dappled  dale  ; 
ihe  to  the  cave  retires,  higli-arch'd  beneath 
The  fount  that  laves  proud  Ifis'  towery  brim : 
\nd  now,  all  glad  the  temperate  air  to  breathe, 
(Vhile  cooling  drops  diftil  Irom  arches  dim, 
binding  her  dewy  loclis  with  fedgy  wreath, 
he  fits  amid  the  choir  of  naiads  trim. 

SONNET  III. 

'  WRITTEN  IN   A  BLANK   LEAF  OF   DUGDALe'g 
MONASTICON. 

')eem  not,  devoid  of  elegance,  the  fage, 
i!5y  fancy's  genuine  feelings  unbeguil'd, 
)f  painful  pedantry  the  poring  child  ; 
lA'ho  turns,  of  thefe  proud  domes,  tii'  hiftoric  pa*^, 
v'ow  funk  by  time,  and  Henry's  fiercer  rage. 
niink'U  thou  the  warbling  mufes  never  fmil'd 
)n  his  lone  hours  ?  Ingenuous  views  engage 
ii'i  thoughts,  on  themes,  uiiclalTic  falfeiy  flyl'd, 
ntent.     While  cloifler'd  piety  difplays 
ler  mouldering  roll,  the  piercing  eye  explores 
Jew  manners,  and  the  pomp  of  elder  days, 
Vhence  culls  the  penfive  bard  his  pidur'd  flores. 
•lor  rough,  nor  barren,  are  the  winding  ways 
!f  hoar  antiquity,  but  Ilrov/a  with  flowers. 


SONNET  IV. 

WRITTEN   AT    STONEIIENGE. 

Tnou  nobleft  monument  of  Albion's  ifle  ! 
Whether  by  Merlin's  aid  from  Scythia's  fhore, 
To  Amber's  fatal  plain  Pendragon  bore, 
Huge  frame  of  giant-hands,  tlie  mighty  pile, 
T'  entomb  his  Britains  flain  by  Hengill's  guile*; 
Or  Druid  prieits,  fprinkled  with  human  gore. 
Taught  mid  thy  malTy  maz  -  th^'ir  myfhic  lore  : 
Or  Danifh  chiefs,  enrich'd  with  favage  fpoil, 
To  victory's  idol  vaft,  an  unhewn  fhrine, 
Rear'd  the  rude  heap  :  or,  in  thy  hallow'd  round> 
Repole  the  kings  of  Brutus'  genuine  line ; 
Or  liere  thofe  kings  in  folenin  flatc  were  crown'd : 
Studious  to  trace  thy  wond'rous  origine. 
We  mufe  on  many  an  ancient  tale  renown'd. 

SONNET  V. 

WRITTEN   AFTER   SEEING  WILTON-HOUSE. 

FaoM  Pembroke's  princely  dome,  where  mimic 

art 
Decks  with  a  magic  hand  the  dazzling  bow'rs. 
Its  living  hues  where  the  warm  pencil  pours, 
And  breathing  forms  from  the  rude  marble  ftart, 
How  to  life's  humbler  fcene  can  I  depart  ? 
My  breaft.  all  glowing  from  thofe  gorgeous  towers, 
!n  my  low  cell  how  cheat  the  fullen  hours! 
\'aln  the  complaint :  for  fancy  can  impart 
(To  fLite  fuperior,  and  to  fortune's  doom) 
Whate'er  adorns  the  flately-ftoried  hall: 
She.  niid  the  dungeon's  ibiitary  gloom. 
Can  drcfs  the  graces  in  their  Attic  pall : 
Bid  the  green  landflcip's  vernal  beauty  bloom : 
And  in  bright  trophies  clothe  the  twilight  wall. 

SONNET  VI. 

TO   MR.  GRAY. 

Not  l!-;at  her  blooms  are  niark'dwithbeauty'shue 
My  ruftic  mufe  her  votive  chaplet  brino-s  ; 
Unfceii,  unheard,  O  Gray,  to  thee  fhe*fin"-s ! 
V/hile  ilowly-pacing  through  the  churchyard  dew. 
At  cur  few- time,  beneath  the  dark-green  yew. 
Thy  penlive  genius  ftrikes  the  moral  firings;' 
Or  borne  fublime  on  mfpiration's  wind's, 
Hears  Cambria's  bards  devote  the  dreadful  chie 
Of  Kdward's  race,  with  murders  foul  defd'd; 
Can  aught  my  pipe  to  reach  thine  ear  effay  ?  ' 
No,  bard  divine  !   For  many  a  care  beguil'd 
Cy  the  fweet  magic  of  thy  foothing  lay, 
Formany  a  raptur'd  thought,  and  vifion  wild, 
To  thee  this  ftrain  of  gratitude  I  pay. 

*   OfU-  --fhrd'Jh  fiadilkns  about  Stouchsmu 
3Yij        " 
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SONNET  VII. 

While  Sumnaer-funs  o'er  the  gay  profpeifl  play'd, 
'Ihrougli  Surry's  verdant   fcenes,   where   Eptom 

fpreails 
Mid  intermingling  elms  her  flowery  meads. 
And  Hafcombe's  hill,  in  towering  groves  array'd, 
Rear'd  its  romantic  fteep,  \vith  mind  ferene 
I  journey'd  blithe.     Full  penfive  1  return'd  ; 
"i "or  now  my  bread  with  hopelefs  pafTion  burn'd, 
Wet  with  hoar  mills  appear'd  the  gaudy  fcene 
Which  late  in  carelefs  indolence  I  pad  ; 
And  Autumn  all  around  thofe  hues  had  caft 
Where  palt  delight  my  recent  grief  might  trace. 
Sad  change,  that  nature  a  congenial  gloom 
Should  wear,  when  moft  my  cheerlefs  mood  to 

chafe, 
I  wifli'J  her  green  attire  and  wonted  bloom  '. 

SONNET  VIII. 
ON  KING  Arthur's  round  table  at 

WINCHESTER. 


Where  Venta's  Norman  caftle  dill  appears 
Itsratler'd  hall,  that  o'er  the  grafly  fofs. 
And  I'catter'd  flinty  fragments  clad  in  mofs. 
On  yonder  fteep  in  naked  ftate  appears; 
High-hung  remains,  the  pride  of  warlike  years, 
Old  Arthur's  board  :  on  the  capacious  round 


OF  WARTON. 

Some  Britidi  pen  has  fKetch'd  the  names  renown'd 
In  marks  obfcure,  of  his  immortal  peers. 
Though  join'd  by   magic    fliill,    with   many  a 

rhyme, 
The  Druid  frame,  unhonour'd  falls  a  prey 
To  the  flow  vengeance  of  the  wizard' time, 
And  fade  the  Britilh  characters  away;  _ 

Yet  Spenfer's  page,   that  chaunts  in  verfe  fublimt 
Thofe  chiefs  fhall  live,  unconfcious  of  decay 


I: 


SONNET  IX. 

TO  THE  RIVER  LODON. 


iti 


An  I  what  a  weary  race  my  feet  have  run. 
Since  firft  I  trod  thy  banks  with  alders  cro^gn'd* 
And  thought   my  way  was  all    through   fair 

ground. 
Beneath  thy  azure  iky  and  golden  fun  : 
Where  firlr  my  mufe  to  lifp  her  notes  begun '. 
While  penfive  memory  traces  back  the  round. 
Which  fills  the  varied  interval  between  ; 
Much  pleafure,  more  of  forrow,  marks  the  fcene 
Sweet   native   ftream!    thofe  ikies  and  funs  f 

pure 
No  more  return,  to  cheer  my  evening  road  '. 
Yet  ftill  one  joy  remains,  that  not  obfcure. 
Nor  ufelefs,  all  my  vacant  days  have  flow'd. 
From  youth's  gay  dawn  to  manhood's  prime  ma 

ture  ; 
Nor  with  the  mufe's  laurel  unbeftow'd. 


MISCELLANIES. 


INSCRIBED  ON  A  BEAUTIFUL  GROTTO 
NEAR  THE  WAFER. 

The  graces  fought  in  yonder  ftream, 

To  cool  the  fervid  day, 
When  love's  malicious  godhead  came, 

And  ftolc  their  robes  away. 

Proud  of  the  theft,  the  little  god 

Their  robes  bade  Delia  wear  : 
While  they  alham'd  to  ftir  abroad, 

Remain  all  naked  here. 

THE  PLEASURES  OF  MELANCHOLY. 

TiToTHER  of  mufings,  contemplation  fage, 
Whofe  grotto  Rands  upon  the  topmofl:  rock 
Of  Teneriff;  'mid  the  tepjpefluous  night. 
On  which,  in  calmeft  meditation  held, 
■J'hou  hear'ft  with  howling  winds  the  beating  rain, 
And  drifting  hail  dcfcend  ;  or  if  the  Ikies 
Unclouded  thine,  and  through  the  blue  ferene 
Pale  Cynthia  rolls  her  fllver-axled  car, 
Whence  gazing  lledfaft  on  the  fpangled  vault 
Raptur'd  thou  fitt'it,  while  murmurs  indiflinCl; 
0:  diilant  billows  footh  thy  peniive  er.r 


k 


With  hoarfe  and  hollow  founds ;  feciue,  felf-ble* 
There  oft  thou  liflen'lt  to  the  wild  uproar 
Ot  fleets  encount'riog,  that  in  wh.fpeis  low 
Afcends  the  rocky  fummit,  where  th-'j  J  .--eirft 
Remote  from  man,  convening  with  t:.-  ipheres 
O  lead  me,  queen  fublime,  to  folemr,  yiooms 
Congenial  with  my  foul ;  to  cheerlefs  fta.ies,    - 
lo  ruin's  feats  to  twilij!;ht  cells  and  bow'rs, 
Where  thoujrhtful  melancholy  loves  to  inufe. 
Her   fav'ritc"  midnight   haunts.      The    laughil 

fcenes 
Of  purple  Spring,  where  all  the  wanton  train 
Of  fmiles  and  graces  feem  to  lead  the  dance 
In  fportive  rcund,  while  from  their   hands  th 

(liow'r 
Ambrolial  blooms  and  flow'rs,  no  longer  charm 
Tempc,  no  more  I  court  thy  balmy  breeze. 
Adieu  green  vale-il  ye  broider'd  meads  adieu  I 
Beneath  yon  ruin'd  abbey's  mofs-grown  pilesj 
Oft  let  me  lit  at  twilight  hour  of  eve,  [mo 

Where  through  fome   wertern  window  the  p 
Pours  her  long-leveil'd  rule  of  dreaming  light; 
While  fallen  facred  filence  reigns  around. 
Save  the  lone  fcreech-owl's  note,  who  builds 

bow'r 
Amid  the  mov.ld'ring  caverns  dark  and  dainp» 


MISCELLANIES. 


i«7? 


>r  the  calm  breeze,  that  nifties  in  the  leaves 
)f  flaunting  ivy,  that  with  mantle  green 
ivefts  fome  wafted  tow'r.     Or  let  me  tread 
ts  neighb'riiifj  walk  of  pines,  where  mus'd  of  old 
'he   cloifter'd    brothers :     through    the   gloomy 

void 
'hat  far  extends  beneath  their  ample  arch 
s  on  I  pace,  religions  horror  wraps 
ly  foul  in  dread  repofe.     But  when  the  world 
5  clad  in  midnight's  raven-colour'd  robe, 
Mid  hollow  charnel  let  me  watch  the  flame 
)f  taper  dim,  fliedding  a  livid  glare 
I'cr  the  wan  heaps ;   while  airy  voices  talk 
long  the  glimm'ring  walls  ;  or  ghoftly  Ihape 
t  diftance  feen,  invites  with  beck'ning  hand 
ly  lonelome  lleps,  through  the  far-winding  vaults. 
lor  undelightful  is  the  folemn  noon 
)f  night,  whin  haply  wakeful  from  my  couch 
ftart:   lo,  all  is  motionlels  around  I 
.oars  not  the  ruOiing  wind  ;  the  fons  of  men 
ind  every  beaft  m.mute  oblivion  lie  ; 
lU  nature's  hulb'd  in  filence  and  in  lleep. 
>  then  how  fearful  is  it  to  refledl, 
liat  through  the  Itill  globe's  awful  folitude, 
Jo  being  wakes  but  me  1   till  Itealing  fleep 
ly  drooping  temples  bathes  in  opiate  dews. 
Tor  then  l^t  dreams,  of  wanton  foiiy  born, 
ly  fenfes  lead  through  llow'iy  paths  of  joy  ; 
[ut  let  the  facred  genius  of  the  night 
uch  myltic  vifions  lend,  as  Spciuer  faw, 
Vhen  through  bewild'nng  fancy's  magic  maze, 
'o  the  fell  houfe  of  Bufyrane,  he  led 
'h*  unlliaken  Britomart ;  or  Milton  knew, 
Vhen  in  abllradled  thought  he  firft  conceiv'd 
11  heav'n  in  tumult,  and  the  feraphim 
lome  tow'ring,  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 
J^et  others  love  foft  Summer's  ev'ning  fmiles, 
kS  lift'ning  to  the  diftant  water-fall, 
'hey  maik  the  bluflies  of  the  ilreaky  weft; 
choofe  the  pale  December's  foggy  glooms. 
Then  with  the  fullen  fliades  of  ev'ning  clofe, 
Vhere  through  the  room   a  blindly-glimm'ring 

gleam 

rhy  dying  embers  fcatter,  far  remote 
'rom  mirth's  mad  Ihouts,  that  through  the  illu- 

min'd  roof 
Lefound  with  feftive  echo,  let  me  fit, 
Jlcftwith  the  lowly  cricket's  drowl'y  dirge. 
rhen  let  my  thought  contemplative  explore 
this^fleeting  ftate  of  things,  the  vain  delights, 
ifhe  fruitlefs  toils,  that  ftiU  our  fearch  elude, 
\s  through  the  wildernefs  of  life  we  rove. 
This  fober  hour  of  filence  will  unmalk 
■"alfe  folly's  fmile,  that  like  the  dazzling  fpells 
Of  wily  Comus  cheat  th'  unweeting  eye 
With  blear  illufion,  and  perfuade  to  drink 
That  charmed  cup,  which  reafon's  mintage  fair 
-Inmoulds,  and  llamps  the  monfteron  the  roan. 
Eager  we  tafte,  but  in  the  lufcious  draught 
Porget  the  poifonous  dregs  that  lurk  beneath. 

Few  know  that  elegance  of  foul  rehn'd, 
Whofe  foft  fenfation  feels  a  quicker  joy 
From  melancholj's  fcenes,  than  the  dull  pride 
31  taftelefs  i'plendour  and  magnificence 
Can  e'er  aftbrd.     Thus  Eloife,  whofe  mind 
Had  languilh'd  to  the  pangs  of  melting  loye. 
More  genuine  tranfport  found;  as  on  foirse  tomb 


Retlin'd,  flie  watch'd  the  tapers  of  the  dead  ; 
Or  through  the  piUar'd  aifles,  amid  pale  flirines 
Of  imag'd  faints,  and  intermingled  graves, 
Mns'd  a  veil'd  votarefs;   than  Flavia  feels, 
As  through  the  mazes  of  the  feftive  ball 
Proud  of  her  conquering   charms  and  beauty's 

blaze, 
She  floats  amid  the  filken  Tons  of  drefs. 
And  fliines  the  faireft  of  th'  affembled  fair. 

When  azure  noontide  cheers  the  dxdal  globe, 
And  the  bled  regent  of  the  golden  day 
Rejoices  in  his  bright  meridian  bow'r, 
How  oft  ray  wiihes  afk  the  night's  return. 
That  beft  befriends  the  melancholy  mind  1 
Hail,  facred  night !  thou  too  fhalt  fiiare  my  fong^ 
Sifter  of  ebon-fcepter'd  Hecate,  hail  1 
Whether  in  congregated  clouds  thou  wrapp'll 
Tiiy  viewlel's  chariot,  or  with  filver  crown 
i  hy  beaming  head  encircleft,  ever  hail ! 
What   though  beneath  thy   gloom    the  forcerefs 

train, 
Far  in  obfcured  haunt  of  Lapland  moors, 
With  rhymes  uncouth  the  bloody  cauldron  blefs; 
Though  murder,  wan  beneath  thy  (lirouding  fliaile, 
Summons  her  (low-ey'd  vot'ries  to  devife 
01  feciet  flaughter,  while  by  one  blue  lamp 
In  hideous  conf'rence  fits  tlie  lik'ning  band, 
And  ftart  at  each  low  wind,  or  wakeful  found  ; 
What  though  thy  ftay  the  pilgrim  curfeth  oft, 
As  all  benighted  in  Arabian  waftes 
He  hears  the  wildernefs  around  him  howl 
With  roaming  monfters,  while  on  his  hoar  head 
The  black-defcending  tempefl:  ceafelefs  beats; 
Yet  more  delightful  to  my  penlive  mind 
Is  thy  return,  than  blooming  morn's  approach, 
iiv'n  then,  in  youthful  pride  of  opening  May, 
When  from  the  portals  of  the  faffron  eaft 
She  flieds  frefli  rofes,  and  ambrofial  dews. 
Yet  not  ungrateful  is  the  morn's  approach 
When  dropping  wet  (lie  comes,  and  clad  in  cloud?, 
While  through  the  damp  air  fcowls    the  louring 

fouth, 
Blackening  the  landfcape's  face,  that  grove  and  hill 
In  forinlels  vapours  undiftinguilh'd  fwim  : 
Th'  afflidled  longllers  of  the  fadden'd  groves 
Hail  not  the  fullen  gloom  ;  the  waving  elijis 
That  hoar  through  time,  and  rang'd  in  thick  ar- 
ray, 
Enclofe  with  ftately  row  fome  rural  hall. 
Are  mute,  nor  echo  with  the  clamours  hoarfe 
Of  rooks  rejoicing  on  their  airy  boughs; 
While  to  the  llied  the  dripping  poultry  crowd,    - 
A  mournful  train  :  fecure  the  village-hind 
Hangs  o'er  the  crackling  blaze,  nor  tempts  the 

ftorm, 
Fix'd  in  th'  unfinifh'd  furrow  refts  the  plough  : 
Kings  nut  the  high  wood  with  enliven'd  flioats 
Of  early  hunter  :  all  is  filence  drear ; 
And  deepeft  fadnefs  wraps  the  face  of  things. 
Through  Pope's  foft  long  though  all  the  grace? 
breathe, 
And  happiefl  art  adorn  his  Attic  page  ; 
Yet  docs  my  mind  with  fweeter  tranfport  glow, 
As  at  the  root  of  mofly  trunk  reclin'd, 
In  magic  Spenfer's  wildly-warbled  fong 
I  fee  deferred  Una  wander  wide 
Through  wafteful  folitudes,  and  lurid  heaths. 
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Weary,  forlorn  ;  than  when  the  *  fatcri  fair, 
Upon  the  bofom  bright  of  filver  Thames, 
Launches  in  all  the  laftre  of  brocade, 
Amid  the  fplendours  of  the  laughing  fun. 
The  gay  defcription  palls  upon  the  fenfe, 
And  coldly  ftrikes  the  mind  with  feeble  blifs. 

Ye  youths  of  Albion's  beauty-blooming  ifle, 
Whofe  brows  have  worn  the  wreath  of  Iiicklefs 

love, 
Is  there  a  pleafure  like  the  penllve  mood, 
Whofe  magic  wont  to  footh  your  foftsn'd  fouls  ? 
O  tel!  how  rapturous  the  joy,  to  melt 
To  melody's  afluafive  voice  ;  to  bend 
Th'  uncertain  ftep  along  the  midnight  mead, 
And  pour  your  forrows  to  the  pitying  moon, 
By  many  a  flow  trill  from  the  bird  of  woe 
Oft  interrupted  ;  in  embow'ring  woods 
Ey  darkfome  brook  to  mufe.  and  there  forget 
The  folemn  dullnefs  of  rlie  tedious  world. 
While  fancy  prafps  the  vifionary  fair  : 
And  now  no  more  the  abftraifled  ear  attends 
The  water's  murm'ring  lapfe,  th'  entranced  eye 
Pierces  no  longer  through  the  extended  rows. 
Of  thick-rang'd  trees  •.  till  haply  from  the  depth 
The  woodman's  flroke,  or  diftant  tinkling  team. 
Or  heifers  ruftling  through  the  brake  alarms 
Th'  illuded  fenfe,  and  mars  the  golden  dream. 
Thefe  are  delights  that  abfenre  drear  has  made 
Familiar  to  my  foul,  e'er  fince  the  form 
Of  young  Sapphira,  beauteous  as  the  Spring, 
When  from  her  vl'let-v/oven  couch  awak'd 
By  frolic  zephyr's  hand,  her  tender  cheeli 
Graceful  flie  lifts,  and  blufliing  from  her  bow'r 
Iffues  to  clothe  in  gladfome-glift'ring. green 
The  genial  globe,  fir(t  met  my  dazzled  light  : 
Thefe  are  delights  unknown  to  minds  profane, 
And  which  alone  the  peofive  foul  can  taKe. 

The  taper'd  choir,  at  the  late  hour  of  pvay'r. 
Oft  let  me  tread,  vvliile  to  th'  according  voice 
The  many  founding  organ  peals  on  high. 
The  clear  flow-dittied  chaunt,  or  varied  hymn, 
Till  all  my  foul  is  bath'd  in  ecftacies. 
And  lap'd  in  Paradifc.     Or  let  me  (it 
Far  in  fequefter'd  aifles  of  the  deep  dome, 
There  lonefome  liften  to  the  iacrcd  founds, 
Which,    as  they  lengthen    through    the   Gothic 

vaults. 
In  hollow  murmurs  reach  my  ravifii'd  ear. 
Nor  when  the  lamps  expiring  yield  to  night. 
And  folitude  returns,  would  I  forfake 
The  folemn  manfion,  but  attentive  mark 
The  due  clock  fwinging  flow  with  fvvecpy  fway, 
Meiifuring  time's  flight  with  momentary  found. 

Nor  let  me  fail  to  cultivate  my  mind 
With  the  foft  thrillings  of  the  tragic  mufe, 
Divine  Melpomene,  fwcet  pity's  niirfe, 
Qiiecn  of  the  ftately  ftep.  and  flowing  pall. 
Now  let  Morimiia  mourn  with  ft:reaming  eyes 
Her  joys  inceituous,  and  polluted  love  ; 
Now  let  foft  Juliet  in  the  gaping  tomb 
Print  the  laft  kifs  on  her  true  Romeo's  lips, 
His  lips  yet  reeking  from  the  deadly  draught. 
Or  Jaffier  kneel  for  one  forgiving  look. 
Nor  feldom  let  the  Moor  on  Deldemone 
Pour  the  mifguided  threats  of  jealous  rage. 

*  Belinda.     See  Rape  oj  the  Lock, 


By  foft  degrees  the  mxniy  torrent  fteals 
From  my  fwoln  eyes ;   and  at  a  brother's  woe 
My  big  heart  melts  in  fympathizing  tears. 

What  are  the  fplendours  of  the  gaudy  court, 
Its  tinfel  trappings,  and  its  pageant  pomps? 
To  me  far  happier  feems  the  banifh'd  lord 
Amid  Si'ieria's  unrejoicing  wilds 
Who  pines  all  lonefome,  in  the  chambers  hoar 
Of  fome  high  caftle  fhut,  whnfe  windows  dim 
In  diflant  ken  difcover  tracklefs  plains. 
Where  Winter  ever  whirls  his  icy  car; 
While'frill  repeated  objeifbs  of  his  view. 
The  gloomy  battlements  and  ivied  fpires 
That  crown  the  folitary  dome,  arife; 
While  from  the  tonmoft  turret  the  flow  clock. 
Far  heard  along  th'  inhofpitable  waftes. 
With  fad  returning  chime  awakes  new  grief; 
Ev'n  he  far  happier  feems  than  is  the  proud, 
The  potent  fatrap,  whom  he  left  behind 
'Mid  Moicow's  golden  palaces,  to  drown 
In  eafe  and  luxury  the  laughing  hours. 

Illuttrious  objetfls  (Irike  the  gazer's  mind 
With  feeble  blifs,  an.d  but  allure  the  fight, 
Nor  roufe  with  impulfe  quick  th'  unfeeling  heart. 
Thus  feen  by  fiiepherd  from  Hymettus'  brow, 
What  dsdal  landfcapes  fmile  !  here  palmy  grovfs, 
Reiounding  once  with  Plato's  voice,  arile. 
Amid  whofe  umbrage  green  her  filver  head 
l"h'  unfading  olive  lifts;  here  vine-ciad  hills 
Lay  forth  their  purple  ftore,  and  funny  vales 
In  p'rofpecl  vaft  their  level  laps  expand,  I 

Amid  whofe  beauties  gliflering  Athens  tow'rs.      | 
I'hough  through  the  blifsful  fcenes  IliifusroU 
His  fage-intpiring  flood,  whole  winding  marge 
The  thick-wove  laurel  Ihades;    though  rofeate 

morn 
Pour  all  her  fplendours  on  th'  empurpled  fcene  { 
Yet  feels  the  hoary  hermit  truer  joys, 
As  from  the  clift'that  o'er  his  cavern  hangs 
He  views  the  piles  of  fall'n  Perfepolis 
In  deep  arrangement  hide  the  darkforre  plain. 
Unbounded  wafte  1   the  mould'ritig  obeliik 
Here,  like  a  blafted  oak,  afcends  the  clouds ; 
Here  Parian  domes  their  vaulted  halls  difrlofe 
Horrid  with  thorn,  where  lurks  th'  unpit}ing  thie^l 
Whence  fiits  the  twilight-loving  bat  at  eve. 
And  the  deaf  adder  wreaths  her  fpotted  tram. 
The  dwellings  once  of  elegance  and  art. 
I   Here  temples  rife,  amid  whole  hallowed  bounds 
Spires  the  black  pine,  while  through  the  naked 
ftreet,  |: 

Onceh'^unt  of  tr.ideful merchants,  fpringsthegrafsJ| 
Here  columns  heap'd  on  proltrate  columns,  torn    i 
From  their  firm   bafe,   increale   the    mould'ringl 
maf«.  I 

Far  as  the  ligiU  can  pierce,  appear  the  fpoils 
Of  funk  magniticence  !  a  blended  fcene 
Of  moles,  fanes,  arches,  domes,  and  palaces, 
Where,  with  his  brother  horror,  ruin  fits. 

O  come  then.  Melancholy,  queen  of  thought !  i 

0  come  with  faintly  look,  a  d  Itedfaft  itep,  [ysw, : 
From  forth  thy  cave  eml^ower'd  with  mournful,i 
Where  ever  to  the  curfew's  folemn  found  | 
L'ft'ning  thou  iht'ft,  and  with  thy  cyprels  bind 

1  hy  votary's  hair,  and  leal  him  for  thy  fon. 
l^l^t  never  let  K\iphi6ivne  beguile 

vVith  toys  of  wanton  niinh  .iiy  fixed  roind^ 
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iS'OY  in  my  path  her  primrore  garland  c^t. 
Though  'raid  her  tram  the  dimpled  Hebe  b.ire 
Her  nify  bofum  to  th'  eii.imour'd  view  ; 
Though  Venn?   mother  of  the  lUiiles  and  loves. 
And  Bacchus    ivy-croivn'd,  in  citron  bow'r 
V.'ith  her  on  iie(flar-ltreaming  fruitage  feaft; 
U'hat  thoujjh  'tis  hers  to  calm  the  low'ring  Ikies, 
Ar.d  at  herprefencc  mild  th'  embattl'd  clouds 
Uiiperfe  in  air,  and  o'er  the  face  of  heav'n 
Xe\v  day  dityufive  gleam  at  her  apnroach; 
Yet  are  thefe  joys  that  melancholy  ^ives, 
I'iiaii  all  her  witlefs  reveU  happier  far  ; 
Thefe  deep-felt  joys,  by  contemplation  taught. 

Then  ever  beauteous  contemi)lation,  hail  1 
From  thee  began,  aufpicious  maid,  my  fong. 
With  thee  fliall  end  .;  for  thou  art  fairer  far 
Than  are  the  nymjhs  of  Cirrha's  molTy  grot ; 
To  loftier  rapture  ihoucanlt  wake  the  thought, 
I     Than  all  the  fabling  poet's  boafted  pow'rs. 
Hail,  queen  divine  !   whom,  as  tradition  tells, 
Once,  in  his  ev'ning  walk  a  Druid  found, 
Far  in  a  hollow  glade  of  Mona's  woods  ; 
And  piteous  bore  vvich  hofpitabie  hand 
To  the  clofe  flielter  of  his  oaken  bow'r. 
There  foon  the  lage  admiring  mark'd  the  dawn 
Of  folemn  mufing  in  your  penfive  thought ; 
For  when  a  fmiling  bahe,  you  lov'd  to  lie 
Oft  deeply  lift'ning  to  the  rapid  roar 
Of  wood-hung  Meinai,  ftream  of  Druids  old, 

A  PANEGYRIC  ON  OXFORD  ALE. 

— ^- "  IVIea  nee  FalernE 

"  Temperant  vites,  neque  Formiani 

*'  Pocula  colles."     HoR. 

Balm  of  my  cares,  fweet  folace  of  my  tolls, 
Haii  juice  benignant  1   O'er  the  coftly  cups 
Of  roit-ftirring  wine,  unwholefome  draught, 
Let  pride's  loofe  fons  prolong  the  walfeful  night; 
My  fober  ev'ning  let  the  tankard  blefs, 
With    toaft   embrovvn'd,    and    fragrant    nutiTieg 

fraught. 
While  the  rich  draught  with  oft-repeated  whifts 
Tobacco  rniid  improves.     Divine  repalt  ! 
"Where  no  crude  furfeir,  or  intemperate  joys 
Of  lawlefs  Bacchus'  reign  ;  but  o'er  my  loul 
A  calm  Lethean  creeps;   in  drowfy  trance 
Each  thought  fubfides,   and  fweet  oblivion  wraps 
My  peaceful  brain,  as  if  the  leaden  rod 
Of  n^agic  Morpheus  o'er  mine  eyes  had  Ihed 
Its  opiate  influence.     What  though  fore  ills 
Opprefs,  dire  want  of  chill  difpeiling  coals 
Or  cheerful  candle  (lave  the  make-weight'sgleam 
Haply  remaining),  heart. rejoicing  ale 
Cheers  the  fad  fcene,  and  every  want  fapplies. 

Meantime,  not  mindlefs  of  the  daily  talk 
Of  tutor  fage,  upon  the  learned  leaves 
Of  deep  Smiglecius  much  I  meditate  ; 
While  ale  inlpires,  and  lends  its  kindred  aid, 
The  thought-perplexing  labour  to  ourfue, 
•  Sweet  Helicon  of  logic  1      But  if  friends 
Congenial  call  me  from  the  toilfome  page, 
To  p  it-houfe  I  repair,  the  facred  haunt. 
Where,  ale,  thy  votaries  in  full  r^fort. 
Hold  rites  nocfturnal.     In  capacious  chair 
Of  monumental  oak  and  antique  mould, 
That  long  has  ilood  the  rage  of  conquering  years 


Inviolate  (no/  in  more  amp'ecliHr 

Smokes  rely  juftice,  when  iIi'      .povtant  caufe, 

vVhether  of  hen-roo!l,  or  of  mirJiful  ra;  e. 

In  all  the  majefty  of  paunch  he  triesj, 

Studious  of  eafe,  and  provident.  I  place 

iVIy  gladfome  limbs ;  while  in  repeated  round 

iletuins  r;:plenirii"d  the  tucceflive  cup, 

\nd  the  brilk  tire  co'ifpires  to  genial  joy: 

vViiile  haply  to  relieve  the  ling'ring  hours 

In  innocent  delight,  amulive  putt 

On  fmooth  joint  'loo!  in  emblematic  play 

The  vain  vicillitudes  of  fortune  Ihows, 

Nor  reckoning,  name  tremendous,  me  difturbg, 

Nfor  cail'd  for,  chills  my  breait  with  ludden  fear  j 

While  on  the  wonted  door,  expreffive  mark, 

The  frequent  penny  {lands  defcnb'd  to  view. 

In  fnovvy  characlers  and  graceful  row. 

Hail,  Ticking  !  furelt  guar(han  of  diftrefs  ! 
Beneath  thy  flielte;,  pennylefs  I  quaff 
The  cheerful  cuj),  nor  hear  with  hopelefs  heart 
New   cyiiers   cry'd : — though    much    the   poet's 

friend. 
Ne'er  yet  attempted  in  poetic  drain. 
Accept  this  tribute  ot  poetic  praife  1 

Nor  proclor  thrice  with  vocal  heel  alarms 
Our  joys  fecure,  nor  deigns  the  lowly  roof 
Of  put-houfe  fnug  to  vifif,  wifer  he 
The  Ipiendid  tavern  haunts,  or  coffee-houfe 
Of  James  or  Juggins,  where  the  grateful  breath 
Of  loth'd  tobacco  ne'er  diifus'd  its  balm  ; 
But  the  lewa  fpendthrift,  falfely  deem'd  polite, 
While  lleams  around  the  fragrant  Indian  bowl, 
Ott  damns  the  vulgar  fons  of  humbler  ale  : 
In  vain — the  proctor's  voice  arreils  their  joys; 
Jult  fate  of  wanton  pride  and  loofe  escefs  1 

Nor  lefs  by  day  delightful  is  thy  draught, 
All-pow'rful  ale  1   whufe  forrow-foothing  fweets 
Ofc  I  repeat  in  vacant  afternoon, 
Wlien  tatter'd  itockings  afk  my  mending  hand 
Not  unexperienced  ;  while  the  tedious  toil 
Slides  unregarded.     Let  the  tender  fwain 
Each  morn  regale  on  nerve-relaxing  tea, 
Compaiiion  meet  of  languor-loving  nymph  ; 
Be  mine  each  morn  with  eager  appetite 
And  hunger  undiiTembled,  to  repair 
To  friendly  buttery  ;  there  on  fmoking  crufl: 
And  foaming  ale  to  banquet  unrefirain'd. 
Material  breakfaH;  I     Thus  in  ancient  days 
Our  ancellors  robutt,  v.-ith  liberal  cups 
Ulhci'd  the  morn,  unlike  the  fqueamilli  fons 
Of  modern  times:   nor  ever  had  the  might 
Of  Britons  brave  decay'd,  had  thus  they  fed. 
With  Britifli  ale  improving  Britifh  worth. 

\'vith  ale  irriguous,  undifmay'd  I  hear 
The  frequent  dun  aicend  iny  lofty  dome 
Importunate  ;  whether  the  plaintive  voice 
Oi  landrefs  flirill  awake  my  llartied  ear  ; 
Or  barber  fpruce  with  fupple  look  intrude  j 
Or  tailor  with  obfequious  bow  advance ; 
Or  groom  invade  me  with  defying  front 
And  flern  demeanour,  whofe  emaciate  deeds 
(Whene'er  or  Phcebus  ilione  with  kindlier  beams,' 
Or  luckier  chance  the  borrow'd  boots  fupply'd) 
riad  panted  oft  beneath  my  goring  fteel. 
In  vair.  they  plead  or  threat :  All  pow'rful  ale 
Excufes  new  fupplies,  and  each  defcends 
With  joylefs  pace,  and  debt-aefpaifing  looks; 
3  Y  iiij 
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E'en  Spacey  with  indignant  brow  retires, 
i'itrceli  of  duns  !  and  conquer'd  quits  the  field. 

Why  did  the  gods  fiich  various  bleflings  pour 
On  haplefs  mortals,  from  their  grateful  hands 
So  foon  tlie  fhort-liv'd  bounty  to  recal  ?— 
Thus,  whik-  improvident  of  future  ill, 
I  quaff  the  lufcious  tankard  uncontroll'd. 
And  thoughtlefs  riot  in  unlitens'd  blifs; 
Sudden  {d'.Tc  fate  of  all  things  excellent !) 
Th'  unpitying  Burfar's  crofs-affixing  hand 
"Elalls  all  my  joys,  and  flops  my  glad  career. 
Nor  now  the  friendly  pot-houfe  longer  yields 
A  fure  retreat,  when  night  o'erfhades  the  fkies; 
Nor  Sheppard,  barbarous  matron,  longer  gives 
The  wonted  trufl,  and  Winter  ticks  no  more. 

Thus  Adam,  txil'd  from  the  beauteous  fcenes 
Of  Eden  griev'd,  no  more'in  fragrant  bow'r 
On  fruits  divine  to  feafl,  frefh  ftade  and  vale 
No  more  to  vifit,  or  vine-mantled  grot; 
But,  all  forlorn,  the  dreary  wildernefs, 
And  unrejoicing  foiitudes  to  trace  : 
Thus  too  the  matchlefs  bard,  whofe  lay  refounds 
The  Splendid  :-hilling's  praife,  in  nightly  gloom 
Of  lonefome  garret,  pin'd  for  clieerful  ale  ; 
Whofc  fleps  in  verfe  Miltonic  I  purfue, 
iVIean  follower  :  like  him  with  honed:  love 
Of  ale  divine  infpir'd,  and  love  of  fong,         [care 
But  long  may  bounteous  Heav'n  with  watchful 
Avert  his  haplefs  lot !  Enough  for  me 
That  burning  with  congenial  flame  1  dar'd 
His  guiding  fleps  at  diftance  to  purfue. 
And  fing  his  favourite  theme  in  kindred  flrains. 
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His  country's  hope,  when  now  the  blooming  heir 
Has  loft  the  parent's  or  the  guardian's  care; 
I'ond  to  polftfs,  yet  eager  to  dcftroy. 
Of  each  vain  youth,  fay,  what's  the  darling  joy? 
Of  cacli  ralh  frolic  what  the  fource  and  end. 
His  foie  and  firft  ambition  what  I — to  fpend. 

Some  'fquires  to  Gallia's  cooks  devoted  dupes, 
Whole  manors  melt  in  fauce,  or  drown  in  foups: 
Another  doats  on  fiddlers,  till  he  fees 
His  hills  no  longer  crown'd  witli  tow'ring  trees; 
C'onvLnc'd  too  late  that  modern  drains  can  move, 
Like  thole  of  ancient  Greece,  th'  obedient  grove: 
in  headlefs  llatues  rich,  and  ufelei's  urns, 
IMarmorf  o  from  the  claflic  tour  return?. — 
V-iWt  wniild  ye  learn,  ye  Icifurc-loving  'iquires, 
Hov/  hiu'l  ye  may  difgrace  your  prudent  lires ; 
How  fooneit  fuar  to  falhionable  Ihanie, 
3Je  datnn'd  at  once  to  ruin — and  to  fame; 
By  hands  of  grooms  ambitious  to  be  crown'd, 
O  greatly  dare  to  tread  Olympic  ground  ! 

What  dreams  of  conqucfiflufli'd'Hilario'sbreaft, 
When  tlic  good  knight  at  laft  retir'd  to  reft ! 
Behold  the  youtii  with  new-felt  rapture  mark 
Each  plcafing  profpecft  of 'the  fpacions  park  ; 
'Hiat  park,  where  beauties  luidifguis'd  engao-e, 
Tlidfe  beauties  lefs  the  work  of  art  than  age  ; 
In  fimplc  ftate  where  genuine  nature  wears 
H5;r  -vcneLible  drtfs  ol  ancicr.t  vcar^ -. 


Where  all  the  charms  of  chance  with  order  meet 
The  rude,  the  gay,  the  graceful,  and  the  great. 
Here  aged  oaks  uprear  their  branches  hoar. 
And  form  dark  groves,  which  druids  might  adore; 
With  meeting  boughs,  and  deepening  to  the  view, 
Here  fhoots  the  broad  umbrageous  avenue  : 
Here  various  trees  compofe  a  cheqncr'd  fcene. 
Glowing  in  gay  diverfitiea  of  green  ; 
There  the  full  fiream  through  intermingling  gladea 
Shines  a  broad  lake,  or  falls  in  deep  cafcades. 
Nor  wants  there  hazle  copfe,  or  beechen  lawn, 
To  cheer  with  fun  or  fhade  the  bounding  fawn. 

And  fee  the  good  old  feat,  whofe  Gothic  tow'ra 
Awful  emerge  from  yonder  tufted  bow'rs; 
Whofe  rafter' d  hall  the  crowding  tenants  fed, 
And  dealt  to  age  and  want  tlieir  daily  bread ; 
Where  crefted  knights  with  peerlefs  damfels  join'd, 
At  high  and  fokmn  feftivals  have  din'd  ; 
Prcfenting  oft  fair  virtue's  fhining  talk, 
In  myftic  pageantries,  and  moral  mafk. 
But  vain  all  ancient  praife,  or  boaft  of  birth, 
Vain  all  the  palms  of  old  heroic  worth ! 
At  once  a  bankrupt,  and  a  profp'rous  heir, 
Ililario  bets, — park,  houfe,  diflblve  in  air.' 
With  antique  armour  hung,  his  trophied  rooms 
Defcend  to  gamefiers,  proftitutes,  and  grooms. 
He  fees  his  lieel-clad  fires,  and  mothers  mild, 
Who  bravely  Ihook  the  lance,  or  fweetly  fmil'd. 
All  the  fair  feries  of  the  whiiker'd  race, 
Whofe  pidur'd  forms  the  ftately  gallery  grace  ; 
Debas'd,  abus'd,  the  price  of  ill-got  gold. 
To  deck  fome  tavern  vile,  at  auctions  fold. 
The  panfli  wonders  at  the  unopening  door, 
The  chimneys  blaze,  the  tables  groan  no  more- 
Thick  weeds  around  th'  untrodden  courts arife. 
And  all  the  focial  fcene  in  filencc  lies. 
Himfelf,  the  lofs  politely  to  repair, 
J'urns  atheift,  fiddler,  highwayman,  or  play'r. 
At  length,  the  fcorn,  the  fhame  of  man  and  God, 
I3  doom'd  to  rub  the  fleeds  that  once  he  rode. 

Ye  rival  youths,  your  golden  hopes  how  vain. 
Your  dreams  of  thoufands  on  the  lifted  plain! 
Not  more  fantaftic  Sancho's  airy  courfe, 
When  madly  mounted  on  the  magic  horfe  *, 
He  pierc'd  heav'n's  opening  fpheics  with  dazzled 

eyes, 
And  feem'd  to  foar  in  vifionary  fkies. 
Nor  Icfs,  I  ween,  precarious  is  the  meed, 
Of  young  adventurers  on  the  mufe's  fteed  ; 
I'or  poets  have,  like  you,  their  deftin'd  round, 
And  ours  is  but  a  race  on  claflic  ground. 

I.ong  time,  the  child  of  patrimonial  eafe, 
Hippoiitus  had  carv'd  furloins  in  peace  ; 
Had  quaflf'd  lecure,  unvex'd  by  toil  or  wife, 
Tlie  mild  Odlober  of  a  private  life  : 
Long  liv'd  with  calm  domeftic  conquefts  crown'd, 
And  kill'd  his  game  on  fafe  paternal  ground: 
And,  deaf  to  honour's  or  ambition's  call, 
^  With  rural  fpoils  adorn'd  his  hoary  hall. 
As  bland  he  puff 'd  the  pipe  o'er  weekly  news, 
His  bofom  kindles  with  fublimer  views,      [more  I 
JvO  there,  tliy  triumphs,  Taafie,  thy  palms,  Port- 
Tempt  him  to  ftake  his  lands  and  treatjir'd  ilorc. 
Like  a  new  bruifer  on  Broughtonic  fand. 
Amid  the  lifts  our  hero  takes  his  ftand  ; 
Suck'd  by  the  ftvarpcr,  to  the  peer  a  prey, 
He  rolls  his  eyes  that  "  witnefs  Jiuge  difmay ;" 
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!    When  lo !  the  chance  of  one  inglorious  heat, 
Strips  him  of  grcnial  cheer,  and  fnug  retreat. 
How  awkward  now  he  bears  difgrace  and  dirt, 
Nor  knows  the  poor's  lafl  refu,9;e,  to  be  pert  !— 
The  fhiftlefs  beggar  bears  of  Ills  the  wortl, 
At  once  with  dulluefs  and  with  hunger  curft. 
And  feels  the  taltelefs  brcall  cqucftrian  fires  ? 

'     And  dwells  fuch  mighty  rage  in  graver  'fquires  ? 
In  all  attempts,  but  for  their  country,  bold, 
Britain,  thy  confcript  connlcllors  behold; 
(For  fome,  perhaps,  by  fortune  favour'd  yet, 
May  gain  a  oorough,  from  a  lucky  bet), 
Smit  with  the  love  of  the  laconic  booti 
The  cap,  and  wig  fuccindt,  the  fdken  fuit, 
Mere  modern  pha  tons  ufurp  the  rein. 
And  fcour  in  rival  rac^  The  tempting  plain. 
See,  fide  by  fide,  his  jockey  and  Sir  John 
Difcufs  th'  important  point — of  fix  to  one. 

I     For  oh  !  the  boaftcd  privilege  how  dear. 

How  great  the  pride,  to  gain  a  jockey's  ear! — 
See,   like  a  routed  hoft,  with  headlong  pace. 
Thy  members  pour  amid  the  mingling  race  ! 
All  afk,  what  crowds  the  tumult  could  produce — 
Is  Bedlam,  or  the  Commons  all  broke  loofe  ? 
Their  way  nor  reafon  guides,  nor  caution  checks. 
Proud  on  a  high-bred  thing  to  rifk  their  necks. — 
Thy  fages  hear,  amid  th'  admiring  crowd 
Adjudge  the  (takes,  mofl  eloquently  loud  : 
With  critic  Ikill,  o'er  dubious  bets  prefide, 
The  low  difpute,  or  kindle,  or  decide: 
All  empty  wifdom,  and  judicious  prate, 
Of  difl:anc'd  horfes  gravely  fix  the  late : 
And  with  paternal  care  unwearied  watch 
O'er  the  nice  condud  of  a  daring  match. 

Meantime,  no  more  the  miniic  patriots  rife, 
To  guard  Britannia's  honour,  warm  and  wife : 
Ho  more  in  fenates  dare  afl'ert  her  laws. 
Nor  pour  the  bold  debate  in  freedom's  caufe  : 
Negletft  the  counfels  of  a  finking  land. 
And  know  no  rofl:rum,bnt  New-Market's  fl:and. 

Is  this  the  band  of  civil  chiefs  defign'd 
On  England's  weal  to  fix  the  pondering  mind  ? 
Who,  while  their  country's  rights  are  fet  to  fale. 
Quit  Europe's  balance  for  the  jockey's  fcale. 
O  lay,  when  leaft  their  fapient  fchemes  are  crofb, 
Or  when  a  nation,  or  a  match  is  loft:  ? 
Who  dams  and  fires  with  more  exa(!itnefs   trace, 
Than  of  their  country's  kings  the  facred  race  : 
Think  London  journeys  are  the  worft  of  ills; 
Subfcribe  to  articles,  inftead  of  bills  : 
Strangers  to  all  our  annalifl:s  relate, 
Theirs  are  the  memoirs  of  the  equeflrian  ftate  : 
Who  loft  to  Albion's  paft  and  prefent  views, 
Heber  *,  thy  chronicles  alone  perule. 

Go  on,  brave  youths,  till  in  fome  future  age, 
Whips  fhall  become  tlie  fenatorial  badge  ; 
Till  England  fee  her  thronging  fenators 
Meet  ail  at  Weftminfler,  in  boots  and  fpurs  ; 
See  the  whole  Houle,  with  mutual  frenzy  mad, 
Her  patriots  all  in  leathern  breeches  clad  : 
Of  bets,  not  taxes,  learnedly  debate, 
And  guide  with  equal  reins  a  fleed  or  ftate.     f  dain, 
How  would  a  virtuous  f  Houhnhym  neigh  dif- 
To  fee  his  brethren  brook  the  imperious  rein  ; 

•  Author   cf  an    HiJlurUal  Lifl    of  the    Running 
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Bear  flavery's  wanton  whip,  or  galling  goad, 
Smoke  through  the  glebe,  or  trace   the  deftin'd 

road ; 
And  robb'd  of  *  manhood  by  the  murderous  knife, 
Suftain  each  fordid  toil  of  fervile  life.  [mind. 

Yet  oh !    what  rage  would  touch  his   generoue 
To  fee  his  fons  of  more  than  human  kind  ; 
A  kind,  with  each  exalted  virtue  bleft. 
Each  gentler  feeling  of  the  liberal  breaft, 
Afford  diverfion  to  that  monfter  bafe, 
That  meaneft  fpawn  of  man's  half-monkey  race; 
In  whom  pride,  avarice,  ignorance,  conipire. 
That  hated  animal,  a  Yahoo  'Iquire. 

How  are  the  Thcrons  of  thel'e  modem  days, 
Chang'd  from  thofe  chiefs  who  toil'd  for  Greciaa 

bays ; 
Who  fir'd  with  genuine  glory's  facred  lull, 
Whirl'd  the  fwift  axle  througli  the  Pythian  dufL 
Theirs  was  the  Pifan  olive's  blooming  fpray. 
Theirs  was  the  Theban  bard's  redording  lay. 
What  though  the  grooms  of  Greece  ne'er  took  the 

odds .' 
They  won  no  bets— but  then  they  foar'd  to  gods; 
And  more  an  Hiero's  palm,  a  Pindar's  ode, 
Than  all  th'  united  plates  of  George  beftow'd. 

Greece !  how  I  kindle  at  thy  magic  name, 
Feel  all  thy  warmth,  and  catch  the  kindred  flamC 
Thy  fcenes  fublime,  and  awful  vifionsrife. 
In  ancient  pride  before  my  mufing  eyes. 
Here  Sparta's  fons  in  mute  attention  hang, 
While  juft  Lycurgus  pours  the  mild  harangue  ; 
There  Xerxes'  hofls,  all  pale  with  deadly  fear. 
Shrink  at  her  fated  f  hero's  flafliing  fpear. 
Here  hung  with  many  a  lyre  of  filver  ftring'. 
The  laureate  alleys  of  IlifTus  fpring  : 
And  lo,  where  wrapt  in  beauty's  heavenly  drcaia 
Hoar  Plato  walks  his  oliv'd  academe. — 

Yet  ah  1  no  more  the  land  of  arts  and  arms 
Delights  with  wifdom,  or  with  virtue  warms. 
Lo  !  the  ftern  Turk,  with  more  than  Vandalrage, 
Has  blafted  all  the  wreaths  of  ancient  age  : 
No  more  her  groves  by  fancy's  feet  are  trod, 
Each  Attic  grace  has  left  the  lov'd  abode. 
Fall'n  is  fair  Greece  !  by  luxury's  pleafing  bane 
Seduc'd,  flic  drags  a  barbarous  foreign  chain. 

Britannia,  watch!  O  trim  thy  withering  bays. 
Remember  thou  hafl  rivall'd  Grecia's  praife. 
Great  nurfe  of  works  divine  !     Yet  oh  !  beware 
Left  thou  the  fate  of  Greece,  my  country,  fhare. 
Recal  thy  wonted  worth  with  confcious  pride. 
Thou  too  haft  feen  a  Solon  in  a  Hyde; 
Haft  bade  thine  Edwards  and  thine  Henrys  rear 
With  Spartan  fortitude  the  Britifh  fpear; 
Alike  has  feen  thy  fons  deferve  the  meed 
Or  of  the  moral  or  the  martial  deed. 

THE  CASTLE  BARBER'S  SOLILOQUY. 

•WRITTEN  IN  THE   LATE  WAR. 

I  WHO  with  fi'ch  fuccefs — alas!  till 

The  war  came  on — have  fhav'd  the  caftle ; 

Who  by  the  nofe,  with  hand  unfhaken, 

The  boldeft  heroes  oft  have  taken ; 

In  humble  ftrain,  am  doom'd  to  mourn 

My  fortune  chang'd,  and  ftate  forlorn  ! 
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My  foap  fcarce  ventures  into  froth, 
My  razors  ruft  in  idle  floth  ! 
Wifdom  *  ;  to  you  my  verfe  appeals ; 
You  fharc  the  griefs  your  barber  feels : 
Scarce  comes  a  ftudent  once  a  whole  age, 
To  flock  your  defolated  college. 
Our  trade  how  ill  an  army  fuits ! 
This  comes  of  picking  up  recruits. 
Loft  is  the  robber's  occupation, 
Ko  robbing  thrives — but  of  the  nation : 
For  hardy  necks  no  rope  is  twifted, 
And  e'en  the  hangman's  felf  is  lifted.-— 
Thy  publiihers,  O  mighty  Jackfon  ! 
With  fcarce  a  fcanty  coat  their  backs  on, 
Warning  to  youth  no  longer  teach, 
Kor  live  upon  a  dying  fpeech. 
In  caiTock  cladj  for  want  of  breeches, 
No  more  the  caftle-chaplain  preaches. 
Oh  !  were  our  troops  but  falely  landed, 
And  every  regiment  difbanded  ! 
They'd  make,  I  truft,  a  new  campaign 
On  Henley's  hill,  or  Campsfield's  plain  : 
Deflin'd  at  home,  in  peaceful  Itate, 
By  me  freih  fhav'd,  to  meet  their  fate  ! 

Regard,  ye  Juflices  of  Peace ! 
The  Caftle-Barber's  piteous  cafe  : 
And  kindly  make  fome  fnug  addition, 
To  better  his  diflreft  condition. 
Not  that  I  mean,  by  fuch  expreflions, 
To  fliave  your  worlhips  at  the  feffions  ; 
Or  would,  vi'ith  vain  prefumption  big, 
Afpire  to  comb  the  judge's  wig:  — 
Par  lefs  ambitious  thoughts  are  mine. 
Far  humbler  hopes  my  views  confine.— 
Then  think  not  that  1  aik  amifs; 
JVIy  fmall  requcll  is  only  this, 
That  1,  by  leave  of  Leigh  or  Pardo, 
May,  with  the  caftle — fhavc  Bocaido. 

Thus,  as  at  Jcfus  oft  I've  heard. 
Rough  lervitors  in  Wales  preferr'd. 
The  Jonefes,  Morgans,  an4  Ap-Rices, 
Keep  fiddles  with  their  benefices. 

THE  OXFORD  NEWSMAN'S  V.^RSES. 

FOR    THE  YEAR  I760. 

TniNK  of  the  palms,  my  mafleis  dear  ! 
That  crown  this  memorable  year  ! 
Come  fill  the  glufs,  my  hearts  of  gold, 
To  Britain's  heroes  bnik  and  bold; 
While  into  rhyme  I  ftrlve  to  turn  all 
1  he  fam'd  events  of  many  a  journal. 

France  feeds  her  Ions  on  meagre  foup, 
'Twas  hence  they  loft  their  Guardaloup  : 
What  though  they  drefs  fo  fine  and  ja'nty  ? 
They  could  net  keep  Marigalantc. 
Their  forts  in  Afric  could  not  repel 
The  thunder  of  undaunted  Keppel : 
Brave  commodore !  how  we  adore  ye 
For  giving  us  fuccefs  at  Goree. 
Ticonderoga,  and  Niagara, 
Make  each  true  Bi  iton  fing  O  rare  a ! 
I  trull  the  taking  of  Crown-Point 
Has  put  French  courage  out  of  joint. 

♦  Tl/i  Governor  oj  Oxford  Cajlle. 


Can  we  forget  the  timely  check 
Wolfe  gave  the  fcoundrels  at  *  Quebec  .'— > 
That  name  has  ftopp'd  my  glad  career,— 
Your  faithful  newfman  drops  a  tear  ! — 

But  other  triumphs  ftill  remain. 
And  roufe  to  glee  my  rhymes  again. 

On  Mindea's  plains,  ye  meek  Mounfeers ! 
Remember  Kingfley's  grenadiers. 
You  vainly  thought  to  ballarag  us 
With  your  fine  fquadron  off  Cape  Lagos ; 
But  when  Bofcawen  came,  f  La  Clue 
Sheer'd  off,  and  look'd  confounded  blue. 
Conflans  \,  all  cowardice  and  puff, 
Hop'd  to  demolifh  hardy  Duff"; 
But  foon  unlook'd-for  guns  o'er-aw'd  him, 
Hawke  darted  forth,  and  nobly  claw'd  him. 
And  now  their  vaunted  Formidable 
Lies  captive  to  a  Britifti  cable. 
■Would  you  demand  the  glorious  caufe 
Whence  Britain  every  trophy  draws  ? 
You  need  not  puzzle  long  your  wit;^ 
Fame,  from  h-er  trumpet,  anfwers — Pitt, 

FOR  THE  YEAR  I767. 

Dismal  the  nev/s  which  Jackfon's  yearly  bard 
Each  circling  Chriftmas  brings,-"  The  times  arc 

"  hard!" 
There  was  a  time  when  Granby's  grenadiers 
Trimm'd  the  lac'd  jackets  of  the  French  Moun- 
feers ; 
When  every  week  produc'd  fome  lucky  hit. 
And  all  our  paragraphs  were  plann'd  by  Pitt. 
We  newfmen  drank — as  England's  heroes  fought, 
While  every  vicilory  procur'd — a  pot. 
Abroad  we  conquer'd  France, and  humbled  Spain, 
At  home  rich  harvefts  crown'd  the  laughing  plain. 
Then  ran  in  numbers  free  the  newfman's  verfes. 
Blithe  were  our  hearts,  andfull  our  leathern  purfes. 
But  now  no  more  the  ftream  of  plenty  flows. 
No  more  new  conquefts  warm  the  newfman's  nofe. 
Our  fliatter'd  cottages  admit  the  rain, 
Our  infants  ftretch  their  hands  fer  bread  in  vain. 
All  hope  is  fled,  our  families  are  undone; 
Provifions  all  are  carry'd  up  to  I>ondon  ; 
Our  copious  granaries  diftillers  thin. 
Who  raife  our  bread — but  do  not  cheapen  gin. 
Th'  effects  of  exportation  ftill  we  rue ; — 
I  wifh  th'  exporters  were  exported  too  ! 
In  every  pot-houfe  is  unpaid  our  fcore  ; 
And  generous  Captain  Jolly  ticks  no  more  ! 
Yet  ftill  in  ftore  fome  happinefs  remains, 
Some  triumphs  that  may  grace  thefe  annual  ftrains. 
Misfortunes  paft  no  longer  I  repeat — 
George  has  declar'd — that  we  again  fhall  eat. 
Sweet  Willhelminy,  fpitc  of  wind  and  tide. 
Of  Denmark's  monarch  ftiines  the  blooming  bride : 
She's  gone  !  but  there's  another  in  her  ftead, 
For  of  a  princefs  Charlotte's  brought  to  bed  :— 
Oh,  cou'd  1  but  have  had  one  fingle  flip. 
One  fingle  fniff  at  Charlotte's  caudle-cup  !— 

*  Before  this  piece  fM  the  Irame  Wolfe,  yet  nvltb 
:Le  fatisfuSlion  offirfl  hearing  that  his  troops  ivere  vk- 
niious. —  'The  other  places  her*  enumerated  "Were CQif 
•ii.fls  if  the  precciling  year. 

\    'i'he  French  AJmiral. 

\  Anoiber  French  ^miral. 
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I  hear— God  lilefs  it — 'tis  a  cTiarmin,!^  girl, 
So  here's  her  health  in  half  a  pint  of  purl. 
BiK  much  I  fe.,r  thisrhyme-ex'haufted  fonp^ 
Has   kept    you  from    your   Chriftmas   cheer 

Our  poor  endeavours  view  with  jTrncious  eye. 
And  bake  thefe  lines  beneath  a  Chriftmas-pie  ! 

FOR    THE    YEAR    I768. 

SritL  Hiall  the  newfman's  annual  rhymes 

Complain  of  taxes  and  the  times  ? 

Each  year  our  copies  fhall  we  make  on 

The  price  of  butter,  bread,  and  bacon  ? 

Forbid  it,  all  ye  povv'rs  of  verfe  1 

A  happier  fubjedi  frchearfe. 

Fai  ewel  diftrefs,  and  gloomy  cares ! 

A  merrier  theme  my  mufe  prepares. 

For  lo!  to  fave  us.  on  a  fuddcn. 

In  {hape  of  porter,  beef,  and  pudding. 

Though  late,  eledlioneering  comes  ! — 

Strike  up,  ye  tmnipcts,  and  ye  drums  ! 

At  length  we  change  our  wonted  note, 

Anr'  feati,  all  winter,  on  a  vote. 

Sur:'   cajvaffing  was  never  hotter  ! 

Bu'  whether  Ilarcourt,  Nares,  or  Cotter*, 

At  this  grand  crifis  will  fucceed, 

We  freemen  have  not  yet  de.  reed. — 

Methinks,  with  mirth  your  fides  are  (baking, 

To  hear  us  talk  of  member-making  ! 

Yet  know,  that  we  diredl  the  itate ; 

On  us  depends  the  nation's  fate. — • 

\^^hat  though  fume  dodlor's  caft-ofF  wig 

O'erfhades  my  pate,  not  worth  a  lig  ; 

A'lV  whole  apparel  in  decay : 

My  beard  unfhav'd-^on  new  year's  day  ; 

Tn  me  behold  (the  land's  protedfor;, 

A  freeman,  newfman,  and  elc(5ior  ! 

Though  cold,  and  all  unfiiod,  my  toes  — 

My  breaft  for  Britain's  freedom  glows  :— 

Though  turn'd,  by  poverty  my  coat. 

It  ne'er  was  turn'd  to  give  a  vote. 

Meantime,  howe'er  improv'd  our  fate  is 
By  jovial  cups,  each  evening,  gratis  ; 
Forgot  not,  'midft  your  Chriflmas  cheer. 
Til?  cuftoms  of  t'ue  coming"  year:— 
In    afwer  to  this  fhort  cpiftle. 
Your  tankard  fend,  to  v/et  our  whiftle ! 


FOR    THE    TEAR    I77O. 

As  now  petitions  are  in  falhion 
With  the  firft  patriots  of  the  nation  ; 
In  fpirit  high,  in  pocket  low. 
We  patriots  of  the  Butcher-Row, 
Thus,  like  our  betters,  afk  rcdrefs 
For  high  and  mighty  grievances. 
Real,  though  penn'd  in  rhyme,  as  thofe 
Which  oft  our  journal  gives  in  profe  :— 

"  Ye  rural  fc^uires,  fo  plump  and  fleek, 
"  Who  fludy— Jackfon,  once  a  week; 
"  While  now  your  hofpitable  board 
*'   VYith  cold  furloin  is  amply  ftor'd, 
"  And  old  Ciftober,  nutmeg'd  nice, 
"  Send  us  a  tankard  and  a  flice  ! 


*   dniidatei  far  t  he  city  of  Oxford. 


"  Ye  country  parfons,  (land  our  friends, 

"  While  now  the  driving  fleet  defcends  ! 

"  Give  us  your  antiquated  canes, 

"  ']"o  help  us  through  the  miry  lanes; 

"  Or  with  a  rufly  grizzle  wig 

"  'J'his  ChuJtmas  deign  our  pates  to  rig. 

"  Ye  noftle  gem'men  of  the  gown, 

"  View  not  our  verfes  with  a  frown  ! 

"  But,  in  return  for  quick  difpatches, 

"   Invite  us  to  your  buttery-hatches  ! 

"  Ye  too,  whofe  houfes  are  fo  handy, 

"  For  coff'jc,  tea,  rum,  wine,  and  brandy; 

"   Pride  of  fair  Oxford's  gawdy  flreets, 

"  You  too  our  {train  fubmilTive  greets! 

"  Hear   Horfeman,   Spindlow,   King,   and   Har- 

"  per* ! — 
"  The  weather  fure  was  never  fliarper-— 
"  Matron  of  Matrons,  Martha  Baggs! 
"  Dram  your  poor  newfman  clad  in  rags! 
"  Dire  mifchiefs  folks  above  are  brewing, 
"  The  nation's — and  the  newfman's  ruin  ;— • 
"  '  I'is  your's  our  farrows  to  remove; 
"  And  if  thus  generous  ye  prove, 
"  For  friends  fb  good  we're  bound  to  pray 
"  Till— next  returns  a  new-year's  day  !" 

"  Giv'n  at  our  melancholy  cavern, 

"  The  cellar  of  the  Sheep's-Head  Tavern.'! 


FOR    THE    YE.'i.R    IJ?!- 

Deliciotts  news — a  war  with  Spain  ! 

New  rapture  fires  our  Chriftmas  flrain. 

Behold,  to  fhrike  each  Briton's  eyes, 

V/hat  bright  viiitorious  fcenes  arife  ! 

What  paragraphs  of  Englifh  glory 

Will  Maflcr  Jackfon  fet  before  ye  I 

The  governor  of  Buenos  Ayres 

Shall  dearly  pay  for  his  vagaries ; 

For  whether  North,  or  whether  Chatham, 

Shall  rule  the  roaft,  we  muft  have-at-'em: 

Galloons — Havannah — Porto  Bello, — 

Ere  long,  will  make  the  nation  mellow  :— 

Our  late  trite  tiicmes  we  view  with  fcorn, 

Bellas  the  bold,  and  Parfon  Hornc : 

Nor  more,  through  many  a  tedious  winter. 

The  triumphs  of  the  patriot  Squinter, 

The  ins  and  outs,  with  cant  eternal. 

Shall  crowd  each  column  of  our  Journal.—* 

After  a  dreary  feafon  paft, 

Our  turn  to  live  is  come  at  lafl : 

Gen'rals,  and  admirals,  and  Jews, 

Contraflors,  printers,  men  of  news, 

.A.!!  thrive  by  war,  and  line  their  pockets, 

AxiCi,  leave  the  works  of  peace  to  blockheads. 

But  flay,  my  mufc,  this  hafly  fit — 
The  war  is  not  declar'd  as  yet : 
And  we,  though  now  fo  blithe  we  fing, 
M^iy  all  be  prcfs'd  to  ferve  the  king  I 
Therefore,  meantime,  our  mafters  dear, 
I  rr^'uce  your  hofpitable  cheer  : — 
'•'.;.le  we,  with  much  fincere  delight, 
f  Whether  we  publifh  new.s — or  fight) 

ke  England's  undegeiierate  fous, 
v'.'iii  drink — confufion  to  the  Dons! 


*  Ksrpcrs  vf  noted  coffce-houfes  in  0:eford. 
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■^HE  FHAETON,  AND  THE  ONE-HORSE 
CHAIR. 

A.T  Blagrave's*  once  upon  a  time. 

There  ftocd  a  fliaeton  fublime  : 

Unfullied  by  the  dufty  road. 

Its  wheels  with  recent  crimfon  glow'd  ; 

It?  fides  diiphy'd  a  dazzling  hue, 

Its  harnel's  tight,  its  lining  new  : 

l\'o  fcheme-enamour'd  youth,  I  ween, 

Survey'd  the  gaily-deck'd  machine. 

But  fondly  long'd  to  feize  the  reins, 

And  whirl  o'er  Campsfield'sf  tempting  plains. 

Meantime  it  chanc'd.  that  hard  at  hand 

A  one-horfe  chair  had  took  its  {land  : 

When  thus  our  vehicle  begun 

To  fneer  the  lucklefs  chaife  and  one. 

"  How  could  my  mafter  place  me  here 
Within  thy  vulgar  atmofphere? 
From  claflic  ground  pray  fhift  thy  flation, 
Thou  fcorn  of  Oxford  education  ! — 
Your  homely  make,  believe  me,  man. 
Is  quite  upon  the  Gothic  plan  ; 
And  you,  and  all  your  clumfy  kind, 
For  loweft  purpofes  defign'd  : 
Fit  only,  with  a  one-ey'd  mare, 
To  drag,  for  benefit  of  air, 
The  country  parfon's  pregnant  wife. 
Thou  friend  of  dull  domeilic  life  ! 
Or,  with  his  maid  and  aunt,  to  fchool 
To  carry  Dicky  on  a  flool : 
Or,  happly  to  fomc  chriftening  gay, 

A  brace  of  godmothers  convey. — 

Or,  wiien  blell  Saturday  prepares 

For  London  tradefmen  reft  from  cares, 

'Tis  thine  to  make  them  happy  one  day. 

Companion  of  their  genial  Si;nday  ! 

'Tis  thine,  o'er  turnpikes  newly  made, 

When  timely  Ihow'rs  the  duft  have  laid, 

To  bear  fome  alderman  ferene 

To  fragrant  Hampftead's  fylvan  fcene. 

Nor  higlier  fcarce  thy  merit  rifes 

Among  the  polini'd  fons  of  Ifis. 

Hir'd  for  a  folifiary  crown, 

Canft  th«u  to  fchen-.es  invite  the  gown  ? 

Go,  tempt  fome  prig,  pretending  tallc. 

With  hat  new  cock'd,  imd  newly  lac'd. 

O'er  mutton-chops,  and  fcanty  wine. 

At  humble  Dorcheller  to  dine ! 

Meantime  remember,  lifclefs  drone  I 

I  carry  Bucks  and  Bloods  alone. 

And  oh  !  whene'er  the  weather's  friendly. 

What  inn  at  Abingdon  or  Hcnly, 

But  ftill  my  vaft  importance  feels, 

And  gladly  greets  my  entering  wheels ! 

And  think,  obedient  to  the  thong. 
How  yon  gay  ftreet  we  fmoke  along  : 

While  all  with  envious  wonder  view 

The  corner  turn'd  fo  quick  and  true." 
To  check  an  upftart's  empty  pride. 

Thus  fagc  the  one-horfe  chair  reply'd. 

"  Pray,  when  the  confequence  is  weigh'd, 
What's  all  your  fpirit  and  parade  ? 
From  mirth  to  grief  what  fad  tranfitions, 
To  broken  bones  and  impofitions ! 

•  Wellknoiunat  0 xfordfor Utt'wgoui  carrii'^cs^l'jil' 
\  In  the  rtad  te  Mknhsm, 


Or  if  no  bones  are  broke,  what's  worfe, 

Your  fchemes  make  work  for  Glafs  and  Nourfe.— 

On  us  pray  fpare  your  keen  reproaches, 

From  one-horfe  chairs  men  rife  to  coaches; 

If  calm  difcretion's  fteadfaft  hand. 

With  cautious  flcill  the  reins  command. 

From  me  fair  health's  frelh  fountain  fprings, 

O'er  mc  feft  fnugntfs  fpreads  her  wings: 

And  innocence  refleifts  her  ray 

To  gild  my  calm  fequefter'd  way  : 

E'en  kings  might  quit  their  ftate  to  fhare 

Contentment  and  a  onc-horfc  chair. — 

What  though,  o'er  yonder  echoing  ftreet 

Your  rapid  wheels  refound  fo  fweet ; 

Shall  Ifis  fons  thus  vainly  prize 

A  rattle  of  a  larger  fize  ?'' 

Blagrave,  who  during  the  difpute. 
Stood  in  a  corner,  fnug  and  mute, 
Surpris'd,  no  doubt,  in  lofty  vcrfe. 
To  hear  his  carriages  convcrfe. 
With  folemn  face,  o'er  Oxford  ale. 
To  me  difclos'd  this  wonderous  tale  C 
I  ftrait  difpatch'd  it  to  the  mufe. 
Who  brufh'd  it  up  for  Jackfon's  news. 
And,  what  has  oft  been  penn'd  in  profe. 
Added  this  moral  at  the  clofe. 

"  Things  may  be  ufeful  though  obfcure  ; 
"  The  pace  that's  flow  is  often  fure : 
"  When  empty  pageantries  we  prize, 
"  V,"e  raife  but  duft  to  blind  our  eyes. 
"  The  golden  mean  can  beft  beftow 
"  Safety  for  unfubftantial  fhow." 

MORNING.     AN  ODE. 

THF.    AUTHOR    CONFINED    TO    COLLEGE,    1745. 

Scrihimus  indufi.  -----       Pers,  Sat.  I.  V.  13. 

Once  more  the  vernal  fun's  ambrofial  beams 

The  fields,  as  with  a  purple  robe  adorn  : 
Charwcll,  thy  fedgy  banks, and  glift'ring  ftreams 
All  laugh  and  fing  at  mild  approach  of  morn ; 
Through  the  deep  groves  I  hear  the  chaunting 
birds. 
And  through  the  clover'd  vale  the  various-lowing 
herds. 

Up  mounts  the  mower  from  his  lowly  thatch, 

Wellpleas'dtheprogrefsof  the  fpring  to  mark, 
The  fragrant  breath  of  breezes  pure  to  catch, 
And  ftartle  from  her  couch  the  early  lark  ; 
More  genuine  pleafure  fooths  his  tranquil  breaft, 
Than  high-thron'd  kings  c^n  boaft,  in  eailcrn  glory 
drcft. 

The  pcnfive  poet  through  the  green-wood  fteals 
Or  treads  the  willow'd  marge  of  murmuring 
brook; 
Or  Climbs  the  ftcep  afccnt  of  airy  hills ; 

There  fits  him  down  beneath  a  branching  oak, 
Whence  various  fcenes,  and  profpcdts  wide  be- 
low, [glow- 
Still  teach  his  mufing  mind  with  fancies  high  to 

But  I  nor  with  the  day  awake  to  blifs, 

(Inelegant  to  me  fair  nature's  face, 

A  blank  the  beauty  of  the  morning  is, 

Andgrief  and  darknefsall  forlightandgrace); 

Nor  bright  the  fun, nor  green  the  meads  appear, 

Noi  colour  chang,;  mine  cvc^  ugr  melody  mine  ear. 
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Me,  void  of  elegance  and  manners  mild, 

With  leaden  rod,  ftsrn  difciplinc  reftrnins ; 
Stiff  pedantry,  of  learned  pride  the  child. 

My  roving  genius  binds  in  Gothic  chains; 
Nor  can  the  cloifter'd  mufe  expand  her  wing. 
Nor  bid  thefe  twilight  roofs  with  her  gay  carols 
ring. 

ODE  TO  A  GRIZZLE  WIG. 

By    A    GENTLEMAN    WHO    HAD    JUST    LEFT    OFF 
HIS    BOB. 

Ail  hail,  ye  curls,  that  rang'd  in  reverend  row. 
With  fnowy  pomp  my  confcious  flioulders  hide ! 
That  fall  beneath  in  venerable  flow. 
And  crown  my  brows  above  with  feathery  pride ! 

High  on  your  fummit,  wifdom's  mimick'd  air 
Sits  thron'd,  with  pedantry  her  folemn  fire, 
And  in  her  net  of  awe-diffufing  hair, 
Entangles  fools,  and  bids  the  crowd  admire. 

O'er  every  lock,  that  floats  in  full  difplay. 
Sage  ignorance  her  gloom  fcholailic  throws ; 
And  (tamps  o'er  all  my  vifage,  once  fo  gay, 
UntHeaning  gravity's  ferene  repofe. 

Can  thus  large  wigs  our  reverence  engage  ? 
Have  barbers  thus  the  pow'r  to  blind  our  eyes  ? 
Is  fcience  thus  conferr'd  on  every  fage, 
By  Baylifs,  Blenkinfop,  and  lofty  Wife  *  ? 

But  thou,  farewel,  my  bob !    whofe  thin-wove 
thatch  [wiles, 

Was  ftor'd  with  quips  and  cranks,  and  wanton 
That  love  to  live  within  the  one-curl'd  fcratch, 
"With  fun,  and  all  the  family  of  fmiles. 

Safe  in  thy  privilege,  near  Ifis'  brook, 
Whole  afternoons  at  Wolvercote  I  (juafT'd  ; 
At  eve  my  carelefs  round  in  High-Street  took, 
And  call'd  at  Jolly's  for  the  cafual  draught. 

No  more  the  wherry  feels  my  ftroke  fo  true  ; 
At  Ikittles,  in  a  grizzle,  can  I  play  ? 
Woodflock,  farewel !  and  Wallingford,  adieu ! 
Where  many  a  fcheme  reliev'd  the  lingering  day. 

Such  were  the  joys  that  once  Hilario  crown'd. 
Ere  grave  preferment  came  my  peace  to  rob ; 
Such  are  tlie  lefs  ambitious  pleafuies  found 
Beneath  the  liceat  of  an  humble  bob. 

EPISTLE  FROM  THOMAS  HEARN,  AN- 
TIQUARY, 

TO  THE  AUTHOR    OF    THE    COKPAMON    TO    T«E 
OXFORD    GUIDE,    &C. 

Friend  of  the  mofs-grown  fpire  and  crumbling 

arch. 
Who  wontTc  at  eve  to  pace  the  long-loft  bounds 
Of  lonefome  Ofeney  !  What  malignant  fiend 
Thy  cloifter-loving  mind  from  ancient  lore 
Hath  bafe  feduc'd  ?  urg'u  thy  apoPuate  pen 
To  trench  deep  wounds  on  antiquaries  fage, 
^And  drag  the  venerable  fathers  forth, 
Vidlims  to  laughter  ?  Cruel  as  the  mandate 
Of  mitred  priells,  who  Bafket  late  enjoiu'd 

f  V^^ihieni  firuh-malirs  ;•:  Oxford, 


To  throw  afide  the  fcverend  letters  black. 
And  print  fail-prayers  in  modern  type  ! — At  this 
I. eland,  and  Willis,  Dugdale,  i'anner,  Wood, 
lUuftrious  names !  with  Camden,  Aubrey,  Lloyd, 
Scald  their  old  cheeks  with  tears  !  For  once  they 

hop'd 
To  feal  thee  for  their  own  !  and  fondly  dccni'd 
The  mufes,  at  thy  call,  would  crowding  come 
To  deck  antiquity  with  flowrcts  gay. 

But  now  may  curfes  every  fearch  attend 
That  feenis  inviting !  May'ft  thou  pore  in  vain 
For  dubious  door-ways  !  May  revengeful  moths 
Thy  ledgers  eat  1   May  chronologic  fpouts 
Retain  no  cypher  legible  !  Alay  crypts 
Lurk  undil'cern'd !    Nor  may'H    tiiou  fpell  the 

names 
Of  faints  in  ftoried  windows  !  Nor  the  dates 
Of  bells  difcover  1  Nor  the  genuine  fite 
Of  Abbots'  pantries '.  And  may  CJodftowe  veil. 
Deep  from  thy  eyes  profane,  her  Gothic  charms! 

INSCRIPTION  OVER  A  CALM  AND  CLEAR 
SPRING  IN  BLENHEIM-GARDENS. 

Here  quench  your  third,  and  mark  in  me 
An  emblem  of  true  charity  ; 
\^'ho,  while  my  bounty  I  bellow. 
Am  neither  heard  nor  feen  to  flow. 


JOB,  CHAP.  XXXIX. 

Declare,  if  heav'nly  wifdom  blefs  thy  tongue. 
When  teems  the   mountain-goat  with   promis'd 

young ; 
The  flated  feafons  tell,  the  month  explain. 
When  feels  the  bounding  hind  a  mother's  pain  ; 
While,  in  tli'  opprefllve  agonies  of  birth, 
Silent  they  bow  the  Ibrrowing  head  to  earth  ? 
Why  crop  their  lufty  feed  the  verdant  food  .' 
Why  leave  their  dams  to  fearch  the  gloomy  wood  ? 

Say,  whence  the  wild-afs  wantons  o'er  the  plain. 
Sports  uncontroui'd,  unconfcious  of  the  rein  ? 
"Lis  his  o'er  fcenes  of  folitude  to  roam. 
The  wafte  his  houfe,  the  wildernefs  his  home  ; 
He  fcorns  the  crovv'ded  city's  pomp  and  noife, 
Nor  heeds  the  driver's  rod,  nor  hears  his  voice  ; 
At  will  on  ev'ry  various  verdure  fed, 
His  pafture  o'er  the  Ihaggy  cliffs  is  fpread. 

Will  the  fierce  unicorn  obey  thy  call, 
Enflav'd  to  man,  and  patient  of  the  ftall  ? 
Say,  will  he  ftubborn  {loop  thy  yoke  to  bear. 
And  through  the  furrov/  drag  the  tardy  fliare? 
Say,  canfl  thou  think,  O  wretch  of  vain  belief. 
His  lab'ring  limbs  will  draw  thy  weighty  fheaf  ? 
Or  canfl:  thou  tame  the  temper  of  his  blood 
With  faithful  feet  to  trace  the  deftin'd  road  ? 
Who  paints  the  peacock's  train  with  radiant  eyes. 
And  all  the  bright  diverfity  of  dyes  ? 
Whofe  hand  the  (lately  oftrich  has  fupply'd 
M^ith  glorious  plumage,  and  her  fnowy  pride  ? 
Thoughtlefs  (he  leaves  amid  the  dufty  way. 
Her  eggs,  to  ripen  in  the  genial  ray  ; 
Nor  heeds,  that  fome  fell  beaft,  who  thirfls  for 

blood, 
Or  the  rude  foot  may  crulh  the  future  brood. 
In  her  no  love  the  tender  offspring  (hare. 
No  foft  remembrance,  no  xnaternal  care : 
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For  God  has  ftcelM  her  unrelenting  breafl. 
Nor  feeling  fenfe,  nor  inftindt  mild  impreft, 
Bade  her  the  rapid-rufliing  fleed  defpile, 
Outilrip  the  rider's  rage,  and  tow'r  amidft  the 

Ikies.  [deck  ? 

Didft  thou  the  horfe  with  ftrength  and  beauty- 
Haft  thou  in  thunder  cloth'd  his  nervous  neck  ? 
Will  he,  like  groveling  grafiioppers  afraid, 
Start  at  each  found,  at  ev'ry  breeze  difmay'd  ? 
A  cloud  of  fire  his  lifted  noftrils  raife. 
And  breathe  a  glorious  terror  as  they  blaze. 
He  paws  indignant,  and  the  valley  fpuins, 
Rejoicing  in  his  might,  and  for  the  battle  burns. 
When  quivers  rattle,  and  the  frequent  fpear 
Flies  flaihing,  leaps  his  heart  with  languid  fear  ? 
Swallowing   with    fierce    and    greedy    rage    the 

ground,  [found  ?" 

"  Is   this,"    he   cries,    "    the   trumpet's,   warlike 
Eager  he  fcents  the  battle  from  afar, 
And  all  the  mingling  thunder  of  the  war. 
Flies  the  fierce  hav.k  by  thy  fupreme  command, 
To  feek  foft  climates,  and  a  fouthern  land  ? 
Who  bade  th'  afpiring  eagle  mount  the  Iky, 
And  build  her  firm  aerial  neft  on  high  ? 
On  the  bare  cliff,  or  mountain's  Ihaggy  fteep, 
Her  fonrefs  of  defence  flit  dares  to  keep  ; 
Thence  darts  her  radiant  eye's  pervading  ray, 
Inquifitive  to  ken  the  diftant  prey. 
Seeks  with  her  thirfty  brood  th'  enfanguin'd  plain, 
There  bathes  her  beak  in  blood,  companion  of  the 

ilain. 

THE  PROGRTSS  OF  DISCONTENT. 

•WRITTEN    AT    OXFORD    IN    THE    YEAR    I746. 

When  now  mature  in  claffic  knowledge, 

The  joyful  youth  is  fent  to  college, 

His  father  comes,  a  vicar  plain. 

At  Oxford  bred — in  Anna's  reign. 

And  thus,  in  form  of  humble  fuitor. 

Bowing  accofls  a  reverend  tutor. 

■"■  Sir,  I'm  a  Glo'fterfhire  divine, 

"  And  this  my  eldeft  fon  of  nine; 

"  My  wife's  ambition  and  my  own 

♦'  Was  that  this  child  fhould  v/ear  a  gown  ; 

"  I'll  warrant  that  his  good  behaviour 

"  Will  juftify  your  future  favour  ; 

"  And  for  his  parts,  to  tell  the  truth, 

"  My  fon's  a  very  forward  youth ; 

•'  Has  Horace  all  by  heart — you'd  wonder — 

"  And  mouths  out  Homer's  Greek  like  thunder. 

•'  if  you'd  examine — and  admit  him, 

"  A  f:holarfhip  would  nicely  fit  him : 

**  That  he  fucceeds  'tis  ten  to  one  ; 

"  Your  vote  and  intereft,  Sir  !" — 'Tis  done. 

Our  pupil's  hopes,  though  twice  defeated. 
Arc  with  a  fcholarfhip  completed  : 
.'V  fcholarfhip  but  half  maintaiiis. 
And  college  rules  are  heavy  chains: 
In  garret  dark  he  fmokes  and  puns, 
A  prey  to  difcipline  and  duns; 
And  now  intent  on  new  dcfigns, 
fiigl;s  for  a  fellowfliip — and  fines. 

When  nine  full  tedious  winters  paft, 
That  utmoft  wifh  is  crown'd  at  lal\  ; 
Eut  the  rich  prize  no  fooner  got, 
Again  he  quarrels  with  his  lot . 


"  Thefe  fellowfliips  arc  pretty  things, 

"  We  live  indeed  like  petty  icings : 

"  But  who  can  bear  to  wafte  his  whole  age 

"  Amid  the  dullnefs  of  a  college, 

"  Debarr'd  the  common  joys  of  life, 

"  And  that  prime  blifs — a  loving  wife  ! 

"  O  !  what's  a  table  richly  fpread 

"  Without  a  Avoman  at  its  head  ! 

"  Would  fome  fnug  benefice  but  fall, 

"  Ye  fcafls,  ye  dinners  !  farewel  all ! 

"  To  offices  I'd  bid  adieu, 

"  Of  Dean,  Vice  i-'ref. — of  Burfar  too; 

"  Come  joys,  that  rural  quiet  yields, 

"  Come,  tithes,  and  lloufe,  and  fruitful  fields  !" 

Too  fond  of  freedom  and  of  eafe 
A  patron's  vanity  to  pleafc. 
Long  time  he  watches,  and  by  ftealth. 
Each  frail  incumbent's  doubtful  health; 
At  length — and  in  his  fortieth  year, 
A  living  drops — two  hundred  clear  ! 
With  breaft  elate  beyond  expreffion. 
He  hurries  down  to  take  poflefiion, 
With  rapture  views  the  fweet  retreat— 
"  What  a  convenient  houfe  !  how  neat! 
"  For  fuel  here's  fufficient  wood  : 
"  Pray  God  the  cellars  may  be  good  ! 
"  The  garden — that  muft  be  new  plann'd— 
"  Shall  thefe  old-fafliion'd  yew-trees  Hand? 
"   O'er  yonder  vacant  plot  fliall  rife 
"  The  flov^'ry  fhrub  of  thoufand  dyes  :— 
"  Yon  wall,  that  feels  the  fouthern  ray, 
"  Shall  blulh  with  ruddy  fruitage  gay : 
"  While  thick  beneath  its  afpecSt  warm 
"  O'er  well-rang'd  hives  the  bees  fhall  fwarnij 
"  From  which,  ere  long,  of  golden  gleam 
"  Metheglin's  lufcious  juice  fhall  flream  . 
"  This  awkward  hut,  o'ergrown  v.'ith  ivy, 
"  We'll  alter  to  a  modern  privy  -. 
''Up  yon  green  flope,  of  hazel's  trim, 
"  An  avenue  fo  cool  and  dim, 
"  Shall  to  an  arbour,  at  the  end, 
"  In  fpite  of  gout,  entice  a  friend. 
"  My  predecefTor  lov'd  devotion — 
"  But  of  a  garden  had  no  notion."" 

Continuing  this  fantaftic  farce  on. 
He  now  commences  country  parfon. 
To  make  his  charafter  entire, 
Ke  weds — a  coufin  of  the  'fquire ; 
Not  over  weighty  in  the  purfc. 
Bat  many  doctors  have  done  worfe  : 
And  though  flie  boafls  no  charms  divin.;. 
Yet  fhe  can  carve  and  make  birch  wine. 

Thus  fixt,  content  he  taps  his  barrel. 
Exhorts  his  neighbours  not  to  quarrel ; 
Finds  his  church-wardens  have  difcerning 
Both  in  good  liquor  and  good  learning;         ■ 
With  tithes  his  barns  replete  he  fees. 
And  chuckles  o'er  his  furplice  fees; 
Studies  to  find  out  latent  dues. 
And  regulates  the  ftate  of  pews ; 
Rides  a  fleek  mare  with  purple  houfing, 
To  {hare  the  monthly  clubs  caroufing; 
Of  Oxford  pranks  facetious  tells, 
And — but  on  Sundays — hears  no  bells ; 
Sends  prefents  of  his  choicefl  fruit, 
And  prunes  himfelf  each  faplcfs  flioot ; 
Plants  coUiflow'rs,  and  boafls  to  real' 
The  carlieft  melons  of  the  year  j 
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Think;  alteration  charming  work  is, 
Keeps  Bantam  cocks,  and  feeds  his  turkles ; 
Builds  in  his  copfe  a  fav'rite  bench. 
And  flores  the  pond  with  carp  and  tench.— 

But  ah  !  too  loon  his  thoughtlels  brcafh 
By  cares  dom.efl;ic  is  oppreft; 
And  a  third  butcher's  bill,  and  brewing, 
Threaten  inevitable  ruin  : 
For  children  frefli  expences  yet. 
And  Dicky  now  for  I'chool  is  fit. 

Why  did  1  fell  my  college  life 

(He  cries)  for  benefice  and  wife? 

Return,  ye  days  !  when  endlefs  pleafure 

I  found  in  reading,  or  in  leifure ! 
'  When  calm  around  the  common  room 

I  pi'.fF'd  my  daily  pipe's  perfume  ! 

Rode  for  a  ilomach,  and  infpeiSltd, 

*  At  annual  bottlings,  corks  feleiied  : 

'  And  din'd  untax'd,  untroubled,  under 
The  portrait  of  our  pious  founder! 
When  impofitions  were  fupplyd 
To  light  my  pipe — or  fooch  my  pride — 
No  cares  were  then  for  forward  peas 
A  yearly-louging  wife  to  pleafe  ; 

''  My  thoughts  no  chriil'ning  dinners  crofl, 

'  No  children  cry'd  for  butter'd  toafl ; 

'  And  ev'ry  night  I  went  to  bed, 

*  Without  a  modus  in  my  head!" 
Oh  !  trifling  head,  and  fickle  heart  1 

Chagrin'd  at  whatfoe'er  thou  art ; 

A  dupe  to  follies  yet  untry'd, 

And  fick  of  pleafures,  fcarce  enjoy'd  ! 

Each  prize  polTefs'd,  thy  tranfport  ceafes, 

And  in  purfuit  alone  it  pleafes. 

PROLOGUE 

ON    THE   OLD   WINCHESTER   PLAYHOUSE,  OVER 

THE  butcher's  shambles. 

Whoe'er  our  flagc  examines,  mufl  excufe 
The  wond'rous  (hifts  of  the  dramatic  mufe; 
Then  kindly  liilen,  while  the  prologue  rambles 
From  wit  to  beef,  from  Shakfpeare  to  the  {ham- 

bles ; 
Divided  only  by  one  flight  of  flairs, 
The  monarc'n  fwaggers,  and  the  butcher  fwears ! 
Quick  the  tranfition  when  the  curtain  drops. 
From  meek  jMouimia's  moans  to  mutton-chops  ! 
"While  for  Lothario's  lofs  Lavinia  cries, 
Old  women  fcold,  and  dealers  d — n  your  eyes ! 
Here  Juliet  liftcns  to  the  gentle  lark. 
There  in  harfh  chorus  hungry  bull-dogs  bark. 
Cleavers  and  fcyniitars  give  blow  for  blow, 
And  heroes  bleed  above,  and  fhtep  below  ! 
While  tragic  thunders  fliake  the  pit  and  box, 
Rebellows  to  the  roar  the  llaggering  ox. 
Cow-hi.rns  and  trumpets  mix  their  martial  tones, 
Kidnies  and  kings,  mouthing  and  marrow-bones, 
buet  and  fighs,  blank  verfe  and  blood  abound. 
And  form  a  tragi-comedy  around. 
With  weeping  lovers,  dying  calves  complam, 
Confufion  reigns— chaos  is  come  again  ! 
Hither  your  ft-rr-lyards,  buichers,  bring,  to  weigh 
The  pound  cf  flefh,  Anthonio's  bond  mufl  pay ! 
Hithet  your  knives,  ye  Chnftians,  clad  in  blue, 
Biing  to  be  -yyhetted  by  the  ruthlefs  Jew ! 


Hard  is  our  lot,  who,  feldom  doom'd  to  eat, 
Call  a  Iheep's-eye  on  this  forbidden  meat — 
Gaze  on  furloins,  which  ah  !  we  cannot  carve, 
And  in  the  midfl  of  legs  of  mutton — flarve  I 
But  would  you  to  our  houfe  in  crowds  repair. 
Ye  gen'rous  captains,  and  ye  bloommg  fair. 
The  fate  of  Tamalus  we  fliould  not  fear, 
Nor  pine  for  a  rcpail  that  is  fo  near. 
Monarchs  no  more  would  fupperlefs  remain, 
Nor  pregnant  queens  for  cutlets  long  in  vaiH. 

A  PASTORAL 

IN    THE    MANMER    OF    SPENSER, 
From  'Theocritus.     Idyll.  XX. 

As  late  I  flrove  Lucilla's  lip  to  kifs, 
She  with  difcurtefee  reprov  d  my  will; 
Doft  thou,  file  faid,  affect  fo  pleafant  blefs, 
A  fimple  Ihepherd,  and  a  lofcll  vile  ? 
Not  fancy's  hand  Should  join  my  courtly  lip 
To  thine,  as  I  myfelf  were  fafl  afleep. 

As  thus  Ihe  fpake,  full  proud  and  boafling  laffe, 

And  as  a  peacocke  pearke,  in  dalliance 

She  bragly  turned  her  ungentle  face. 

And  all  difdaining  ey'd  my  fhape  afkaunce  : 

But  I  did  blufh,  with  grief  and  fhame  yblent. 

Like  morning-rofe  with  hoary  dewe  befprent- 

Tell  me, my  fellows  all,  am  I  not  fair? 
Has  fell  cnchantrefs  blafted  all  my  charms  ? 
Whilom  mine  head  was  fleek  with  treffed  hayre. 
My  laughing  eyne  did  fhoot  out  love's  al.irms  ; 
E'en  Kate  did  deemen  me  the  fairefl  fwain. 
When  erfl  I  won  this  girdle  on  the  plain. 

My  lip  with  vermil  was  embelliflied. 

My  bagpipes  notes  loud  and  delicious  were. 

The  milk-white  lilly,  and  the  rofe  fo  red. 

Did  on  my  face  depeinten  lively  cheere. 

My  voice  as  foote  as  mounting  larke  did  rhrill. 

My  look  was  blythe  as  Marg'ret's  at  the  n.ill. 

But  flie  forfooth,  more  fair  than  Madge  or  Kate, 
A  dainty  maid,  did  deign  not  fliepherd's  love; 
Nor  w'fi.  what  Thenot  told  us  fwains«f  late; 
That  Venus  fought  a  fliepherd  in  a  grove ; 
Nor  that  a  heav'nly  god  v/ho  Phrebus  hight, 
To  tend  his  flock  with  fiiepherds  did  delio-ht.p— 
Ah  !  'tis  that  Venus  with  accurft  defpight, 
That  all  my  dolour,  and  my  Ihame  has  made! 
Nor  does  remembrance  of  her  own  delio-ht. 
For  nil  one  drop  of  pity  fweet  perfuade  ? 
Aye  hence  the  glowing  rapture  may  Ihe  mifs. 
Like  me  be  fcorn'd,  nor  ever  tafte  a  kifs. 

ODE 

ON    THE    APPROACH    OF     SUMMER. 

"  Te  dea,  te  fugiunt  venti,  te  nubila  cceli, 

"  Adventumquc  tuum ;  tibi  fuaveis  dadala  tel- 

"  lus 
"  Submittit  flores;  tibi  vident  aquora  ponti; 
"  Placatumque  nitet  diffuib  lumine  caelum." 

LUCRETIUS. 

Hence,  iron-fcepter'd  Winter,  ha,fte 
To  bleak  Siberiap  walle  ! 
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Hafte  to  thy  polar  folitude; 

Mid  cataracfls  of  ice,  [rude, 

Whofe  torrents  dumb  are  ftretch'd  in  fragments 

From  many  an  airy  precipice, 
Wiiere,  ever  beat  by  fleety  fhow'rs, 
Thy  gloomy  Gothic  caftle  tovv'rs ; 
Amid  whofe  howling  aifles  and  halls, 
Whsre  no  gay  funbeam  paints  the' walls, 
On  ebon  throne  thou  lov'ft  to  fiiroud 
Thy  brows  in  many  a  murky  cloud. 
E'en  now,  before  the  vernal  heat. 
Sullen  I  fee  thy  train  retreat :  ,  . 
Thy  ruthlefshofl  flein  ]-iiri:s  guides, 
That  on  a  ravenous  tiger  rides, 
Dim-figur'd  on  whofe  robe  are  Ihown 
Shipwrecks,  and  villages  o'erthrown  ; 
Grim  Aufter,  drooping  all  with  dew. 
In  mantle  clad  of  watchet  hue : 
And  cold,  like  Zemblan  favage  feen. 
Still  threatening  with  his  arrows  keen  ; 
A^nd  next,  in  furry  coat  embofl 
With  ificles,  his  brother  Frofl. 

Winter  farewell  thy  forefts  hoar. 
Thy  frozen  floods  delight  no  more  ; 
Tarewf  1  the  fields,  fo  bare  and  wild  I 
But  come  thou  rofe-cheek'd  cherub  mild, 
Sweetsft  Summ.er  !  halle  thee  here. 
Once  more  to  crown  the  gladden'd  year. 
I'hee  April  blithe,  as  long  of  yore, 
Bermudas'  lawns  he  fro'-Zd  o'er, 
"Wih  raufky  neibr-trickling wing, 
(In  the  new  world's  firft  dawning  fpring), 
To  gather  balm  of  choicefi-  dews. 
And  patterns  fair  of  various  hues, 
With  which  to  paint  in  changeful  dyer, 
Theyourhfc.l  earth's  embroidery; 
To  cull  the  effcnce  of  rich  fmells 
In  which  to  dip  his  new-born  bells ; 
Thee,  as  he  fkim'd  with  pinions  fleet. 
He  found  an  infant,  fmiling  fweet ; 
Where  a  tall  citron's  fhade  embrown'd 
The  foft  lap  of  the  fragrant  ground. 
There  on  an  amaranthine  bed 
Thee  with  rare  neftarine  fruits  he  fed  ; 
Till  foon  beneath  his  forming  care, 
You  bloom'd  a  goddefs  debonair; 
And  then  he  gave  the  bleffed  ifle 
Aye  to  be  fway'd  beneath  thy  fmile  : 
There  plac'd  thy  green  and  graffy  flirine, 
With  myrtle  bower'd  and  jefiamine  : 
And  to  thy  care  the  taik  aiTign'd 

With  quickening  hand,  and  nurture  kind, 

His  rofeat  infant-births  to  rear. 

Till  Autumn's  mellowing  reign  appear. 
Hafle  thee,  nymph !  and  hand  in  hand. 

With  thee  lead  a  buxom  band ; 

Bring  fantaftic- footed  Joy, 

With  Sport,  that  yellow-treffed  boy. 

I.eifure,  that  through  the  balmy  iky, 

Chafes  a  crimfon  butterfly. 

Bring  Health  that  loves  in  early  dawn 

To  meet  the  milk-maid  on  the  lawn  ; 

Bring  Pleafure,  rural  nymph,  and  Peace, 

Meek,  cottage-loving  Ihepherdefs ! 

And  that  fweet  flripling,  Zephyr,  bring, 

Light,  and  for  ever  on  the  wing. 

Bring  the  dear  mufe,  that  loves  to  lean 

On  river-margins,  molTy  green. 


But  who  Is  Ihe,  that  bears  thy  traiBj 
Pacing  light  the  velvet  plain  ? 
The  pale  pink  binds  her  auburn  hair. 
Her  treffes  flow  with  paltoral  air  ; 

'Tis  May,  the  grace confeil  (he  flands 

By  branch  of  hawthorn  in  her  hands: 
Lo !  near  her  trip  the  lightfome  dews, 
Their  wings  all-ting'd  in  Iris-hues; 
With  whom  the  pow'rs  of  Flora  play, 
And  paint  with  panfies  all  the  way. 

Oft  when  thy  feafon,  fweetefl  queen. 
Has  dreft  the  groves  in  liv'ry  green ; 
When  in  each  fair  and  fertile  field 
Beauty  begins  her  bow'r  to  build ; 
While  evening,  vcil'd  in  fliadows  brown, 
Puts  her  matron-mantle  on, 
And  mifls  in  fpreading  fleams  convey 
More  frefli  the  fumes  of  new-fliorn  hay; 
■J<hen,  goddefs,  guide  my  pilgiim  feet 
Contemplation  hoar  to  meet. 
As  flow  he  winds  in  mufeful  mood. 
Near  the  rufh'd  marge  of  Cherwell's  flood  i 
Or  o'er  old  Avon's  magic  edge. 
Whence  Shakfpeare  cuU'd  tlie  fpiky  fedge, 
All  playful  yet,  in  years  unripe, 
To  frame  a  flirill  and  Ample  pipe. 
There  through  the  dufk  but  dimly  feen. 
Sweet  ev'ning  obje<5ts  intervene  : 
His  wattled  cotes  the  fhepherd  plants, 
Beneath  her  ehn  the  milk-maid  chants. 
The  woodman,  fpeeding  home,  a  while 
Refls  him  at  a  fhady  ftile. 
Nor  wants  there  fragrance  to  difpenfe 
Rcfreftirnent  o'er  my  foothed  fenie  ; 
Nor  tangled  woodbines  balmy  bloom. 
Nor  grafs  befprent  to  breathe  perfume '. 
Nor  lurking  wild-thyme's  fpicy  fweet 
To  bathe  in  dev/  my  roving  feet : 
Nor  wants  there  note  of  Philomel, 
Nor  found  of  diftant-tinkling  bell : 
Nor  lowings  faint  of  herds  remote. 
Nor  mafliff's  bark  from  bofom'd  cot; 
Ruftle  the  breezes  lightly  borne 
Or  deep  embattel'd  ears  of  corn  : 
Round  ancient  elm,  with  humming  noife. 
Full  loud  the  chaffer-fwarms  rejoice. 
Meantime,  a  thoufand  dves  inveft 
The  ruby  chambers  of  the  Wefl  ! 
That  all  aflant  the  village  tow'r 
A  mild  rcflcd:ed  radiance  pour, 
Wjiile,  with  the  level-ftrcaming  rays 
Far  feen  its  arched  windows  blaze  :  * 

And  the  tall  grove's  green  top  is  dight 
In  ruffct  tints,  and  gleams  of  light: 
So  that  the  gay  fcene  by  degrees 
Bathes  my  blithe  heart  in  ecftafies  ; 
And  fancy  to  my  ravifli'd  fight 
Portrays  her  kindred  vifions  bright. 
At  length  the  parting  light  fubdues 
A'ly  foften'd  foul  to  calmer  views, 
And  fainter  fhapes  of  penfivc  joy. 
As  twilight  dawns,  my  mind  employ, 
Till  from  the  path  I  fondly  ftray 
In  mufings  lapt,  nor  heed  the  way  ; 
Wandering  through  the  landfcapc  flill. 
Till  melancholy  has  her  fill ; 
And  on  each  mofs-wove  border  daTnp» 
The  glow  worm  hangs  his  fairy  lamp,. 


MIS 

'Bv.l  when  the  fun,  at  noon-tide  liour, 
Sits  throned  in  his  highed:  tow'r; 
Me,  hearc-ri;joicing  godd^jfs,  lead 
To  the  tann'd  hay-cock  in  the  mead  : 
To  mix  in  rural  mood  among- 
The  nymphs  ;ind  fvvaitis,  a  bufy  throng  ; 
Or,  iM>  the  tepid  odours  breathe, 
'The  rulfet  piles  to  lean  beneath: 
There  as  my  liftler>  limbs  are  thrown 
On  couch  more  foft  than  palace  down ; 
I  li'.ten  to  the  bufy  found 
Of  mirth  and  toil  that  hums  around; 
And  fee  the  team  Ih rill-tinkling:  pafs, 
Alternate  o'er  the  fiirrowM  gr^li. 

But  ever,  after  fumnicr-ihow'r, 
When  the  bright  fun's  returning;  pow'r, 
With  laughing-  beam  has  chas'd  the  ftorm, 
An  J  cheered  reviving  nature's  form  ; 
By  f.veet-brier  hedges,  bath'd  in  dew, 
Let  ir.e  my  v.'holefome  path  purfue  ; 
There  ifiuing  forch  the  frequent  fnail, 
Wears  the  dank  way  with  llimy  trail, 
While  as  I  walk,  from  pearled  bulh. 
The  funny-fparkling  drop  I  brufh, 
Anl  all  the  landfcape  fair  I  view 
Clad  in  robe  of  frefher  hue  ; 
And  fo  loud  the  black -bird  fings, 
That  far  and  near  the  valley  rings. 
From  (helter  deep  of  ihr.ggy  rock 
The  fhepherd  drives  his  joyful  flock  ; 
From  bowering-  beech  the  mo.ver  blithe 
Witli  new-born  vigour  grafps  the  fcythe  ; 
While  o'er  the  fmooth  unbounded  meads 
His  bft  faint  gleam  the  rainbow  fpreads. 

But  ever  againft  reftlefs  heat, 
Bear  me  to  the  rock-arch'd  feat, 
O'er  whofe  dim  mouth  an  ivy'd  oak 
Hangs  nodding  from  the  low-b:ovv'd  rockt 
Haunted  by  that  chafte  nymph  alone, 
Whrjfe  v.aters  cleave  the  fmoothed  flone ; 
Which,  as  they  gufli  upon  the  ground, 
Still  fcatter  mifty  dews  around  : 
A  ruftic,  wild,  grotefque  alcove, 
hs  fide  with  mantling  v/oodbines  •wove; 
Cool  is  the  cave  where  Cilo  dwells, 
Whence  Helicon's  frefh  fountain  wells  ; 
Or  noon-tide  grot  where  fylvan  fleeps 
In  hoar  Lycsum's  piny  fteeps. 

Mr,  goddefs,  in  fuch  cavern  lay. 
While  all  without  is  fcorch'd  in  day  ; 
Sort  fghs  the  weary  fv/ain;  beneath 
His  with'ring  hawthorn  on  the  heath  ; 
The  drooping  hedger  wifnes  eve. 
In  vam,  of  labour  ihort  reprieve  ! 
Meantime  r.n  Afric's  glowing  fands 
Smote  v/ith  keen  heat,  rhe  trav'Uer  ftands : 
Low  finks  his  heart,  while  round  his  eye 
Meafures  the  fcenes  thai  boundlefs  lie, 
Ne'er  yet  by  foot  of  mortal  worn, 
Where' thiril,  wan  pilgrim,  walks  forlorn. 
Ho-iv  does  he  wilh  fome  coohng  -wave 
To  flake  his  lips,  or  limbs  to  lave  !  . 
And  thinks,  in  every  v.'hiXptr  low. 
He  hears  a  burfling  fountain  flow. 

Or  bear  me  to  yon  antique  wood, 
Dim  temple  of  fage  folitude ! 
There  within  a  nook  mofl  dark, 
Where  none  my  mufing  jr.ood  njay  mark ; 
Vol.  XI. 
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Let  me  in  many  a  whifper'd  rite 
The  genius  old  of  Greece  invite, 
With  that  fair  wreath  my  brows  to  blna^ 
Which  for  his  chofen  imps  he  twin  d, 
Well  nurtur'd  m  Pieri,in  lore, 

On  clear  lUllus  liureate  tligre- 

rill  high  on  vvaviug  iicft  reclin'd, 
rhe  raven  wakes  my  tranced  mind  1 

Or  to  the  forelt-fringed  vale, 
Where  widow'd  turtles  love  'o  wail, 
V\''here  cowUips  clad  in  maiirle  meek. 
Nod  th.-ir  tall  heads  to  breezes  weak  : 
In  the  midft,  with  fedges  gray 
Crown'd,  a  fcanf  riv'let  winds  its  way, 
And  trembling  through  the  weedy  wreaths^ 
Around  an  oozy  freflmeii  breathes. 
O'er  the  folitary  green. 
Nor  cot>  nor  loitering  hind  is  feen: 
Nor  aught  alarms  the  mute  reixjfe. 
Save  that  by  fits  an  heifer  lows: 
A  fcene  might  tempt  foine  peaceful  fage 
To  rear  him  a  lone  hermitage  ; 
Fit  place  his  penfive  e!d  might  choofe 
On  virtue's  holy  lore  to  mufe. 

Yet  hill  the  fultry  noon  t'  apoeafe 
Some  more  romantic  fcene  might  pleafe  J 
Or  fairy  bank,  or  magic  lawn, 
By  Sj)enfer's  lavilh  pencil  drawn. 
Or  bow'rin  Vallambrofa's  Ihade, 
By  legendary  pens  pourtray'd. 
Halle  let  Uie  ihrowd  from  painful  light, 
On  that  hoar  hill's  aerial  height, 
In  folemn  ftate,  where  waving  wide, 
Thick'pines  with  dark'ning  umbrage  hide 
The  rugged  vaults,  and  riven  tow'rs 
Of  that  proud  caltle's  painted  bow'rs, 
Whence  Hardyknute,  a  baron  bold. 
In  Scotland's  martial  days  of  old, 
Delcended  from  the  ftately  feaft, 
Begirt  with  many  a  warrior  gueft, 
To  quell  the  prid»of  Norway's  king, 
With  quiv'ring  lance  and  twanging  Itring', 
As  through  the  caverns  dim  I  wind, 
Might  I  that  holy  legend  find, 
By  fairies  fpelt  in  mylHc  rhymes, 
To  teach  inquiring  later  times, 
What  open  force,  or  fecret  guile, 
Dalh'd  into  dnft  the  folemn  pile. 

But  when  mild  morn  in  faftron  ftole 
Firlt  liTt'es  from  her  caftern  goal. 
Let  not  my  due  feet  fail  to  climb 
Sonic  breezy  fummit's  browfublime, 
Whence  nature's  univerfal  face, 
lUumin'd  fmileswith  new-born  grace; 
1  he  mifty  ftreams  that  wind  below, 
With  filver-fparkling  lufire  glow; 
The  groves  and  caftle(i  clilT^  appear 
Inveited  ail  in  radiance  clear  ; 
O  '■   every  village  charm  bf^neath  ! 
The  fmoke  th-it  mounts  in  azure  wreath  I 
O  beauteous  rui:al  inteich-inge  I 
The  fimple  fpire.  and  elmv  grange  ! 
Content,  indulging  blifsful  hours, 
Whiftles  o'er  the  fragrai.t  fiow'rs, 
\nd  cattle  rouz'a  to  pafture  new, 
Shake  iccund  from  their  fides  the  devT« 
3Z 
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'Tis  thou  alone,  0  Summer  mild, 
Canft  bid  me  carol  wood-notes  wild: 
Whene'er  I  view  thy  genial  Icenes, 
Thy  waving  woods,  embroider'd  greens, 
What  fires  within  my  bofom  wake, 
How  glows  my  mind  the  reed  to  take  1 
W'hat  charms  like  thine  the  mufe  can  call, 
With  whom  'ris  youth  and  laughter  all ; 
With  whom  each  field's  a  paradife. 
And  all  the  globe  a  boWr  of  blifsl 
With  thee  converfing  all  the  day, 
I  meditate  my  lightfome  lay. 
Thefe  pedant  cluifters  let  me  leave, 
To  brea'he  my  votive  fong  at  eve. 
In  valleys  where  mild  whifpers  ufe. 
Of  ihade  and  lUeam,  to  court  the  mufe, 
While  wand'ring  o'er  the  brook's  dim  verge, 
I  hear  the  ftock-dovc's  dying  dirge. 

But  when  life's  bufier  fcene  is  o'er. 
And  age  fliall  give  the  treiTes  hoar, 
I'd  fly  foft  luxury's  marble  dome. 
And  make  an  humble  thatch  my  home. 
Which  Hoping  hills  around  enclofe, 
AVhere  many  a  beech  and  brown  oak  grows; 
Beneath  wliofe  dark  and  branching  bovv'rs 
Its  tides  a  far-fam'd  river  pours : 
By  nature's  beauties  taught  to  pleafe, 
Sweet  Tufculane  of  rural  eafe  1 
Still  grot  of  peace  I  in  lowly  flied 
Who  loves  to  reft  her  gentle  head. 
For  not  the  fcenes  of  Attic  art 
Can  comfort  care,  or  footh  the  heart : 
Nor  burning  cheek,  nor  wakeful  eye,  ' 

For  gold,  and  Tyrian  purple  fly. 

Thither,  kind  Heav'n,  in  pity  lent, 
Send  me  a  little,  and  content; 
The  faithful  friend,  and  cheerful  night. 
The  focial  fcene  of  dear  delight : 
The  confcience  pure,  the  temper  gay, 
The  mufing  eve,  and  idle  day. 
Give  me  beneath  cool  (hades  to  fit, 
Rapt  with  the  charms  of  claffic  wit; 
To  catch  the  bold  heroic  flame, 
That  built  immortal  Grsecia's  fame. 
Nor  let  me  fail,  meantime,  to  raife 
The  folemn  fong  to  Britain's  praife  : 
To  fpurnthe  fliepherd's  Ample  reeds 
And  paint  heroic  ancient  deeds  : 
To  chaunt  fam'd  Arthur's  magic  tale, 
And  Jidward,  ftern  in  fable  mail ; 
Or  wand'ring  Brutus'  lawlefs  doom. 
Or  brave  Bonduca,  fcourge  of  Rome. 

O  ever  to  fweet  poefy, 
let  me  live  true  votary  '. 
She  lliall  lead  me  by  the  hand. 
Queen  of  fweet  fmiles,  and  folace  bland  I 
She  from  her  precious  ftores  fliall  flied 
Ambrolial  flow'rets  o'er  my  head  : 
She,  from  my  tender  youthful  cheek 
Can  wipe,  v/ith  lenient  finger  meek 
I'lie  fecret  and  unpitied  tear. 
Which  ftill  I  drop  in  darknefs  drear. 
She  fliall  be  my  blooming  bride, 
With  her,  as  years  fucce'flive  glide, 
I'll  hold  di vineft  dalliance. 
Forever  held  in  holy  iraace. 


ODE  FOR  MUSIC, 

As  performed  at  the  Theatre  in  Oxford,  on  the 
zd  of  "July  11  SI.  Being  the  Anniverfary  ap~ 
pointed  by  the  late  I-ord  Crenv,  Rijhop  cf  Dur- 
ham, for  the  Commemoration  of  EenefuBovs  to 
the  Univerfity, 

"  Quique  facerdotes  cafti,  dum  vita  manebat  ; 
"  Quique  pii  vates,  et  Phcebo  digna  locuti ; 
''  Inventas  aut  qui  vitam  excoluere  per  artes  ; 
"  Qj^'que  fui  memores  alios  tecere  merendo  ; 
"  Omnibus  hi!>" Virg. 

RECITATIVE  ACCOMP. 

Where  fliall  the  mufe,  tliat  on  the  facred  fliell, 
Oi  men  in  arts  and  arms  renown'd, 

The  folemn  ftrain  delit,hts  to  fwell; 

Oh  '.  where  fliall  Clio  choofe  a  race. 
Whom  fame  with  >  very  Lurel.  every  grace. 
Like  thofa  of  Albion's  en\fied  ifle,  has  crown'd  ? 

CHORUS. 

Daughter  and  miftrefs  of  the  fea, 

All-honour'd  Albion  hail '. 
Where'er  thy  commerce  fpreads  the  fwelling  fail. 
Ne'er  fliall  flie  find  a  land  like  thee, 
So  brave,  fo  learned,  and  fo  free ; 

All-honour'd  Albion,  hail  1 

RECITATIVE. 

But  in  this  princely  land  of  all  that's  good  and 
great. 
Would  Clio  feek  the  moft  diftinguifli'd  feat, 
Moit  bleft,  where  all  is  fo  fublimely  bleft. 
That  with  fupericr  grace  o'erlooksthe  reft, 
Like  a  rich  gem  in  circling  gold  enfiirin'd; 

AIR  I. 

Where  Ifis'  waters  wind 

Along  thefweeteft  fliore. 
That  ever  felt  fair  culture's  hands, 
Or  Spring's  embroider'd  mantle  wore, 
Lo  !  where  majeftic  Oxford  Hands ; 

CHORUS. 

Virtue's  awful  throne  I 
Wifdom's  immortal  fource  I 

RECITATIVE. 

Thee  well  her  baft  belov'd  may  boafting  Albion 
own, 
"VV^hence  each  fair  purpofe  of  ingenious  praife, 
All  that  in  thought  or  deed  divine  is  deem'd, 

In  one  unbounded  tide,  one  unremitted  courfe. 
From  age  to  age  has  ftill  fucceffive  ftream'd; 
Where  learning  and  where  liberty  have  iiurft. 
For  thofe  that  in  their  ranks  have  flione  the  firft, 

Theirmoftluuxriant  growth  of  ever-blooming  bays> 

RECITATIVE    ACCOMP. 

In  ancient  days,  when  flie,  the  queen  endu'd 
With  more  than  female  fortitude, 

Bonduca  led  her  painted  ranks  to  fight; 

Oft  times,  in  adamantine  arms  array'd, 

Pallas  defcended  from  the  realms  of  light» 

Imperial  Britonefs  !  thy  kindred  aid. 

As  once,  all-glowing  from  the  well-fought  day^ 
The  goddefs  fought  a  cooling  ftream. 

By  chance,  inviting  with  their  glafly  gleam. 

Fair  His  waters  flow'd  not  far  awa/. 
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Eager  flie  viewM  the  wave, 
On  the  cool  bank  flie  bar'd  her  breaft, 
To  the  foft  gale  her  locks  ambrofidl  gave ; 
And  thus  the  wafry  nymph  addreft : 
AIR.  ir. 
"  Hear,  gentle  nymph,  whoe'er  thou  art, 
"  Thy  tweet  refrediing  ftores  impart : 
"  A  goddefi  from  thy  moffy  brink 
"  Alks  of  thy  cryltal  Itream  to  drink  : 
"  Lo  1  Pallas  alks  the  friendly  gift ; 
*'  Thy  coral-crowned  trefles  lift, 
"  Rife  from  the  wave,  propitious  pow'r. 
"  O  liften  from  thy  pearly  bow'r." 

RECITATIV5- 

Her  accents  Ifiscalm  attention  caught. 
As  lonefome  in  her  fecret  cell, 
In  ever-varying  hues,  as  mimic  fancy  taught, 
She  rang'd  the  many-tincflur'd  fliell : 

Then  from  her  work  arofe  the  Nais  mild  ; 

AIR    III. 

She  rofe,  and  fweetly  fmil'd 
With  many  a  lovely  look, 
That  whifper'd  foft  confent : 

RhCITATIVE. 

She  fmil'd,  and  gave  the  goddefs  in  her  flood 
To  dip  her  calk,  though  dy'd  in  recent  blood  j 
While  Pallas,  as  the  boon  flie  took, 
Thus  pour'd  the  grateful  fentiment : 

AIR  IV. 

"  For  this  thy  flood  the  faireft  name 

"  Of  all  Britannia's  il reams  lliall  glide, 

"  Beft.  fav'rite  of  the  Ions  of  fame, 

"  Of  ev'ry  tuneful  breaft  the  pride  ; 

"  For  on  thy  borders,  bounteous  queen, 

*'  Where  now  the  cowflip  paints  the  grcea 

"  With  unregarded  giace, 
"  Her  wanton  herds  where  nature  feeds, 
"  As  lonefome  on  the  breezy  reeds 

"  She  bends  her  filent  pace  ; 
"  Lo  !   there,  to  wifdom's  goddefs  dear, 
"  A  far-fam'd  city  iliall  her  turrets  rear, 

RECITATIVE. 

*'  There  all  her  force  Ihall  Pallas  prove ; 
"  Of  claffic  leaf  with  every  crown, 
"  Each  olive,  meed  of  old  renown, 
*'  Each  ancient  wreath,  which  Athens  wove, 
*'  I'll  bid  her  blooming  bow'rs  abound  ; 
"  And  Oxford's  facred  feats  fliall  tow'r 
*'  To  thee,  mild  Nais  of  the  llood, 
"  The  trophy  of  my  gratitude  I 
"  The  temple  of  my  puw'i  1" 

RECITATIVE. 

Nor  was  the  pious  promife  vain  ; 

Soon  illuftrious  Alfred  came. 
And  pitch'd  fair  wifdom'o  tent  on  liu'  plenteous 

plain. 
Alfred,  on  thee  Ihall  all  the  mufcs  wait, 

AIR  V.    AND  CHORUS. 

Alfred,  majeftic  name, 

Of  all  our  praife  the  fpring  ! 

Thee  all  thy  fons  fliall  fmg, 
Deck'd  with  the  martial  and  the  civic  wreath : 
In  notes  moft  awful  Ihall  the  trumpet  breath 
To  thee,   great  Rcmulus  of  learning's    richeft 

itate, 


RECITATIVE. 

Nor  Alfred's  bounteous  hand  alone, 
Oxford,  thy  rifing  temples  own  : 
Soon  many  a  fage  munificent. 
The  prince,  the  prelate,  laurel-crowned  ctowd, 
Their  ample  boanty  lent 
To  build  the  beauteous  monument, 
That  Pallas  vow'd. 

RECITATIVE  ACCOMP. 

And  now  flie  lifts  her  head  fublime, 

Majeftic  in  the  mol's  of  time  ; 

Nor  wants  there  Grecia's  better  part; 

'iVlid  the  proud  piles  of  ancient  art, 

Whofe  fretted  fpires,  with  ruder  hand, 

Wainflet  and  Wickham  bravely  plann'd; 

Nor  decent  Doric  to  difpenfe 

New  charms  'mid  old  magnificence  ; 

And  here  and  there  foft  Corinth  weaves 

Her  dadal  coronet  of  leaves; 

DUET.  [the  (k^; 

While,  as  with  rival  pride  their  tow'rs  invadd 
RadcIifFe  and  Bodley  feem  to  vie, 
Which  ihall  deferve  the  foremoft  place. 
Or  Gothic  ftrength,  or  Attic  grace. 

RECITATIVE, 

O  Ifis  I  ever  will  I  chaunt  thy  praife  : 

Not  that  thy  fons  have  ftruck  the  golden  lyrft 

With  hands  raoft  Ikilfui;    have  their  brows  eni 

tvvin'd 
With  every  faireft  flower  of  Helicon, 
The  fweeteft  fwans  of  all  th'  harmonious  choir  j 

And  bade  the  mufing  mind 
Of  every  fcience  pierce  the  pathlefs  tvays, 
And  from  the  relt  the  wreath  of  wifdom  won ; 

AIR  VI. 

But  that  thy  fons  have  dar'd  to  feel 
For  freedom's  caufe  a  facred  zeal; 
With  BritiHi  breaft,  and  patriot  pride, 
Have  ftill  corruption's  cup  defy'd  ; 
In  dangerous  days  untaught  to  fear. 
Have  held  the  name  of  honour  dear. 

RECITATIVE. 

But  chief  on  this  illuftrious  day, 
The  niufe  her  loudeft  Pa2ans  loves  to  pay. 
Eiewhile  flie  ftrove  with  accents  weak 
In  vain  to  build  the  lofty  rhyme  ; 
At  length,  by  better  days  of  bounty  cheer'd, 
She  dares  unfold  her  wing. 

AIR  VII. 

Hail  hour  of  tranfport  moft  fublime  '. 

In  which,  the  man  rever'd, 
Imniortal  Crew  commands  to  fing. 
And  gives  the  pipe  to  breathe,  the  ftring  to  fpeal;< 

CHORUS. 

Bleft  prelate,  hail ! 
Moft  pious  patron,  raoft  triumphant  theme  ' 
From  whofe  auipicious  hand 
On  His'  tow'rs  new  beauties  beam, 
New  praile  her  nulling  fathers  gain  5 
Immortal  Crew  I 
Bleft  prelate,  hail ! 

RECITATIVE. 

E'en  now  fir'd  fancy  lees  thee  lea^ 
To  fame's  high-feated  fane 

The  fliouting  band  1 
O'er  every  hallowed  head 
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Fame's  cTioicefl  wreaths  flie  fees  thee.fpread: 
Alfredjfuperior  fmiles  the  iolemn  fcene  to  view  ; 
Ais  viir. 
And  bids  the  goddefs  lift 

Rer  loudeft  triim|:iet  to  proclaim, 
O  Crew,  tny  confecrnttd  gift. 
And  echo  with  his  own  in  focial  ftrains  thy  name. 
[Chorus  repeated. 

ODE 

FOR    THE    NEW-YEAK,    I7S6*. 

"  Dear  to  Jove,  n  genial  ifle, 
*'  Crowns  the  broad  Atlantic  wave; 
"  The  fealons  there  in  mild  afl'ecnblage  fmile, 
"  And  vernal  blolFoms  clothe  the  fruitful  prime  : 
"  There,  in  many  a  fragrant  cave, 
"  Dwell  the  fpirits  of  the  brave,      T- 
"  And  braid  with  amaranth  their  brows  iublime." 

So  feign'd  the  Grecian  bards  of  yore  ; 
And  veil'd  in  fable's  fancy- woven  vefl 

A  vifionary  fhore. 
That  faintly  gleam'd  on  their  prophetic  eye 
Through  the  dark  volume  of  futurity  : 
Nor  knf?w  that  in  the  bright  attire  they  dreft 

Albion,  the  green-hair'd  heroine  of  the  weft: 
Ere  yet  flie  claim'd  old  ocean's  high  com.mand. 
And  fnatch'd  the  trident  from  the  tyrant's  hand. 

Vainly  flow'd  the  myftic  rhyme  ? 

Mark  the  deeds  from  age  to  age. 

That  fill  her  trophy-piiflur'd  page  : 

And  fee,  with  all  its  ftrength,  untam'd  by  time, 
Still  glows  her  valour's  veteran  rage, 
O'er  Calpe's  clifls,  and  fteepy  tow'rs, 
When  ftream'd  the  red  I'ulphureous  fliowers. 

And  death's  own  hand  the  drr.ad  artillery  threw  ; 
While  fan  along  the  midnij<ht  main 

Its  glaring  arch  the  flaming  volley  drew: 
How  trinmph'd  Elliot's  patient  train, 
Baffling  their  vain  confederate  foes! 

And  met  the  unwonted  fight's  terrific  form  ; 

And  hurling  back  the  burning  war,  arofe 
Superior  to  the  fiery  Itorm  F 

Is  there  an  ocean,  that  forgets  to  roll 
Beneath  the  torpid  pole  ; 

Nor  to  the  brooding  temped  heaves  ? 
Her  hardy  keel  the  ffubborn  billow  cleaves, 
The  rugged  Neptune  of  the  wintr'y  brir.e 
In  vain  his  adamantine  breaft-plate  wears; 

To  learch  coy  nature's  guarded  mine. 
She  burlls  the  barriers  of  th'  indignant  ice  ; 
O'^r  funlcf^  l)ays  the  beam  of  fcience  bears  : 
And  rouzing  far  around  the  polar  deep. 

Where  Drake's  bold  enfi.'ins  fear'd  to  fweep, 
She  fees  new  nations  dock  to  fome  fell  facrifice. 

She  fjjceds,  at  George's  fnge  command, 

Soci'jty  trom  deep  to  deep, 
And  zone  to  zone  (he  binds ; 
From  fiiore  to  Ihore,  o'er  every  land, 
'i'lie  golden  chain  of  commerce  winds. 

ATcantimc  her  patriot-cares  explore 
Her  own  rich  woof's  exhauftlefs  ftore  ; 

*  7l;e  author  Lei//^  Toct  LaureaU 
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Her  native  fleece  new  fervoair  feel*,    ,_ 

And  wakens  all  its  whirling  wheels, 

And  mocks  the  rainbow's  radiant  dye  ; 
More  wide  the  labours  of  the  loom  flie  fpreads, 
III  firmer  bands  domeftic  commerce  weds. 
And  calls  her  fifter-ifle  to  fliare  the  tie  : 

Nor  heeds  the  violence  that  broke 
From  filial  realms  her  old  parental  yoke  I 

Her  cities,  throng'd  with  many  an  Attic  domej 
Afl:  not  the  banner'd  baftion,  mafly  proof; 

Firm  as  the  ca (tie's  feudal  roof. 

Stands  the  Briton's  focial  home.—  \ 

Hear,  Gaul,  of  England's  liberty  the  lot ! 
Right,  order,  law,  proteft  her  fimplefl  plain  ; 
Norfcorn  to  guard  the  fliepherd's  nightly  told. 

And  watch  around  the  foreft  cot. 

With  confcious  certainty,  the  fwain 

Gives  to  the  ground  his  trolled  grain, 
With  eager  hope  the  reddening  harveft  eyes; 

And  claims  the  reap  autumnal  gold, 
The  meed  of  toil,  of  induftry  the  prize. 
For  ours  the  king,  who  boaftsa  parent's  praife» 

Whoie  hand  the  people's  fceptre  fvvays; 
Ouis  IS  the  fenate,  not  a  fpecious  name, 
Whofe  a<flive  plans  pervade  the  civil  frame. 
Where  bold  debate  its  nobleft  war  difplays. 
And,  in  the  kindling  ftrife,  unlocks  the  tide 
Of  manlieft  eloquence,  and  rolls  the  torrent  wide. 

Hence  then,  each  vain  complaint,  away. 

Each  captious  doubt,  and  cautious  fear  ! 
Nor  blaft  the  new-born  year. 
That  anxious  waits  the  Spring's  Qow-fliooting  ray: 
Nor  deem  that  Albion's  honours  ceafe  to  bloom. 

With  candid  glance  th'  impartial  mufe 

Iiivok'd  on  this  aufpicious  morn, 
i'he  prefent  leans,  the  diltant  fcene  purfues, 
And  breaks  opinion's  fpeciilative  gloom  : 
Interpreter  of  ages  yet  unborn. 
Full  right  fhe  fpells  the  chara(fbers  of  fate. 
That  Albion  ftill  (hall  keep  her  wonted  ft  ate ! 

Still,  in  eternal  ftory,  fliine. 

Of  vicftory  the  f^a-beat  ihrine  ; 

The  fource  of  every  fplendid  art, 
Of  old,  of  future  worlds,  the  utiiverfal  mart, 

ODE 

FOR   HIS  majesty's  BIRTH-DAY,  JUNE  4.  I786. 

When  freedom  nurs'd  her  native  fire 

In  ancient  Greece,  and  rul'd  the  lyre  ; 
Her  bards,  difdainful,  from  the  tyrant's  brow 

,The  tinfi^  gifts  of  flattery  tore  ; 
But  paid  to  guiltiefs  ])Ower  their  willing  vow: 

And  to  the  throne  of  virtuous  kings, 
Tempering  the  tune  of  their  vindictive  ftrings, 

From  truth's  unproi;ituted  fliore. 
The  fragrant  wreath  of  graiulation  bore. 

'Twas  thus  Alceus  finote  the  manly  chord) 

Aid  Pindar  on  the  Ferfian  lord 

His  notes  of  indignation  hurl'd, 
.^.nd  fpurn'd  the  minltrel  fl.ives  of  eaftern  fway, 
From  trembling  Thebes  extorting  confcious  fliamej 
But  o'er  the  diadem,  by  freedom's  flame 
lUum'd,  the  banner  of  renown  unfuri'd; 

Thus  to  his  Hiero  decreed, 
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RTotjgft  the  bold  cl^icftains  of  the  Pythian  game, 
The  brightell  verdure  of  Caftalia's  bay  ; 

And  gave  an  ampler  meej.! 
Of  Pifan  palms,  than  in  the  field  of  fame 
Were  w<nt  to  crown  tlie  car's  viifJorious  fpeed  : 
And  hail'd  his  fcepter'd  champion's  patriot  zeal, 
Who  mix'd  the  monarch's  with  tlie  pi.'0])le'a  weal; 

From  civil  plans  who  claim'd  ap[)laufe. 
And  traia'd  obedient  realms  to  Spartan  laws. 

And  he,  fweet  mafter  of  the  Doric  oat, 

Theocritus  forfook  awhile 

The  graces  of  his  paltoral  ifle, 

The  lowing  vale,  the  bleating  cote, 

The  clullers  on  the  funny  (lef ;', 

And  Pan's  own-umbrage,  dark  and  deep, 

The  caverns  hung  with  ivy-twine, 

The  clifi's  that  wav'd  with  oak  and  pine. 

And  Etna's  hoar  romantic  pile  : 

And  caught  the  bold  Homeric  note, 

In  (lately  founds  exalting  high 

The  reign  of  bounteous  Ptolemy  : 

Like  the  plenty  teeming  tide 

Of  his  own  Nile's  redundant  flood. 

O'er  the  cheer'd  nations  far  and  wide, 
Piifufing  opulence  and  public  good  : 

While  in  the  richly-waibled  lays 

Was  blended  Berenice's  name, 

Pattern  fair  of  female  fame, 

Softening  with  domeftic  life 

Imperial  fplendour's  dazzling  rays, 

The  queen,  the  mother,  and  the  wife  ! 

To  deck  with  honour  due  this  feftal  day, 
Ofor  a  ftrain  from  thefe  fublimer  bards  1 
Who  fri<e  to  grant,  yet  fearlels  to  refufe 
Their  awful  fuftVage,  with  impartial  aim 
Invok'd  the  jealous  panegyric  mufe  ; 
Nor,  but  to  genuine  wonh's  fcverer  claim, 

Their  proud  diftinction  deipn'd  to  pay, 
Stern  arbiters  of  glory's  bright  awards  ! 

For  peerlefs  baidslike  thefe  alone. 

The  bards  of  Greece  might  bell  adorn. 
With  feemly  fong,  the  monarch's  natal  morn; 
Who,  thron'd  in  the  magnificence  of  peace. 

Rivals  their  richell  regal  rheme  ; 

Who  rules  a  people  like  their  own,' 

In  arms,  in  polifli'd  arts  fupteme  ; 

Who  bids  his  Britain  vie  with  Greece. 

ODE 

TOR   THE  NEW-VEAR,  IJ^], 

In  rough  magnificence  array'd. 

When  ancient  chivalry  difplay'd 

The  pomp  of  her  heroic  games  ; 

And  crelted  chiefs  and  tilfued  dames, 

Afl'embled  at  the  clarion's  call, 

In  fome  proud  caltie's  high-arch'd  hall 
To  grace  romantic  glory's  genial  rites: 
Aflbciate  of  the. gorgeous  feftival, 

The  minllrel  ftruck  his  kindred  firing, 

And  told  of  many  a  lleel-clad  king. 
Who  to  the  tourney  train'd  his  hardy  knights; 

Or  bore  the  radiant  redcrofs  fhield 

Mid  the  bold  peers  of  Salem's  field  j 
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Who  travers'd  pagan  climes  to  quell 
The  wizard  foe's  terrific  fptfll ; 
In  rude  affrays  untaught  to  fear 
TJis  Saracen's  gigantic  fpear. 
The  Iiflening  champions  felt  the  fabling  rhyme 
With    fairy   trappings   fraught,  and    lliuok   theic 
plumes  fublimc. 

Such  were  the  themes  of  regal  praife 
Dear  to  the  bard  of  elder  days : 
The  fongs,  to  lavage  virtue  dear, 
That  won  Of  yore  the  public  ear  I 
Ere  polity,  i'edate  and  lage, 
Had  (jueuch'd  iLe  fires  of  feudal  rage. 
Had  fiemm'd  the  torrent  of  eternal  ftrife. 
And  charm'd  to  reft  an  unrelenting  age.— 
No  more,  informidable  (fate, 
1  he  calHe  (huts  its  thundering  gate  ; 
Nev/  colours  fuit  the  Icenes  of  loften'd  life ; 
No  more,  beftriding  barbed  deeds. 
Adventurous  valour  idly  bleeds: 
And  now  the  bard  in  alter'd  tones, 
A  theme  of  worthier  triumph  owns; 
By  focia'l  imagery  beguil'd, 
Ke  moulds  his  harp  to  manners  mild  ; 
^    Nor  longer  weaves  the  wreath  of  war  alone. 
Nor  hails  the  holtUe  forir.s  that  grac'd    the  Go- 
thic throne. 

And  now  he  tunes  liis  plaufive  lay 
To  kings,  who  plant  the  civic  bay  ; 
Who  choofe  the  patriot  fovereigu's  piirt, 
Difiufing  commerce,  peace,  and  art ; 
Who  Ipvead  the  virtuous  pati-crn  wide, 
And  triumph  in  a  nation'^  pruie  : 
\^'ho  fctk  coy  fcience  in  her  tloifter'd  nook. 
Where  'I'haui'es,  yet  rural,  roils  an  artlefs  tide  ; 
Who  love  to  view  the  vale  divine  *, 
Where  revel  nature  and  the  nine. 
And  cluftering  towers  the  tufted  grove  o'erlouk  ; 
To  kings  who  rule  a  filial  land. 
Who  claim  a  people's  vows  and  pray'rs. 
Should  treafon  arm  the  weakeil  hand  ' 
To  thefe,  his  heart-felt  praile  r.e  bears, 
A,;d  With  new  rapfuie  haftes  to  greet 
This  feftal  morn,  that  longs  to  rneer. 
With  luckielt  aufpices,  the  laughing  fpring ; 
And  opes  her  giad  career,  with  blelHngs  on  her 
wmg  1 

ODE 

ON  HIS   majesty's  BIRTK-OAY,    JUNE  4.   I7S7. 

The  nobleft  bards  of  Albion's  choir 
Have  ftriick  of  old  this  feftal  lyre. 
Ere  fcience,  liruggling  oft  in  vain. 
Had  dar'd  to  break  her  Gothic  chain, 
Viclorious  Edward  gave  the  vernal  bough 
Of  Britain's  bay  to  lloom  on  Chaucer's  brow  : 
Fir'd  witli  the  gift,  he  chang'd  to  founds  fublime 
Ilis  Norman  minllrelfy's  diicordant  chime  ; 
In  tones  majeftic  hence  he  told 
The  banquet  of  Cambufcan  bold; 
And  oft  he  lung  (howe'er  the  rhyme 
Has  moulder'd  to  the  touch  of  time) 

*  Nimeham,  near  Oxford, 
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His  martial  mafter's  knightly  board. 
And  Arthur's  ancient  rites  reflor'd  : 
The  prince  in  fable  fteel  that  fternly  frown'd, 
And  Gallia's  captive  king,  and   Creffy's  wreath 
renown'd. 


Won  from  the  fhepherd's  fjmple  meed, 
The  whifpers  wild  of  Mulla's  reed, 
Sage  Spenfer  wak'd  his  lofty  lay 
To  grace  Eliza's  golden  fway  : 
P'er  the  proud  theme  new  luftre  to  diffafe, 
He  chofe  the  gorgeous  allegoric  mufe, 
And  call'd  to  life  old  Uther's  elfin  tale, 
And  rov'd  through  many  a  necromantic  vale, 
Pourtraying  chiefs  that  knew  to  tame 
The  goblin's  ire,  the  dragon's  flame, 
To  pierce  the  dark  enchanted  hall. 
Where  virtue  fate  in  lonely  thrall. 
From  fabling  Fancy's  inmoft  ftore 
A  rich  romantic  robe  he  bore  ; 
A  veil  with  vifionary  trappings  hung. 
And  o'er  his  virgin-queen  the  fairy  texture  flung. 

At  length  the  matchlefs  Dryden  came, 
To  light  the  mufes'  clearer  flame  j 
To  lofty  numbers  grace  to  lend, 
And  ftrength  with  melody  to  blend  ; 
To  triumph  in  the  bold  career  of  fong, 
And  roll  th'  unwearied  energy  along, 
Does  the  mean  incenfe  of  promifcuous  praife, 
pees  fervile  fear  difgrace  his  regal  bays? 
I  fpurn  his  panegyric  (Irings, 
His  partial  homage,  tun'd  to  kings  I 
Be  mine,  ta  catch  his  manlier  chord. 
That  paints  th'  impaffioii'd  Perfian  lord, 
By  glory  fir'd,  to  pity  fuM, 
llous'd  to  revenge,  by  love  fubduM  ; 
And  ftill,  with  tranfport  new,  the  drains  to  trace 
That   chaunt    the    Theban    pair,   and  Tancred's 
deadly  vafe. 

Had  thefe  bled  bards  been  call'd  to  pay 
The  vows  of  this  aufpicious  day. 
Each  had  confefs'd  a  fairer  throne, 
A  mightier  fovereign  than  his  own  '. 
Chaucer  had  bade  his  hero-monarch  yield 
The  martial  fame  of  Crefly's  well-fought  field 
To  peaceful  prowefs,  and  the  conquefts  calm. 
That  braid  the  fceptre  with  the  patriot's  palm  ; 
His  chaplets  of  fantaftic  bloom, 
His  colourings,  warm  from  fidlion's  loom, 
Spenfer  had  caft  in  fcorn  away, 
■    And  deck'd  with  truth  alone  the  lay  : 
All  real  here  the  bard  had  feen 
The  glories  of  his  pidtur'd  queen  1 
The  tuneful  Dryden  had  not  flattpr'd  here, 
His  lyre  had  blamelefs  been,  his  tribute   all  f:n- 
cere  I 

•pDE 

FOR  THE  NEW-YEAR,    17S8. 

RvDE  was  the  pile,  and  mafly  proof, 
That  firft  uprear'd  its  haughty  roof 
On  Windfor's  brow  fublimc,  in  warlike  flate  : 
The  Nonnan  tyraut's  jealous  hand 


The  giant  fabric  proudly  plann'd  : 
With  recent  vitlory  elate, 

"  On  tliis  majeftic  fteep,''  he  cried, 
"  A  regal  fortrefs,  threatening  wide, 
"  Shall  fpread  my  terrors  to  the  dillant  hills; 
"  Its  formidable  fhade  fliall  throw 
"  Far  o'er  the  broid  expanfe  below,' 
"  Where  winds  yon  mighty   flood,  and  amply 

"  fills 
"  With  flowery  verdure,  or  with  golden  grain, 
"  The  faireil  fields  that  deck  my  new  domain  1 
"  And  London's  towers,  that  reach  the  watch- 
"  man's  eye, 
"  Shall    fee.   v/ith    ronfcious  awe,    my  bulwark 
"  climb  the  fky." 

Unchang'd,  through  many  a  hardy  race, 
Stood  the  rough  dome  on  fullen  grace; 
Still  on  its  angry  front  defiance  frown'd  ; 
Though  monarch's  kept  their  ftate  within. 
Still  murmur'd  with  the  martial  din 
The  gloomy  gateways  arch  profound  ; 
And  armed  forms,  in  airy  rows. 
Bent  o'er  the  battlements  their  bows. 
And  blood-ftain'd  banners  crown'd  its  hoftile 
head  ; 
Ar\d  oft  its  hoary  ramparts  wore 
The  rugged  fears  of  conflict  fore ; 
What   time,    pavilion'd   on   the  neighbouring 
mea<l, 
Th'  ii.dignant  barons  rang'd  in  bright  array 
Their  feudal  bands,  to  curb  defpotic  fway  ; 
And  leagu'd  a  Briton's  birth-right  to  reftore. 
From  John's  reludlant  grafp  the  roll   of  freedom 
bore. 

When  lo,  the  king  that  wreath'd  his  fli;eld. 
With  lilies  pluck'd  on  Crefly's  tield, 
Heav'd  from  its  bafe  the  mouldering  Norman 
frame  I — 
New  glory  cloth'd  th'  exulting  fleep. 
The  portals,  tower'd  with  ampler  fiveep; 
And  valour's  toften'd  genius  came. 
Here  held  his  pomp,  and  trail'd  the  pall 
Of  triumph  through  ti)e  tro])hied  hall  ; 
And  war  \vas  clad  a  while  in  gorgeous  weeds; 
Amid  the  martial  pageantries, 
While  beauty's  glance  adjudg'd  the  prize, 
And  beam'd  fweet  influence  on  heroic  deeds. 
'  Nor  long,  er^  Henry's  holy  zeal,  to  breathe 
A  milder  cliarm  upon  the  fcenes  beneath, 
Rear'd  in  the  watery  glade  his  claflic  fluine, . 
And  call'd  his  ftripling-choir  to  woo  the  willing, 
tunc. 

To  this  imperial  feat  to  lend 

Its  pride  fuprenie,  and  nobly  blend 

Britifli  magnificence  with  Attic  art; 
Proud  caftle,  to  thy  banner'd  bowers, 
Lo  !  picflure  bids  her  glowing  powers 
Their  bold  liiftoric  groups  impart :' 
She  bids  th'  illuminated  pane. 
Along  thy  lofty- vaulted  fane. 

Shed  the  dim  blaze  of  radiance  richly  clear<«e. 
Still  may  fucli  arts  of  peace  engage 
Their  patron's  care  1  But  fliould  the  rjige 

Of  war  to  battle  roufe  the  new-born  year, 
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Britain  arife,  and  wake  tiie  numbeiing  fire, 
VinilKflive  dart  thy  quick  rekindling  ire  ! 
Or.  arm'd  to  llrike,  in  mercy  fpare  the  foe  ; 
And  lift  thy  tiuindering  hand,    and   then   with- 
hold the  blow  1 

ODE 

ON  HIS  majesty's  birth-day,    JUNE  4.  17S3. 

What  native  genius  taught  the  Britons  bold 
To  guard  their  fea-girt  cliffs  of  old  ? 
'Twas  liberty  :  flic  taught  difdain 
Of  death,  of  Rome's  im])erial  chain. 
She  bade  the  Druid  harp  to  battle  found. 
In  tones  prophetic,  through  the  gloom  profound 
Of  forefts  hoar,  \vh\i  holy  foliage  hung  ; 
From  grove  to  grove  the  pealing  prelude  rung ; 
Belinus  call'd  his  painted  tribes  around. 

And,  rough  with  many  a  veteran  fear. 
Swept  the  pale  legions  with  the  fcythed  car, 

While  buffled  Cxfar  fled,  to  gain. 
An  eafier  truimph  on   Pharfalia's  plain  ; 
And  left  the  fiubborn  ifle  to  ftand  elate 
Amidft  a  conquer'd  world,  in  lone  majcflic  (late  I 

A  kindred  fpirit  foon  to  Britain's  iliore 

The  fons  of  Saxon  Elva  bore  ; 

Fraught  with  th'  inconquerable  foul, 

Who  died  to  drain  the  warrior-bowl. 
In  that  bright  hall,  where  Odin's  Gothic  throne 
With   the    broad   blaze  of  brandilh'd    falchions 

fliore  ; 
Where  the  king  roofs  rebounded  to  the  din 
Of  fpeclie  chiefs,  %vho  fealted  far  within  : 
Yet,  not  intent  on  dexthful  deeds  alone. 

They  felt  the  fires  of  focial  zeal, 
The  peaceful  wifdom  nf  the  [lublic  weal ; 

Though  nurs'd  in  arms  and  hardy  ftrife. 
They  knew  to  frame  the  plans  of  temper'd  life; 
The  king's,  the  people's,  balanc'd  clairris  to  found 
On  one  eternal  bafe,  indiflblubly  bound. 

Sadden,  to  fluke  the  Saxons  mild  dom'-iin, 
Rudi'd  in  rude  i\varm.s  the  robber  Dane, 
From  frozen  waites  and  caverns  wild, 
To  genial  England's  fcenes  beguii'd; 
And  in  his  clamorous  van  exulting  came 
The  demons  foul  of  faiuine  and  of  flame  : 
Witnefs  the  Iheep-clad  futnmits,  roughly  rrown'd 
With  many  a  frowning  fof'' and  airy  mound. 
Which  yet  his  defiiltory  march  proclaim  ; — 

Nor  teas'd  the  tide  of  gore  to  flow. 
Till  Alfred's  laws  alliir'd  th'  iiiteltine  foe  ; 

And  Harold  calm'd  his  headlong  rage 
To  brave  achievement  and  to  Counfel  fege  ; 
For  oft  in  favage  breads  the  buried  feeds 
Of  broodingviitue  live,  and  freedom's  faireft  deeds  1 

Ett  fee,  triumphant  o'er  the  fouthern  waves. 
The  Norman  fweeps  ' — Thuugli  lirft  he  gave 
New  grace  to  Britain's  naked  plain. 
With  arts  and  manners  m  his  tran  ; 
And  many  a  fane  he  rear'd,  that  ftiU  fublime 
In  mafl'y  pomp  has  mock'd  the  itcalth  of  time; 
'Andcaftle  fair,  that,  (iript  of  hnlf  its  towers, 
From  fome  broad  lleep  in  (hatter'd  glory  louis: 
yet  brought  he  fl:ive:y  from  a  fofttr  d:ine  ; 


Each  eve,  the  curfew's  notes  fevere 
(That  now  but  fooths  the  mufing  poet's  ear) 

At  the  new  tyrant's  ftern  command, 
Warn'd  to  unwelcome  reft  a  \vakeful  land  ; 
While  proud  oppreflion  o'er  the  ravifli'd  field  ' 
High  rais'd  his  armed  hand,  and  fliouk  the  feudal 
Ihield. 

Stoop'd  then  that  freedom  to  defpotic  fway, 

For  which  in  many  a  fierce  affray. 

The  Britons  bold,  the  Saxons  bled, 

His  Danilh  javelins  Lefwin  led 
O'er  Haitings'  plain,  to  ftay  the  Norman  yoke  ? 
She  felt  but  to  refift  the  fudden  ftroke  : 
The  tyrant-baron  grafp'd  the  patriot-fteel, 
And  taught  the  tyrant-king  its  force  to  feci ; 
And  quick  revenge  the  regal  bondage  broke. 

And  ftill  uncliang'd  and  uncontroul'd. 
Its  refcued  rights  ihall  the  dread  empire  hold  : 

For  lo,  revering  Britain's  caufe, 
A  king  new  luftre  lends  to  native  laws  I 
The  facred  fovereign  of  this  fellal  day 
On  Albion's  old  renown  rcllccli  a  kindred  ray  I 

ODE 

ON  HIS  majesty's  BIRTII-DAY,    JUNE  4.   I7S9. 

As  when  the  demon  of  the  Summer-florm 

Walks  forth  the  noontide  landfcape  to  deform; 

Dark  grows  the  vale,  and  dark  the  diltant  grove,  , 
And  thick  the  bolts  of  angry  Jove 
Athwart   the.wai'ry  welkin  glide, 

And  Itreams  th'  aerial  torrent  far  and  wide  : 
If  by  fliort  fits  the  (f  ruggling  ray 
Should  dart  a  momentary  day, 
Th'  illumin'd  mountain  glows  a  while. 
By  faint  degrees  the  radiant  glance 
Purples  th'  horizon's  pale  expanfe. 
And  gilds  the  glcom  with  lialty  fmile  ; 
Ah,  fickle  fmile,  too  fwiftly  pult  1 
Again  relounds  the  fvveeping  blail: ; 
With  hoarier  din  the  demon  howls. 
Again  the  blackening  concave  fcowls! 
Sudden,  the  Ihadesof  the  m.eridian  night 
Yii-ld  to  the  triumph  of  rekindling  light : 
Tl;e  reddening  fun  regains  his  golden  fway. 
And  nature  itands  reveal'd  in  all  her  bright  array. 

Such  was  the  changeful  conflrfl;  that  poflefs'd, 
V^ith  trembling  tumult  every  Britilh  breaft, 
When  Albion,  towering  in  the  van  fublime 
Of  glory's  march,  from  clime  to  clime 
Envied,  belov'd,  rever'd,  renow'd. 
Her  brows  with  every  blifsful  chaplet  bound  ; 
When,  in  her  mid  career  of  ftate. 
She  ielt  her  monarch's  awful  fate  I — 
Till  mercy  from  ih'  Almighty  throne 
Look'd  down  on  man,  and  waving  wide 
Her  wreath,  that  in  the  rainbow  dy'd, 
With  hues  of  foften'd  lultie  flione,  , 

And  bending  from  her  fapphiie  cloud, 
O'er  regal  grief  benignant  bow'd  ; 
To  tranlport  turn'd  a  people's  fears. 
And  Ifay'd  a  people's  tide  of  tears: 
Bade  thisblelt  dawn  with  beamsaufpicious  fpring 
With  hope  fercne,  with  healing  in  its  wing; 
And  gave  a  fovereign  o'e  r  a  grateful  land  [hand. 
Ag-iiu  with  vigorous  grafp  to  ftretch  the  fcepter'd 
»  i  Z   iiij 
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O  favotir'd  kir,gf,  wliat  rapture  more  refin'd, 
What  mightier  joy  can  fill  the  human  mind,, 
Th'in  that  the /lioiiarch's  confcious  bofom  feels, 

At  whofe  dread  throne  a  nation  kneels,     - 
And  hails  its  father,  friend,  and  lord, 
To  life's  rareer,  to  patroit  fway  reftor'd  ; 
And  bids  the  loud  refponfive  voice 
Of  union  all  around  rejoice  ? 
For  thus  to  thee  when  Britons  bow, 
AVarm  and  fpoiitaneous  from  the  heart, 
A^  late  thfir  tears,  their  tranfports  Hart, 
And  nature  di(fl:ates  duty's  vow; 
To  thee,  rccal'i'd  to  facred  health. 
Did  the  proud  city's  lavilli  wealth, 
Did  crowded  ftreets  alone  difpiay 
The  long-drawn  blaze,  the  feftal  ray  ? 
Meek  poverty  her  fcanty  cottage  grac'd, 
And  flung  her  gleam  acrofs  the  lonely  wafte  ! 
Th'  exulting  ifle  in  one  wide  triumph  ftrove, 
One  focial  facrifice  of  reverential  love. 

Such  pure  unprompted  praife  do  kingdoms  pay 
Sufh  willing  zeal,  to  thrones  of  lawlefs  fway  ? 
Ah  !   how  unlike  the  vain  the  venal  lore 
To  Latian  rulers  dealt  of  yore, 
O'er  guilty  pomp,  and  hated  power, 
■^^'hen  ftream'd  the  fparkJing  panegyric  (Ijower  : 
And  flaves  to  fovereigns  unendear'd 
Their  pageant  trophic-^  coldly  rear'dl 
For  are  thi  charities  that  blend 
Ml  n arch  to  man.  to  tyrants  known? 
The  tender  ties  that  to  the  throne 
A  mild  domeitic  glory  lend ; 
Of  wedded  love  the  league  fincere, 
The  virtuous  confort's  faithful  tear! 
Nor  this  the  verfe  that  flattery  brings, 
Norhere  I  ftrike  a  fyren  tlrini;s;     "^     [mufe, 
Here,  kindling  with  her  country's  warmth,  the 
Her  country'^  proud  triumphant  theme  purfues  : 
Ev'n  needlefs  here  the  tribute  of  her  lay  !— 
Albion  the  garland  gives  on  this  diftinguiili'd  day. 

ODE 

fOR  HIS  majesty's  EIRTH-DAY,  JUNE  4.  1 79O. 

Within  what  fountain's  craggy  cell 

Delights  the  goddefs  health  to  dweil  ? 

V/here  from  fhe  rigid  roof  diftils 

Her  richelt  Ilreara  in  fteely  rills? 
What  mineral  gems  entwine  her  humid  locks  ? 

Lo,  fparkling  high  from  potent  iprings, 

To  Biitain's  fons  her  cup  ihe  brings  1 
Romantic  raatlock  !  are  thy  tufted  rocks, 
Thy  tring'd  declivities,  the  dim  retreat 
Where  the  coy  nymph  has  fix'd  her  favourite 

feat. 
And  hears,  reclin'd  alon^  the  thundering  Oiore, 
Itulignant  Darwent's  dcfultory  tide 

His  rugged  cliannel  rudely  chide  ? 
5ai\venf,  whofe  lliaggy  wreath  15  ftain'd  with 
^aBill)  gore ! 
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Or  does  fiie  drefs  her  NaTadcave 
With  coral  fpoils  from  Nep'une's  wave,, 
And  hold  fliort  revels  with  the  train 
Of  nymphs  that  tread  the  neighb'ring  main? 
"And  from  the  clills  of  Avon's  cavern 'd  fide, 
Temper  the  balmy  beverage  pure. 
That  fraught  with  "  drops  of  precious  cure,'" 
Brings  back  to   trembling  hope  the  drooping 

bride  ; 
That  in  the  virgin's  cheek  renews  the  rofe. 
And  wraps  the  eye  of  pain  in  quick  repofe  ! 
While  oft  file  climbs  the  mountain's  flielving 

fteeps, 
And  calls  her  votaries  wan,  to  catch  the  gale 
That  breathes  o'er  Afhton's  elmy  vale. 
And  from  the  Cambrian  hills  the  billowy  Severrj 
fweeps. 

Or  broods  the  nymph  with  watchful  wing 
O'er  ancient  Badon's  myftic  fpring? 
And  fpeeds  from  its  fulphurcous  fource 

The  fteamy  torrent's  fecret  courfe  ; 

Afid  fans  th'  eternal  fparks  of  hidden  fire. 
In  deep  unfathom'd  beds  below 
By  Bladud's  magic  taught  to  glow, 

Bladud,  high  theme  of  fancy's  Gothic  lyre! 

Or  o|»es  the  healing  power  her  chofen  fount 

In  the  .rich  veins  of  Malvern's  ample  mount 

From  whofe  tall  ridge  the  noontide  wanderer 
views 

Pomona's  purple  realm,  in  April's  pride, 
lis  blaze  of  bloom  expanding  wide, 
And  waving  groves  array'd  in  Flora's  fairefl  hues. 

Haunts  flie  the  fcene  where  nature  lowers 
O'er  Buxton's  heath  in  lingering  lliowers? 
Or  loves  fhe  more,  with  fandal  fleet. 
In  matin  dance  the  nymphs  to  meet 
That  on  the  flowery  marge  of  Chelder  play  J 
VVhO:  boaftful  of  ihe  iiately  train 
That  deign'd  to  grace  this  Ample  plain. 
Late,  with  new  pride,  along  his  reedy  way, 
Bore  to  Sabrina  wreaths  of  brighter  hue. 
And  mark'3  hispaftoi  al  urn  with  emblemsnew-— 
Howfe'er  thefe  flreams  ambrollal  may  detain 
Thy  rteps,  O  genial  health,  yet  not  alone 
'rhy  gifts  the  Naiad-fifters  ou-n  ; 
Thine  too  the  brinyflood,  and  ocean's  ho,ar  domain.. 

And  lo  I   amid  the  watery  roar. 

In  Thetis'  car  flie  Ikims  the  (hore; 

Where  Portland's  brows  embattled  high. 

With  rocks,  in  rugged  majelly 
Frown  o'er  the  billows,  and  the  ftorm  reilrain 

She  beckons  Britain's  fcepter'd  pair 

Kir  ireafures  of  the  deep  to  fliare  1—     ■  • 
Hail  then,  on  this  glad  morn  the  mighty  main  ! 
Which  lends  the  boon  divine  of  lengtheii'd  days 
To  thofe  who  wear  the  noblelt  regal  bays: 
That  mighty  main,  which  on  its  confcious  tide. 
Their  boundlefs  commerce  pours  on  every  clime, 

Their  dauntlefs  banner  bears  fublime  ; 
Which  wafts  their  pomp  of  war  and  fpieads '.beix 
thunder  wide  I 


P  O  E  M  A  T  A. 
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'  MONS  CATHARINE, 

PROPE    WINTONIAM. 

Aesii  Catharina  jugi  qua  vertice  fummo, 
Danorum  veteres  folTas,  Immanla  caflra, 
Et  circumduAl  fervat  velli-;ia  valli; 
WiccamicTi  mos  eft  pubi,  celebrare  palsftras 
Multiplices,  paffinique  levi  contendere  lufu, 
Fefti  dies  quoti^sretiiit,  conceffaqiie  rite 
Otia,  purpurecque  rubentes  lumine  foks, 
Invitant,  tetricai  curas  lenire  Minervas, 
Llbrorumque  moras,  et  inlqua  remittcre  penfa. 

Ergo,  Cecrcpise  quales  a-llate  coliortes, 
Siqu^lido  ceras,  aondumque  tenacia  linquunt 
Mella  vagEe,  luduntquc  favls  examina  mifla, 
Mox  (ludlo  majorc  novos  obitura  labores; 
Egreditur  pullatum  agmen  ;  canipoi'qiie  patentes 
Occupat,  ingentifque  tenet  fpatia  aiuua  clivi. 
Nee  mora  ;  quilquefuos  mores,  animimKiue  fateri, 
Ino-eniumque'feqiii,  proprireqiie  acciDgier  arti. 
P°rs  aciem  inftituunt,  et  jullo  utrinquc  phalanges 
Ordine,  et  adverfe  pofitis  flaiit  Ibrtibus  ala;. 
His  datur,  orbiculum  metis  prohibere  prijpinquis, 
Prscipitique  kvem  per  graniina  mitteie  laplu ; 
All  aliis,  quorum  pedibus  fiducia  major, 
Excubias  agitare  vagas,  curfuque  citato 
Sedtari,  et  jam  jam  lalienti  infiftere  prsdx; 
Ufque  adeo  fl:imulat  rapidus  globus  ire  fequaces 
Ancipiti  de  coile,  pil.xque  volubiljs  error. 
Impete  feu  valido  datum,  et  fublime  volantcm 
Sufpiciunt,  pronofque  inhiunt  ex  aere  lapfus, 
Sortiti  fortunam  oculis;  manibufque  paratis 
Expccftant  propiorem,  intercipiuiitque  caducum. 

At  pattr  khinus  viridantes,  vallibus  imis, 
Qua  reficit  falices,  fubdudx  in  margine  rips. 
Pars  vcgetos  nudant  artus,  et  flumina  faltu^ 
3ummaVetunt :  jamque  alternis  placidum  idlibus 

sequor 
In  numerum,  pedibufque  fecant,  etremige  planta; 
Jamque  ipfo  penitus  merguntur  gurgite,  prono 
Corpore,  fpumantemque  lacum  fub  vertice  tor- 

qucnt. 
Protinus  eraerfis,  nova  gratia  crinibus  udis 
Nafcitur,  atque  oculis  fubito  micat  acribus  ignis 
■  LjEtior,  impubcfque  genx  formofius  ardent. 

Interea  licitos  colics,  atquc  otia  juflli, 
lUi  indiguantcs,  ripa;  ulterioris  amore, 
JLonginquos  canipos,  et  non  fua  rura  capelTunt. 
SivelUos  (qua  corda  folet  mortalia  paffim) 
In  vetitum  mens  prona  nefas,  et  iniqua  cupido 
SoUIcitet ;  novitaive  trahat  dulcedinc  mira 
Infuetos  tcntare  per  avia  pafcua  calles: 
Scu  malint  i'ecum  obi'curos  captare  reccffus, 
Secrete  faciles  habituri  in  margine  Mulab : 
Quicquid  erit,  curfii  pavitanti,  oculifque  retcrti.-. 
Fit  furtiva  via,  ct  lulpedtis  paiTibus  itur. 
JJcc  parvi  fictlt  ordinibus  ceflili'e,  locumque 
Delliuiffs  da-Lum,  et  f;£uii  abiiffj  icU&h. 


Quin  lufu  iiicerto  cernas  gellire  Minores; 
Ufque  adeo  inflabiles  animos  nova  gaudia  lailant! 
te  faku  exercent  vario,  et  luflantur  in  herba, 
Innocuafvc  edunt  pugnas,  aut  gramine  moUi 
Otia  aguntfuli,  clivjlque  fub  omnibus  ha;rent, 
Aut  Aliquis  tereti  duCtos  in  marmore  gyros 
Sufpiciens,  miratur  incxtricabile  textum; 
Si\'e  illic  Ltmurum  populus  fub  notSle  ehorcas 
Plauferit  exiguas,  viridefquc  attriverit  lierbas; 
Sive  ulim  paitor  fidos  delcripfent  igues, 
Verbaque  diftlcili  compolla  reliquerit  orbe, 
Coniulafque  notas,  impreiTaque  ccfpite  vota. 

At  Juvenis,  cui  funt  meliorcs  pecSore  fenfus, 
Cui  coidi  rcrum  Ipecics,  et  d^edalus  ordo, 
Et  tumulum  capit,  et  fublimi  vertice  folus, 
Qiiai  late  patuere,  oculos  fert  fmgula  circuni. 
Colie  exoppofito,  flavcnti  campus  arill^t 
Aureus,  adverfcque  refulgent  jugera  fcje  : 
At  prceul  obfcun  flud;us,  et  rura  remotis 
Indiciis,  et  disjunifla;  jiiga  Cierula  Vs&.ic  ; 
Sub  pedibus,  peifufa  ubgine  pafcuu  duici, 
tt  tcnues  rivi,  et  fpaifis  frondentia  Tcnipe 
Arboribus,  faxoque  rudi  venerabiic  templum 
Apparet,  media  rigux  convallis  in  umbia. 
'1  urritum,  adextru,  patulis  caput  extulit  uhnis 
Wiccaniici  doinus  alma  chcri,  notifTmia  Mufis: 
I'-icc  procul  ampla  a:dcs,  et  eodem  Ixta  patroao, 
Ingciij.  delubrum,  centum  fublime  fcneilris, 
Engitur,  magnaque  micant  faftigia  mole. 
Hinc  atque  hinc  extat  vctu&iJrbs,oliniinclytabello^ 
Et  muri  disjedi,  et  propugnacuLi  lapla; 
Inledique  Lares,  la^vifqne  palatia  duiita 
Aufpiciif.     Nequeunt  expkri  corda  tuendo, 
Et  tacitam  permulcet  imago  plurima  mcntem. 

O  felix  Puerorum  a:tas,  lucefque  beatx  1 
Vobis  dia  quies  animis,  et  trillia  vobis 
Nondum  follicitx  fubierunt  tadia  vita  ! 
En  !  vobis  lofeo  ore  falus,  cur2:que  fugaces, 
Etlacrymx,  fiquaudo,  breves;  dulcelque cachinnJj 
Et  faciles,  ultro  nati  de  pecftore,  rifus  1 
O  fortunati  nimium  !   bi  talia  conftcnt 
Gaudia  jam  pueris,  Ichiiium  propter  ama'num, 
Ah  !  fedes^mbire  novas  qure  tar.ta  cupido  ell, 
Dotakmque  domum,  et  promifTas  Hidis  undas* 
Ipfos  ilia  licet  foecundo  flumine  lucos 
Pkridum  fortunatcs,  et  opinia  vireta, 
Irriget,  Iliffo  par,  aut  rermLffuios  anmi, 
Et  centum  oftentet  finuofo  in  margine  turres. 

SACELLUM  COLL.  SS.  TRIN.  OXON, 
INST  AU  HAT  UM, 

Suppetias  prasfcrtim  conferente 

Rad.  Bat  hurst,  ejufdcm  Coll.  Prxf.  et 

Ecclellse  Wclknfis  Decano. 

Quo  cultu  renovata  dei  penetralia,  trifli 
piidum  obdud.1  fitu,  fcuioqus  horrentia  longo. 
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Squallorem  exuerint  veterem,  turpefque  tenebras; 
Utque  novamfaciem,  mutataque  msenia  rite 
Sumpferit  inftaurata  sedes,  fpecieque  refurgens 
Caeperit  infueta  prifcum  fplendefcere  fanum, 
Aufpice  Bathurfto,  canimus :  Tu,  Diva,  fecundum 
Da  genium,  et  quales  ipfi  Romana  canenti 
Carmina,  Nafonis  facilem  fuperantia  venam, 
Bathurfto  annueras,  Latios  conceue  lepores. 

Quippe  ubi  jam  Graiis  moles  innixa  columnis 
Erigitur  nitidas  normam  confeffa  Corinthi, 
Vitruviumque  refert  juftifllma  fabrica  verum; 
Quaque,  Hofpes,  vario  mirabere  culmina  fuco 
Vivida,  et  ornatos  multo  molimine  muros, 
Olim  cernere  erat  breviori  llmite  claufum 
Obfcurumque  adytum  ;  dubiam  cui  rara  feneftra 
Admilit  lucem,  nidibus  fuffula  figuris  ; 
Quale  pater  pietati  olim  facrarat  avitse 
Popius,  et  rite  antiqua  decoraverat  arte  : 
At  veteres  quondam  quicunque  infigniit  aras 
Tandem  extindlus  hones  :  rerum  fortuna  fubinde 
Tot  tulerat  revoluta  vices,  et,  certior  hoftis, 
Paulatim  quaffata  fatifcere  fecerat  Ktas 
Tedta  ruens ;  qua:  nunc  et  Wrenni  dxdala  dextra, 
Et  pietas  Bathurfti  xquat  pulcherrima  ccelo. 

Verum  age,  nee  faciles,  Hofpes,  piget  omnia 
circum 
Ferre  oculos.     Adfis;  qualifque  ereptus  ab  undis 
^neas,  Lybicx  poftquam  fucceflerat  urbi, 
Conftitit  artificnmque  manus,  operumque  laborem 
!Miratus,  piiSoque  in  pariete  nota  per  orbem 
IBella,  fub  ingenti  colluftrans  fingula  teniplo; 
l^on  minus  et  donis  opulentum,  et  numine  plenum 
Sufpice  majori  templum,  nitidoque  receptus 
Veftibulo,  quanti  pateant  fpedtacula  torni 
Contemplator,  et  oppofitum  ca:Iamine  Septum 
!Raro  interfufum,  quali  perluceat  arte  '. 
Queis  inflexa  modis,  quo  fit  perfufa  nicore 
Sculptilis,  et  nimium  confpedlu  lubrica  cedrus  ! 
At  Cancellorum  non  cnarrabile  textum, 
Autumni  fpoliis,  etmulta  meCfe  gravatum, 
Occupat  in  medio,  ec  binas  demittit  in  alas 
Porticus,  et  plexa  prnsfixis  fronde  columnis 
Utrinque  incubuit,  penetralique  oftia  fecit. 
Kec  fua  pro  foribus  defunt,  fpirantia  figna, 
Pida  fatellitia,  atque  aditum  fervantia  tantum  : 
Nonne  vides  fixes  in  ccelum  toUere  vultus, 
Ingentefque  Dei  monitus  haurire,  fideli 
Et  calamo  Chrlllum  vidiuris  tradere  chartis  ? 
Halat  opus,  Ijcbaiiiquc  rcfcrt  fragantis  odercm. 

Perge  modo,  utque  acics  ampleiftieromnia  poflit, 
Te  mediis  immitte  choris,  dtkibraque  carpe 
Interiora  inhiatis;  qu.xque  obvia  furgere  ceriils 
Paulifper  flcxo  venerans  altaria  vnltu, 
Sifle  gradum,  atque  oculos  refer  ad  falligia  fumnia. 
lllic  divinos  vultus,  ardcntiaque  ora, 
I^obilis  exprcifit  calamus,  coelumque  rcclufit. 
Jn  medio,  domita  jam  morte  et  vicSlor  Icfus 
jffithcrium  molitur  iter,  ncbulifque  corufcis 
Infiflens,  repctit  patrem,  intermiflaque  fceptra. 
jAgnofco  radiis  flagrantia  tcmpora  dcnlis, 
Vulneraquc  ilia  (nofas!)  qune  ligno  maxima  fixus 
Vidinia  fullulcrat  fatali :   iniiubilus  a;thcr 
Defuper,  ct  purx  visdcphiit  aurea  lucis. 
At  vario,  per  inane,  dci  comitatus,  aniidlu 
C.-i;leflcs  forma;,  fulgt  ntque  infignibus  alis. 
Officio  crtdiis  omnes)  trcpidare  fideli  : 
Pars  fequitur  longe,  vcneraturque  ora  volantis, 
Pai-saptarc  hnmcTcs  Divo,  et  fiibficrnerc  niibcs 


Purpureas,  caroque  onerl  fuccedere  gaudcnt 
Certatim,pareterque  juvantaugentquetriumphuni. 
Nee  totum  in  tabula  eft  culmen  :  qua  ccerula 
daufit 
Extrema,  atque  oras  piftura  muniit  aurum, 
Protinus  hinc  fefe  fpecies  nitidiflima  rerum 
Utrinque  explicuit,  cxmento  duiSla  fequaci. 
Tali  opifex  facilem  maffam  difponere  tratSta 
Calluit,  argills  fecernens  uvida  fila 
Mobilis,  ut  nuUas  non  fint  induta  figuras 
In  quafcunque  levis  digitus  diducere  vellet. 
Nee  confufus  honos  operi ;  fecretaque  rite 
Areolam  fculptura  fuam  fibi  vindicat  omnis. 
Prima  ipfam  niveo,  circumque  fupraque,  tabellam 
Prxtexit,  finuans  alterna  volumina,  j)lexu, 
Frondeaque  intortos  producit  fimbria  gyros. 
Hinc  atque  hinc  patulse  pubefcunt  vimina  palms 
Vivaces  effufa  comas,  intextaque  pomis 
Turgidulis,  varioque  referta  umbracula  fo:tu, 
Cui  pleno  invideat  fubnitens  Copia  cornu  : 
Hac  procuduntur  flores,  pulcherrima  ferta, 
Qudlia  vere  novo  peperit  cultilTmius  hortus ; 
Quels  vix  viva  magis,  meliufve  efhngere  novit, 
Dextera  acu  pollens,  calathifque  affueta  Minervae,  I 
Omnes  ilia  licet,  quot  partunt  Enna,  colores 
Temperet,  expediens  variis  difcrimina  fills, 
Atque  auro  rigeat  dives  fubtemcn  et  oftro. 
At  ne  aciem  defleiSle,  tuendi  captus  amore. 
Afpicis,  ut  diam  nubes  refecare  colunibam, 
Suppofitis  fecitque  opifex  ollabier  aris .' 
Hanc  circum  et  ChrilH  fatum  referentia,  faevat 
Inftrumenta  artis,  magnique  infignia  Lethi, 
Addidit;  informes  contorta  cufpide  clavos, 
Sanguineas  capitis  fpinas,  crepitantia  flagra, 
Ipfam  etiam,  quse  membra  Dei  moricntis,  et  ora 
rieu  !   coUapfa  Cruceni  mundique  piacula  geffit. 
At  qua  marmoreis  gradibus  fe  myftica  menfa 
Subrigit,  et  dives  divini  altare  cruoris, 
I'.n,  qualis  murum  a  cergo  prxcinxit  amii9;u3, 
Cedrinxque  trabcs,  adverfique  xjnula  Septi 
Materies,  pariterque  potentis  confcia  torni. 
Verum  ipfos  evade  gradus,  nee  longius  abftes, 
Quin  propiore  oculo,  cupidique  indagine  vifus, 
Augliaci  explores  divinum  opus  Alcimedontls: 
Ne  tenues  forms  fugiant,  et  gratia  ligni 
Exilis  pereantque  levis  veiligia  ferri 
Mollia,  fubtilifque  lepos  intercidat  omnis. 
Quis  fabridabit  infidias,  arcanaquc  fila, 
Runari !  Retinent  qure  vincula  textile  buxunt, 
Et  quales  cohibent  fufpenfa  toreumata  nodi ! 
Hinc  atque  hinc  crefcit  foliorum  penfilis  umbra, 
Et  partita  trahit  prouas  utrobique  corallos, 
Maturifque  riget  buccis,  et  germina  pandit : 
Quales  e  tereti  dependent  undique  trunco 
Undantes  hederx,  et  dcnfis  coma  fceta  corymbii. 
Inter  opus  pennatarum  paria  alma  cherubuni 
Ambrofios  lucent  crines,  impubiaque  ora. 
In  fummo  venerandi  calix,  incifaque  mefTis 
In  fpicam  induitur,  turgentel'que  uva  racenios 
Rafilis  explicuit,  facra;  Ubamina  ccena:. 
Tale  dccus  nunquam  imprcfFit  candcnti  elephantO, 
Non  Pario  lapidi,  non  llavo  Dxdalus  auro, 
Quale  faber  buxo,  gracilique  in  ftipite  lufit. 

En  verojtumuhini  ingcntem  quiiproxima  claufit 
Tcrtudo,  prifcaj  effigies,  et  bufta  propinquis 
Non  indigiia  aris  !  ^alve,  fanctilTime  Popi ! 
Nunc  ultro  ad  ciiieres  ipfius  <t  cfia  parentis 
Adfmnus ;  0 1'al vc  1  jieque  eniiii, pat^r  optimc,credo;! 
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lElyfias  inter  Tedes,  divofque  rcpoftiis, 
Kt  cum  dile<5to  ducens  dia  otia  Moro  *, 
Negljgis  ulteriora  pii  monumenta  laborls, 
Alterlus  monumenta  manus,  et  non  tiia  dona. 
Alnic  Parens,  falveto  !  Tuum  eft  veftigia  vulgi 
Quod  fugiam  :  Tu  das  iiiopis  crudelia  vitx 
r.xdia  folari,  afflicftis  fpes  unica  rebus, 
Et  finis  Aonidum  viridantes  ire  per  hortos. 
Tc,  pater,  et  fida  tua  fada  rcponere  mento, 
Et  memor  affiduas  tlbi  rite  refolvere  grates, 
Ora  puer  dubia  fignans  intonfa  juventa, 
Confucram,  primis  et  tc  veneratbar  ab  annis. 
Nee  vano  augiirio  fandlis  cunabula  Mufis 
Hxc  pofuifci  olim,  nee  fpes  fruftrata  fttellit 
Magna  animo  meditantem,  et  prsmia  larga  fe- 

rentem : 

Unde  tot  Aonia  ftant  ordine  tempora  Lauro 
Velati,  donoque  .'eterna;  frondis  Alumni. 
AUeni  rerum  referans  abftrufa  feneftus, 
Et  torquere  fagax  rationis  lucida  tela 
Omnia  Chilvorthusj-,  patriofque  recludcre  ritus 
Seldenus  folers,  et  magnificus  Sheldonus, 
Et  juga  Denhamius  monftrans  ignota  cam.xnls  : 
Tuque  etiam,  Bathurfte,  potens  ct  mente  manu- 

que 

Palladis  exercere  artes,  unaque  tueri. 
Ergo  tibi  quoties,  Popi,  folennia  vota 
Rite  rcpendamus,  propriofquc  novenius  honores, 
Tuque  etiam  focias,  Bathurfle,  merebere  laudes, 
Divifum  decus,  et  lauro  cingere  fecunda. — 
Nee  te  fola  Tuum,  licet  optima  cura,  facellum 
Occupat  :    en  !    prope    plura   facis,   nee   difpare 

fumptu, 
Atria  moliris  ritu  conclnna  reccnti, 
Summiflas  propter  fedes;  majoraque  mandas 
Ipfius  incrementa  domus,  reficifque  penatcs. 

Sic  ubi,  non  operofa  adeo  primordia  faflus, 
Romulus  exiguam  muro  concluferat  urbem. 
Per  tcnues  primo  plateas  arx  rara  micare, 
Ipfaque  ftramineo  conftabat  regia  culmo  ; 
At  poftquam  Auguflus  rerum  Tucceflit  habenis, 
Continuo  Parii  lapidis  candcntia  luce 
Te<fta  refulfere;   et  Capitoli  immobile  faxum 
"Vertice  marmoreo  ftetit,  et  laquearibus  aureis. 
Col.  Trill.  Oxon.  1 748. 


EX  EURIPIDIS  ANDROMACHE, 
V.  ic». 

Cum  Paris,  O  Helene,  te  celfa  in  Pergama  duxit, 

Et  mifer  iliicitos  juflit  adire  toros, 
Heu  !  non  conjugii  Ixti  florentia  dona, 

Quin  fecum  AlecSlo,  Tifiphontmque,  tulit. 
lUiusob  Farias,  fidens  Mars  mille  carinis 

Te  circum  rutilis,  Troja,  dedit  facibus  ! 
Illius  ob  Farias,  cecidifli,  care  marite, 

Hedlor  1   Achilleis  rapte,  marite,  rotis  ! 
Ipfa  autem  e  thalamis  agor  ad  cava  littora  ponti, 

Servitii  gravida  nube  adoperta  caput. 
Ah !  mihi  qua  flillant  lacrymx  I  Trojamque,  to- 
rumque, 

Et  foedo  fufum  in  pulvere  linquo  virum ! 
(^id  juvat  ulteriiis  cxll  convexa  tueri  ? 

Scilicet  Hermionis  fordida  ferva  feror ; 


*  D.  Thotna  Mare.)  amUo  Jao  fmgvl 
\  Chillinivvrth. 


Et  Thetidis  complexa  pedes,  liquefio,  perennis 
Quails  prscipiti  quae  pluit  unda  j«go. 

MELEAGRI  EPITAPHIUM  IN  UXOREM, 

EX    ANTHOLOGIA  *. 

MiTTO  tibi  lacrymas  O  Hcliodora,  fub  Orcum, 

In  tenebris  longe  mitto  tibi  lacrymas. 
Ah  tiiftes  lacrymas,  libata  in  flebile  buflum 

Et  defiderii  dona,  et  amoris  habe  ! 
Te  crebro,  crebroque,  meamque  a  lumine  caflam 

Defleo  ;  qu,x  Diti  gratia  nulla  Deo  eft. — 
O  ubi  jucundus  mihi  flofculus  ?  abftullt  Orcus,— 

Fxdavit  vegetum  pulvere  germen  humus. 
Quare,  terra  tuum  eil  ampledtier  olTa  repoftx 

Mclliter,  ct  fido  falva  fovere  fmu. 

ANTIPATRI,  EX  ANTHOLOGIA. 

His  natam  Antigenes  orabat  vocibus  olim 
iEvi  cum  traherit  fila  fuprema  fencx: 

"  O  Virgo  formofa,  O  dulcis  nata,  miniftcr 
Vitx  inopis  femper  fit  tibi  cura  colus. 

Mox  cum  te  fociarit  Hymen,  tua  maxima  dos  fit, 
Te  caflae  mores  matris  habere  probes." 

CARYPHILLID^,  EX  ANTHOLOGIA. 

Me  AM  pr.-Eteriens,  Viator,  urnam,    • 
Non  eft  quod  lacryma  riges  fepultum  ; 
Nam  nil  et  mihi  mortuo  dolendum  eft, 
Conjux  una  mihi,  fuitque  fida, 
Qua  cum  confcnui ;  dedique  natos 
Tres  in  fcedera  faufta  nuptiarum ; 
Ex  quels,  fspe  mihi  in  finu  tepenti, 
Sopivi  pueros  puellulafque : 
Qui  tandem  Infcriis  mihi  rclatis, 
Misere  ambrofios  patrem  fopores 
Dormitum,  Elyfii  virente  ripa. 

CALLIMACHI  IN  CRETHIDA. 

DocTA  eft  duke  loqui, puellulafque 

Inter  ludere  docfta  pe'rvenufte  ; 

Tc  Crethi,  Samiae  tuse  refpofcunt; 

Cujus  garrulitate  mollicella, 

Suerant  lanifici  levare  curas. 

At  tu  furda  jaccs;  trahifque  fomnos 

Cundlis  denique,  Crethi,  dormicndos ! 

ANTIPATRI, 

EX.  MSS.  BODLEI.INIS  ANTHOL.  CEPIIAL; 

Ergo  te  nitid.x  decus  paLx ft rjE, 

Te  Ixtum  validx  labore  lu6lx, 

Et  perfufa  oleo  videre  membra. 

Nunc,  Protarche,  pater  tegit  fcpulchro, 

Congeftifque  recondit  offa  faxis  ? 

Necdum  filiolx  mode  peremptje 

Ceflit  cura  recens,  novique  ludlus 

Acer  funeris,  O  fidelis  uxor, 

Te  praerepta  etiam  parique  fato. 

At  poftquam  ferus  Orcus  haufit,  et  fpes 

*  Utinum,  pro  fate  et  acumine,  quibus  lautlt'tls  adeo 
deltBari  •videmus  recentes  fortas,  ftmplex  tandetn  lepoi, 
quo  folo  jucundijfimoqne  -uetcres  utcbantur  condimento,  rff' 
titui  poffit  et  adhiberi  ! 


THE   WORKS   OF  WARTON. 


Et  folatia  vos  gravis  fenedlae, 
Hunc  vobis  lapidem  niemor  reponit. 

VOTUM  PANI  FACTUM. 

ANTHOL.    L.  7. 

SusPENSAM  e  Pbtano  Telcfon  tibi,  Capripes  O 
Pan, 

Pclltm  villofe  dat  pia  dona,  ferae. 
Curvatamque  caput,  nodofo  e  ftipite  clavam, 

Quse  inodo  depulfi  foeda  cruore  lupi  eft. 
Coiicretoque  aptum  ladli  mulcSirale,  et  odoros 

Quels  tenuii  claufos,  ferrea  vincia,  canes. 

TN  TUMULUM  ARCHILOCHI. 

Hic  eft  Archilocbus  fitus.     Veneno 
Primus  novit  amara  viperino 
Qui  contingere  carmin.i ;  et  cruore 
Permefli  liquidas  notavit  undas. 
Teftis,  qui  tribus  orbus  ell  puellis, 
Sufpeiifis  laqueo  truci,  Lycainbcs. 
Tu  cauto  pede  prjeteri  viator, 
Crabones  aliter  ciebis,  ejus 
Qui  builo  fibi  condidere  nidum. 

ANTIPATRI, 

EX    ANTHOLOGIA. 

Cur  me  pa^ores  foliorum  abducitis  umbra, 

Aie  quam  deleilant  roi'cida  ruram  vagam  .' 
Me  quie  nympharum  fum  Mufa  i"  atque  athere 
fudo, 

Hinc  recino  umbrofis  faltubus,  inde  jugis. 
Ell !  turdum  et  merulam,  fi  prxdx  tanta  cupido 
eft,  ^ 

Qua  late  fulcos  deripuere  Satos. 
Qua;  yaftant  fruges  captare  et  fallere  fas  eft, 

Rofcida  non  avids  lufficit  herba  mihi. 

ANTIPATRI  THESSALONICENSIS  EPIGR. 

Te  vcrfo  properantem  hoftili  ex  agmine  tergo, 

Trajecit  ferro  vindice  mater  atrox ; 
Te  tua  qv.x  pcperit  mater :  gladiumque  recenti 

Spumantem  pueri  fanguine  crebra  rotans, 
Dentibus  et  giaviter  ftridcns,  quatifquc  Lacjena, 

Igne  retro  torquens  lumina  glauca  fero, 
"  Linque,  ait,  Eurotam  ;  et  fi  mors  eft  dura,  fub 

"  Orcum 
."  Effuge;  nonmeuses;  non  Laceda:monius." 

EX  ANTHOLOGIA. 

LIB.  4.      CAP.  33. 

Te  triftj  mihi  nuper,  Heraclite, 
Tato  fuccubuiffc  nunciatum  eft; 
Quo  rumore,  mifellus,  imj>otentes 
Pui  in  lacrimulas  ftatim  coadus: 
Recoidabar  enini,  loquel.i  ut  olim 
Dulci  confueramus  ambo  longos 
Soles  fallere,  fubulifque  crcbris. 

Verum,  Tu,  vetus  hofpts,  O  ubinam 

Ah  dudum— in  cineres  redade  dudum  ! 
Nunc  jaces,  vetus  hofpes,  et  urbe  Cnrum  ? 
Tu*  Lufciniic  tamcn  fup-rfunt ; 


lllis,  omnia  qui  fibi  arrogavit, 
Haud  Pluto  injiciet  manus  rapaccs, 

NYMPH.  FONT, 

Nymphe,  fonticolae  nymphs,  qus  gur^itis  huju 
j^ternum  rofeo  tunditis  ima  pede  : 

Lyfimachum  fcrvate  !  fub  aha  maxima  pinu 
Numinibus  pofuit  qui  fimulacra  tuis. 

SUB  IMAGINE  PANIS  RUDI  LAPIDE.' 

Hic  ftans  verice  montium  fupremo 
Pan,  glaucei  nemoris  nitere  frudlus 
Cerno  defuper,  uberemque  fylvam. 
Quod  fi  purpurea,  viator,  uva 
Tc  defiderium  capit,  roganti  «      , 

Noil  totum  invideo  tibi  racem.um. 
Quill  fi  fraude  mala  quid  hinc  reportes, 
Hoc  pcenasluito  caput  bacillo. 

HOMERI  HYMNUS  AD  PANA. 

En  !  tjbi,  Pan,  fummi  colks,  et  maxima  parent 
Culmina,  prscipitelque  nivaii  vertice  rupes. 
Tu  pater,  incedens  virgulta  per  avia,  mcnccm 
ObleiSas  lapfu  fluviorum  kne  cadentum. 
Sive  errare  velis  per  vafta  cacumina,  magni 
Unde  procul  patuere  grcges,  atque  otia  dia 
Paftorum  ;  capreafve  agitcs  indagine  densa, 
Seu  redtas  fquallens  variaruni  cade  ferarum. 
At  fimul  ex  alto  fubluxit  vcfper  Olympo, 
Talc  niL-Josfuavi  diffundis  arundine,  quale 
Non,  i^hilomela,  facis,  quotiesfrondentibus  umbr 
Abdita,  vcre  novo,  integras  mi.''erabile  carmen. 
Coiitinuo  properant  faciles  in  carmiua  nymphse, 
inftaurantque  choros;  faltantibus  adfoiiat  Echo.: 
In  medio  Deus  ipfe  infltxos  orbibus  oibes 
Infequiiur,  quatiens  maculofa;  tegmine  lyncis: 
Sub  pedibufque  croci  crcfcunr,  dulcefque  hyacii 
thi,  ' 

iloribus  et  yariis  viridls  diftinguitur  herba. 
interea  cecinere  Deum  primordia  prifca: 
At  pnmum  dixere,  ut,  Divum  nuntius  Hermes 
Venerit  Arcadia  fines,  pecorlfque  feraces 
Formofi  campos,  et  prata  reccntia  rivis. 
Qua  nunc  illi  ars,  qua  ftant  Cyilenia  templa. 
illic,  divino  licet  ingens  efTst  honore, 
Pavit  oves,  nam  juffit  amor  ;   votilque  potitus 
l£gregiam  Dryoptn  in  vincla  jugalia  duxit. 
Nafcitur  hinc  proles  vifu  mir,;nda,'bicornis 
i^'apripes  ;  ipla  novo  iiutrix  exterrita  foetu 
Reftitit,  hirfutique  infantem  corporis  horrens. 
At  pater  exultans  villosa  pelle  revirwSum 
Montani  lepons  puerum,  fulgentibus  aftris 
'ntulit,  et  folium  Jovis  ad  fublime  locavit. 
Excipiunt  plaufu  Superi  j  fubrifit  lacchus 
Purpureo  vultu,  et  puerum  Pan  nomine  dixit. 

EX  POEMATA    DE  V0LUPTATIBU3  F/ 
CULTATIS  IMAGINATRICIa*. 


-O  PROGENIES  pulcherrima  cceU  !  i 

Quo  tibi  fuccorum  tradu,  calamique  labore, 
Divinos  ducam  vultus,  cceleftiaque  ora  ? 
Unde  legam  qui,  Diva,  tuis  certare  colores, 

*   T/je  Fki'fures  of  Iniaginaiicn,  b.  i. 


P  0  E  M  A  T  A. 

rpurel  poflint,  difcrimina  drcdala  fuel  ? 
go  age,  Mufa,  vago  curfu  per  maxima  mundi 
patia  ;  et  quicquid  formofi  florida  tellus, 
licquid  habent  mnria,ct  cceli  fpirabile  lumen, 
■libes  ;  quicquid  nitidum  natura  i  econdit 
vesopunx  variarum,  in  amabile,  Mufa,  fideli 
infer  opus  (ludio.     Seu  liberioribus  alis 
n',  comite  Autunino,  per  fortunata  volare 
:fperidum  nemora,  et  d;as  Atlantidos  oras, 
jm  quacunque  Pater  foecuudo  pollice  lucum 
>licem  continjrit,  opacis  gratia  ramis 
t  nova,  et  auricomo  fulserunt  vimiua  foetu  : 
.lacunque  inceffic  per  ditia  rura,  renident 
idique  maturo  fubiti  livore  raccmi ; 
jricofque  recens  iufecit  purpura  cnlles, 
nales  occiduo  nubes  quK  fole  corufcant. 
Je  errare  velis,  ri^ua  convalle,  per  umbras 
iphnes  dile6la5,  Pencus  gurgite  leni 
ua  fluit,  oftentatque  reflexam  e  flumine  Tcmpe 
frpuream  vitreo; — Tempe  !  qua,  numina  fylyis 
Ota  olim,  Fauni  NympliEque,  per  aurea  prifci 
jcula  Saturni,  feci  eto  in  margine  ripa; 
•ondiferx,  focio  ducebant  Pane  choreas 
ultiplices.     At  faltantum  vefligia  propter,^ 
orafque,  Zephyrofque  almos,  udo  imbre,  videres 
:rtatHii  ambrofios  rorcs,  et  odoriferum  thus, 
epluere,  Elyfioque  rubent  quicunque  colores  *. 

IX  FOEMATE  DH  RATIDNE  SALUTIS 
CONSERVAND^f. 

RGO  agite,  O  nympha2,integrosoftenditefontes; 
jfeliJaique  domos,  rigui  penetralia  regni, 
aiades  aperite  !  per  avia  tefqua  vagari, 
obi?  nota,  aveo  •.   videor  refonantia  faxis 
lumina  pr.-eruptis,  fcatebrafque  audire  reclufas. 
inda  perculfus  mentem  formidine,  rupes 
rofpicio,  qua  vorticibus  fpumantibus  amnes 
ifignes  micuere,  antique  carmine  clari. 
jite  omnes,  ingens,  fcopulis  plangentibus,  exit 
'ilus ;  at  iratis  properat  violentior  undis 
line  Padus ;  inde  jugis  Euphrates  Oceano  par 
blvitur  umbriferis,  orientemque  irrigat  omnem. 
1  fecum,  fxvoque  procul  refupmus  in  antro, 
quallentem  Tanais  diffudit  barbarus  urnam. 
>uantls  fub  tenebris,  quam  vaflis  obruta  filvis 
Indique,  conduntur  fiuviorum  exordia  prima 
lobilium  !    Ergo  animum  permifca  horrore   vo- 

iuptas 
ercipit,  et  facro  correpunt  offa  pavore  : 
It  magis  atque  magis,  dira  formidine  circum 
rondif»ri  horrefcunt  luci,  ramilque  patefcit^ 
iltius,  ct  -iiajori  atrum  nemus  accubat  umbra. 
>icite,  nurr.  Lemarum  regio  flat  finibus  iilis 
k.bdita  ?  quienani  hxc  ignoti  pomxria  mundi  ? 
^i  populi  ?  Quseve  arva  viris  exercita  ?  fiquse 
Talia  trans  djferta  fupiJiTint  arva  colenda. 
)  ubicamporum  tarn  iiigris  faucibus  antrum 
^orrigitur  !  Tanto  fpecus  ille  immanis  hiatu 
'"ertur  in  informcm  Phlegetiionta,  an  amoena  vi- 

reta 
'ortunatorum  nemorum  ?  per  opaca  locorum 
Ducite  vos,  dubiol'que  pedes  nrmetis  eunti : 
vlunera  veftra  cano ,  nam  juffit  talia  Pa;on, 
,ralia,  diva  Salus;  et  verfu  pandere  conor, 

*  Lii,  i.  ver.  280,  stfej. 

*[■  TLe  Art  of  preferring  Healthy  6.  2. 


not 


Quid  lymplia  liquido  fierivc  potcil  clemento: 
Quo  nihil  utilius  mundi  fert  dsedala  moles. 
Mirus  quippe  latex  it  mobilis  undique  ;  gemmis 
Lumine  dat  radiare  vago;  dat  qucrcubus  altis 
SKvas  indignari  hyemes,  ct  tcmnere  venios; 
Dat  fcintiilanti  tcmiifiima  fpicula  vino  : 
Et  vehit  et  gencrat  fpeciei  alimenta  cirque, 
Et  vitam,  feu  qux  i'pirabilis  aatheris  ...ra 
Vefcitur,  irriguifve  virefcit  florida  cainpis*, 

PINDARl  PYTHIC.   I. 

HIERONl    iETNJEO    SYRACUSIO    CUKRU    VICT, 

Testudo  filis  apta  nitentibus, 
Qnain  rite  fervat  Pieridum  chorus, 
Tu  cantilenam,  tu  lequaces 
Egregia  regis  arte  grciTus! 
Perculia  pledlro  knitcr  aureo 
Pronum  corufci  fulminis  impetum 
Tu  fllHs,  iEternxque  flammai 
Prscipites  moderaris  i(flus. 
Alis  relapfis.  fufa  Jovis  fuper 
Sceptro,  vobxris  regia  fternitur 
Sopore  praidulci,  carentquc 

Roftra  minis,  occulique  fiammis. 
Quin  Mars  reponens  afpera  fpicula, 
Pofl  pulvcrera  certaminis  ardui, 
Obledetat,  O  Thoebea  proles, 
Corda  tuo  truculenta  cantu. 
At  quos  benigno  numne  Jupiter 
Non  vidit,  illos,  carminis  audiant 
Siquando  divini  levamen, 

Horror  agit  pavidufque  luiSus : 
Qualis  Typhasns,  fub  barathro  jacens 
Imo,  fupremis  improba  centiceps  .  • 
Qued  bella  Divis  intuliffet 
jlimoniq  genitus  fub  antro. 
Quem  nunc  ligatum  Cuma  cubat  fuper, 
Peiflufque  fetis  comprimit  horridum 
Columna  coe'i,  qux  perenni 
Stat  glacie,  nivis^tna  nutrix: 
Et  nunc  procellas  evomit  igneas, 
Fumofque,  mifto  turbine,  bcllua 
Vulcani  et  horrenduni  rubefcunt 
Nodle  procul  jaculata  faxa: 
Immane  di6i;u  prodigium  !  Mare 
Siquis  propinquura  tranfeat,  ut  Typhos      , 
jEtnas  fub  antris  illegetur, 
Difficilique  fremat  cubili ! 
Hoc  me  fokitum  crimine  fac.  Pater, 
Cui  paret  iEtnx  frondeus  ambitus, 
Frons  fertilis  telkiris,  ingens 
Urbs  titulos  tulit  unde  magnos; 
Qua  nuntiatum  eft  quale  Hiero  edcret 
Certamen,  acres  victor  agens  equos, 
Quantufque  fuccuflis,  rotarum 
Arbitur,  inftiterit  quadrigisf . 

IN  HORTO  SCRIPT. 

Vos  O  qux  fociis  plicata  ramis 
Ulmi  brachia  panditls  gemellse, 
Horti  deliciae,  decufque  parvi '. 
Dum  vicina  apium  cohors  per  herbas 


Lib.  a.  Ver.  35a, 
Ad.Antifr.  ii. 


ttfiq. 


Fragrantes  medio  ftrepit  fub  k!1;u, 
Fratcrnis  tueamini  magiflrum 
Vosfub  frondibus,  Attici  leporis 
Audores  Latiive  leiftitantem  ; 
Luftrantemve  oculo  licentiori 
Colles  oppofitos,  aprica  riira, 
Late  undantibus  obfitos  arilHs, 
Tedlofque  aeriis  fuperne  fagis. 

EPITAPHIUM. 

CoNjux  chara  vale  !  tibi  Maritus 
Hoc  pono  niemori  manu  fepulchrum  : 
At  quales  lacrymas  tibi  rependam, 
Dum  trifti  recolo,  Sufanna,  corde, 
Quam  conflans,  animo  neque  impotente, 
Tardi  fufiuleras  acuta  lethi, 
]Vle  fpedans  placidis  fupremum  ocellis  ! 
C>uod  fi  pro  meritis  vel  ipfc  flerem, 
CJuo  flctu  tua  te  relidla  proles, 
Proles  parvula,  rite  prolcquetur, 
Cuftodem,  fociam,  duccm,  parcntem  ? 
At  quorfum  lacrynia;  ?  Valeto  rarx 
£xemplum  pietatis,  O  Sufanna  ! 

APUD  HORTUM  JUCUNDISSIMUM  WIN- 

S]_  qua  eft  gratia  rivuli  perennis, 
Kipas  qui  properat  loquax  per  udas ; 
Si  quis  graminco  nitor  vireco, 
RaCfve  in  fpatiis  quid  eft  amoeni ; 
Aut  fiquod,  fruticum  tenellulorum,' 
Raris  fafciculis  et  hinc  et  indc 
Frondentum,  tenues  brcvel'que  fylvje, 
PolTmt  pandere  d.-edali  coloris  ; 
Quin,  fi  floribus,  angulos  per  omnes, 
Quod  dulcedinis  eft  line  arte  fparfis; 
Cum  crcbris  falubcrrimis  et  herbis- 
Hunc,  hofpes,  lepidum  putabis  hortum. 
At  nee  delicia;,  licet  fuaves, 
Tales  te  poterint  diu  tenere, 
Quin  niiiabere,  quas  micant  utrinque 
Tcda  ingentia,  maximumque  templum, 
Antiquumque  larem  decus  canicenis. 
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Hac  dum  profpicias,  jugl  facrati 

Sub  clivo  ancipiti,  domus  fuperbas 

Olim,  fragmina  valla,  dirutafque 

Arces  ;  ah  niemor,  hofpes,  efto,  ut  ipfx, 

Quas  nunc  egregio  vides  decoras 

Cultu,  et  magnificas,  utrinque  moles, 

Mox  traxifTe  queant  parem  ruinam, 

Et  niufco  jaceant  lituque  plenje  ; 

Quamvis  utraque  Wiccamus  beatus 

Diti  fecerit  auxeritque  fumtu,  ' 

Te,  Phosbi  domus  alma  ;  teque  templum. 

Centum  furgere  juflcrit  columnis. 

AD  SOMNUM*. 

SoMKE  veni,  et  quanquam  certifllma  mortis  ima- 
go es, 
Confortcm  cupio  te  tamen  efle  tori ! 
Hue  ades,  baud  abiture  cito  :  nam  fic  fine  vita 
Vivere,  quam  fuave  eft,  lie  fine  morte  mori  1 

QUI  FIT  M^CENASf,  &c: 

Cum  Juvenis  noftras  fubiit  nevus  advenafedes, 

Continuo  Popi|  pijemia  magna  petit:  , 

Deinde  potens  voti  quiddam  fublimeus  ambit, 

Et  focii  lepidum  munus  inire  cupit : 

At  focius,  mavult  tianCre  ad  rura  facerdos 

Arridetque  uxor  jam  propriique  lares: 

Ad  lus  tranfmiffo,  vitam  inftaurare  priorem, 

Atque  iterum  Popi  tada  fubire,  juvat. 

O  pedtus  mire  varium  et  mutabile  !  cui  fors 

Quaque  petita  placet,  nulla  potita  placet 

^hefe  truly  beautiful  lines,  -written  in  the  original 
Spirit  of  the  Greek  Epigram,  -were  intended  to  have  beat 
placed  undir  ajlatue  nf  Somnus,  in  the  garden  of  the 
laie  learned  James  Harris,  Efq.  of  Salifiury. 

t  "  The  Frogrefs  of  Difeoutent,"  oiieJ  its  origin  U 
thefe'uerfes,fubjoinedioa  theme  by  Warton,  ivhen  an 
under  graduate  ;  -with  ivhinh  the  Prefident  of  his  college 
iL-as  fo  much  pleafed,  that  he  defired  him  to  faraphrafe 
them  in  Englifh. 

\  Sir  Thomas  Pope,  the  founder  of  Trinity  College. 


-     I 


SONNET  IN  IMITATION  OF  SPENSER*. 


Method  GUT   I   faw  the   grave   where  tuneful 
Gray, 

Mantled  in  black  oblivion,  calmly  llept  • 
O'er  the  damp  turf  in  deep(;ft  horror  lay  ' 

The  mufe,  and  her  immortal  minion  wept. 

*  Thh  Sonnet  -.vas  puhlifhed  in  «  The  London 
Chron.cle  and  reprinted  in  «  rhe  Gentleman's  Ma- 
-?='"% /"'■„7/7.  Thefrfl  line  is  e-vidently  borro-.ved 
■^^Zene':^   ^'^"'^'^''s'^'   "    -^iA-'    0/ the  Faerie 

"  Methought  I  faw  the  grave  where  Laura 
lay,     c^c. 


In  vain,  from  f  Hare  wood's  tangled  alleys  wild 

Devonia's  virgins  breath'd  the  choral  fang ; 
In  vain,  from  f  Mona's  precipices  wild, 

Hoar  Mador's  harp  its  thrilling  echo  rung— 
When,  fudden  ftealing  o'er  the  welkin  wide. 
New  magic  ftrains  were  heard  from  Ifis'  verge; 
The  mourning  maid  forgot  her  funeral  dirge. 
And  fmiling  fweet,  as  erft,  witli  confcious  pride, 
Prefs'd  from  her  auburn  hair  the  nightly  dew. 
And  trimm'd  her  wreath  of  hyacinth  anew. 

f  The  fcenes  of  Mr.  Mafon's    «   ElfriJa"  ani\ 

•   Churatlaeui,'[ 
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NAf  HANIEL  COTTON,  M.  D. 


Containing 


VISIONS, 

TALES, 

FABLES, 

EPITAPHS, 

l5ftf.    l^c.  Ife. 

To  which  is  prefixed, 
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Ye  dudile  youths,  whofe  rifing  fun 
Hath  many  circles  ilill  to  run ; 
Who  wifely  wiih  the  pilot's  chart, 
To  fteer  through  life  th'  unfteady  heart ; 
And  all  the  thoughtful  voyage  paft. 
To  gain  a  happy  port  at  laft  ; 
Attend  a  Seer's  inftruftive  fong,  ■ 
For  moral  truths  to  dreams  belong. 

Vision  V. 


EDINB  URGH: 

FRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE] 


THE  LIFE  OF  COTTON. 


3f  the  family,  birth-place,  and  education  of  Nathaniel  Cotton,  there  are  no  written  memorials. 
A  colle(£lion  of  his  Various  Pieces  in  Profc  and  Verfs,  was  printed  in  I  791  ;  but,  by  an  unpardonable 
aegledl  in  the  editor,  without  any  information  concerning  his  life,  family  conne(flion8,  or  even  the 
fimes  and  places  of  his  birth  and  death.  For  the  fake  of  pofterity,  as  well  as  the  prefcnt  times,  it 
is  to  be  wifhed  that  thofe  who  are  acquainted  with  any  particulars  concerning:  him,  would  commu- 
nicate them  to  fome  repofitory,  where  they  might  be  referved  for  the  ufe  of  future  biographers. 

A  few  detached  dates  and  notices,  colle<5led  chiefly  from  his  writings,  form  the  {lender  memorials 
of  his  life. 

He  was  bred  to  the  profeflion  of  phyfic,  in  which  he  took  the  degree  of  Dodtor  ;  but  whether  he 
was  indebted  to  either  of  the  Englifti  Uuiverfities  for  any  part  of  the  literature  he  poffeffed,  or  his 
academical  degree,  is  uncertain. 

He  fettled  as  a  phyfician  at  St.  Albans,  in  Hertfordfliire,  where  he  acquired  great  reputation  in 
his  i)roftilion,  and  continued  to  refide  till  his  death.  In  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  he  kept  a  houfe 
for  the  reception  of  lunatics. 

He  very  early  exerted  his  poetical  talents,  as  may  be  feen  by  the  dates  of  feveral  of  his  perform- 
ances;  the  Epitaphs  on  Mifs  Gee  and  Mr.  Strong,  1736,  Epitaph  on  Colonel  Gardiner,  1745,  Epitaph 
»n  John  Duks  of  Bridgexvater,  X  747-8,  and  the  vcrfcs  to  the  Rev.  james  Hervey,  on  his  Meditations,  by 
a  Phyjtcian,  174'^. 

In  1749,  he  had  the  afilicflion  to  lofe  his  wife;  as  appears  from  his  letter  to  Dr.  Doddridge, 
dated  St.  Albans,  April  29.  1 749,  publifhed  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Stedman  among  the  "  Letters  to  and 
from  Philip  Doddridge,  D.  D."  Svo,  1790. 

"  I  am  very  much  obliged  to  you  for  your  late  tender  inflances  of  cnndefcenfion  and  friendfiilp. 
The  comfort  and  advice  v.'hich  you  mcfl  kindly  adminfler,  arc  extremely  acceptable  ;  and  I  hearti- 
ly pray  to  Gud  to  give  them  their  due  weight.  For  my  own  part,  I  am,  and  have  long  been  abun- 
dantly perfuaded,  that  no  fyflem,  but  that  of  Chriftianity,  is  able  to  fuflain  the  foul  amidft  all  the 
difficulties  and  diftrt-iTcs  of  life.  The  confolations  of  phiLfophy  only  are  fpecious  trifles  at  heft;  all 
cold  and  impotent  applications  to  the  bleeding  heart !  But  the  religion  of  Jefus,  like  its  gracious  and 
benevolent  author,  is  an  inexhaullible  fource  of  comfort  in  this  world,  and  gives  us  the  hopes  of 
everlafling  enjoyment  in  the  next. 

*'  i  jrufume  humbly  to'hope  that  the  Supreme  Being  will  fupport  me  under  my  afHidion ;  and  I 
moft  earneftly  entreat  that  he  will  farj<£l:ify  my  forrows  to  every  gracious  and  good  purpofe. 

"  What  the  mind  feels  upon  fuch  a  painful  divorce,  none  can  adequately  know,  but  they  who 
have  had  the  bitter  experience  of  this  fad  foiemnity.  However,  delicate  and  worthy  minds  will 
readily  paint  out  to  themfelves  fomething  unutterably  foft  and  moving  upon  the  feparation  of  two 
hearts,  whofe  only  divifion  was  their  lodgment  in  two  breafls. 

"  I  am  extremely  indebted  to  your  lady  lor  her  kmd  fympathy  with  me  in  my  forrows ;  and  the 
only  return  that  I  can  make,  either  to  herfell  or  her  confort,  is  my  hearty  prayer,  that  the  dliTol'.i* 
tion  of  their  happy  union  may  be  at  a  vei'y  dillant  period." 
-    Vol.  'jx\.  4  A 


tied  THE  LIFE   OF  COTTON. 

'"  175^1  ^^  publiflied  his  Vifions  in  Ferji,/or  tie  Entertainment  and  InJlruiJim  of  Younger  Mlndt,  8vO|  1 
widiout  his  name;  nor  is  it  prefixed  to  any  of  the  fubfequent  editions,  in  conformity  With  the  rao- 
defl  ambition  he  profefTes  in  the  following  lines  of  his  E/>i/l!e  to  tie  Header. 

All  my  ambition  is,  I  own. 

To  profit  ?nd  to  pleafe  unknown. 

This  publication  was  favourably  received  by  the  polite  and  religious  world,  and  probably  obtaiiu 
cd  him  the  friemlfhip  of  Youngs,  who  refided  at  VVelwyn,  in  the  neighbourhood  of  St.  Albans. 

He  attended  Young  in  his  lad  illneCs,  April  1765.     Among  the  ExtraSls  from  his  Letters,  is  the  ^ 
following-  account  of  the  laft  moments  of  that  excellent  poet,  without  fuperfcription  or  date. 

"  In  my  laft,  I  acquainted  you  that  I  was  called  to  Welwyn.  When  I  arrived  there,  I  found  Dr. 
Yate  waiting  for  me.  It  feems  he  had  been  fent  for  three  or  four  days  before  my  afliftance  waa 
defired.  Dr.  Young's  diforder  was  attended  with  fome  obfcurlty.  But  on  Tuefday,  matters  wore 
a  very  difcouraging  afped  ;  and  on  Wednefday,  Yate  and  myfelf  gave  up  the  cafe  as  lofl.  From 
that  period  to  the  prefent,  Dr.  Young  hath  been  dying.  Whether  the  fcene  be  clofed  this  eveningi 
1  cannot  take  upon  me  to  fay ;  but  this  day  at  noon,  the  phyficians  took  their  leave.  Dr.  Young, 
although  in  his  eighty-fixth  year,  has  difputed  every  inch  of  ground  with  death,  from  the  ftrengtl^ 
of  his  conftitution,  never  impaired  in  early  life  by  riot  and  debauchery.  As  I  fat  by  his  bed  fide, 
how  earneftly  did  [  wifli  the  vital  knot  untied  I  I  humbly  pray  God,  that  myfelf  and  all  who  are. 
connected  with  me,  either  by  blood  or  friendfiiip,  may  be  favoured  with  an  eafy  tranfition  out  of 
this  world  into  a  better. — Your  friendfaip  will  excufe  the  melancholy  reflexions,  for  the  fake  of  the 
cbjedl  which  fuggefted  them.  1  was  very  fond  of  Dr.  Young's  company,  and  greatly  venerated  his. 
mental  abilities. 

"  It  is  pafl  all  doubt  with  me,  that  Dr.  Yonng's  "  Night  Thoughts"  have  advanced  the  intereftsi 
of  religion.  For,  whatever  imperfedtions  there  may  be  in  that  performance,  there  are  indifputably 
fome  of  the  mo-fl  ferlous,  moft  important,  and  nipfl  elevated  ientiments  (exprelTed  in  moft  nervous, 
ftriking,  and  animated  language),  which  have  ever  dropped  from  the  pen  of  man.  It  is  faid  (and! 
perhaps  with  truth),  that  there  were  oddities  in  Dr.  Young's  conduit.  But  thefe  will  moulder; 
away  from  our  remembrance  fafter  than  his  afhes ;  while  the  more  excellent  part  of  his  character, 
like  the  colourings  of  a  fine  piiflure,  will  brighten  by  time,  and  improve  every  year  in  their  valua-, 
tion.  Infidels  and  fenfualifts  regard  the  deceafed  as  an  enthufiafl;  or  melancholic.  But  that  periodj 
is  approaching,  when  wiidom  will  be  juftified  of  her  cliildren,  and  when  intrinfic  worth  fliall  Ihinc 
lortli  as  the  ftars  in  the  firmament. 

"  I  have  fonictimes  thought,  when  I  have  heard  men  of  literature  fpeak  with  indifference  of  Dr. 
Young's  abilities,  that  their  (hidures  have  proceeded  from  a  fecret  principle  of  envy.  But  when 
this  generation  is  paffed  away,  1  dare  fay  the  Doftor's  works  will  be  univerfally  held  in  great 
clleem. 

Virtutem  incdlumt.,;    ...iinus, 
Sublatam  ex  ocu'is  >.^..«c( m.vjs  invidi." 

The  following  Extracts  exhibit  an  advantageous  fpecimen  of  his  temper  and  difpoCtion,  and  an 
intercfting  picture  of  the  infirmities  of  age. 

*'  My  bed  is  often  (Irewed  with  thorns :  but  I  muft  journey  through  life  upon  the  fame  terms  that 
many  wifer  and  better  men  than  myfelf  iiave  done  ;  and  muft;  reflcd:  with  fome  degree  of  comfort, 
that  I  am  making  hady  advances  to  that  fandtuary, "  where  the  wicked  ceafe  from  troubling,  and 
the  weary  fliall  be  at  reft."  Oh  I  my  heart  ftrings,  break  not  yet,  out  of  pity  to  the  worthier  part  oi 
my  family,  who  cannot  lofe  me  uithiut  fiiflcring  the  greateft  inciniveniencies. 

"  I  have  paffcd  aliiioft  three  v.iiuers  beyond  the  ufual  boundary  appropriated  to  human  life;  and 
having  thus  tranfcended  the  longevity  of  a  feptuagenarian,  I  now  labour  under  the  inconveniaicie6| 
and  evils  of  advanced  years.  1  am  emaciated  to  a  very  great  degree,  and  my  trembling  limbs  are 
io  weak,  as  to  feel  infuflicient  to  fuppcrt  my  weight.  The  languors  likewife  which  I  fuller  are  Ic 
frequent  and  fevcre,  as  to  threaten  an  entire  flop  to  the  circulation,  and  arc  fometimes  actompaniedj 
•wi'h  that  moft  diftrcfsfiil  of  all  fcniations,  an  an.\i!;ty  ckeairscordia,  I  fleep  fo  little  during  the  aig 
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that,  in  general,  I  can  rife  up  at  the  voice  of  the  bird,  be  that  peiiod  ever  fo  early.  Nor  arc  my 
Ihental  powers  lefs  deficient  than  my  bodily  ftrength ;  for  my  memory  is  notorioufly  impaired;  and 
a  fubjt-(5l  which  requires  a  little  thought,  becomes  a  burden  hardly  I'upportable.  Are  not  all  thd 
particulars  which  1  have  communicated,  proofs  of  their  being  the  conclud'mg  page  of  Shaklpearc's 
•♦  ftranp:e  eventful  hiftory  ?"  Yes,  furely,  my  dear  friend,  when  an  infpircd  author  announces  the  fame 
truth.  Nor  are  you  and  I  to  wonder,  that  in  our  paflfage  through  this  world,  the  weather  and  the  ways 
grow  the  vyorfe,  the  longer  we  travel,  and  the  nearer  we  approach  to  our  journey's  end.  'l"he  facred 
writer  juft  now  mentioned  affirms,  that  when  thofe  coroforticfs  days  arrive,  which  arc  attend2d  with 
fatiety,  difguft,  and  inquietude,  we  mufl  expert  the  clouds  to  be  often  returning  after  the  rain. 
Amid  thefe  melancholy  fcenes,  it  hath  lately  pleafed  Divine  Providence  to  bereave  me  of  one  of 
the  beft  of  daughters,  who  never  gave  me  a  momein's  uneafineir^,  but  at  her  death,  and  in  that  illnefs 
which  led  to  it  ,  I  mean  hiy  daughter  Kitty,  ^h  deftdcrio J'lt  fudor  aut  modus  tarn  char'i  capitis  ?  But 
no  more  of  this  awful  occurrence." 

He  died  at  St.  Alban?,  in  an  advanced  age,  Auguft  2.  1788. 

Of  his  Fifions  in  f''er/e,ihe  feventh  edition,  revifcd  and  enlarged,  was  printed  in  1767.  The  fub-i 
fcquent  editions  are  too  numerous  to  be  fpecified  In  1791,  his  Furious  Pieces  in  Profe  and  Verfe^ 
many  cf  ivhich  ivere  never  before  pubUfhed,  were  printed  in  z  vols,  8vo.  The  firll  volume  contains  hig 
Vijions  in  Verfe,  FabUi,  and  other  poetical  pieces.  The  fecond,  his  profe  pieces,  Mirza  to  Selim  ; 
Mi/za  to  Hchertolla  ;  Mufculus\  Letters  ^  five  Sermons  ;  Health,  an  All.gory  ;  on  Hu/ljndry  ;  on  Zeal ; 
Detraiiion,  a  Vifion  ;  on  Marriage  ;  Hijlory  of  an  Innkeeper  in  Normandy  ;  on  the  Xlllth  Pfalm  ;  on  the 
XLlId  Pfiilm ;  Extracts  froTs  Letters.  They  are  "  infcribed,  by  permifTion,  to  the  Dowager  Coun- 
tefs  Spencer,''  by  Nathaniel  Cotton,  probably  his  fon,  m  the  following  "  dedication." 

The  author  being  well  knov^n  to  herLadyfhip  for  many  years,  this  public  teftimony  of  appro- 
bation of  his  life  and  works,  given  by  her  whofe  high  flation  and  rank  preclude  her  not  from  a  laud- 
able and  pre-eminent  zeal  in  the  caufe  of  religion  and  goodnefs,  is  particularly  acknowledged  by," 
Sec. 

The  "dedication"  is  fucceeded  by  the  following  fhort"  preface,"  by  th'!  editor. 

"  As  the  Fifions  ia  Ferfe,  and  other  pieces  of  the  late  Dr.  Cotton  which  have  made  their  appear- 
ance, have  given  general  fatisfa(3;ion,  the  editor  flatters  himfelf  that   the  prefent  volumes,  fomc 
pieces  in  which  have  not  yet  been  publifhed,  will  be  agreeable  to  the  public. 

"  It  may  net  be  improper  to  obfcrve,  in  regard  to  the  Sermons  here  offered,  that  as  Mr.  Boylc, 
Mr.  L'ckc,  Sir  Ifaac  Newton,,  and  Mr.  Addifon,  were  firm  believers  in  Chriflianity  ,  that  being 
\<!ymen,  and  having  no  temporal  interefs  relative  to  religion,  their  influence  in  the  fupport  of  it  has 
been  exterfive  and  effcdtual ;  So  every  frefh  inftance  of  firm  faith  in  a  mind  far  removed  from  all 
fufpition,  will  be  acceptable  to  the  lovers  of  Chriftianity." 

His  Fifions  in  Verfe  and  other  uncolleded  and  unpublifhed  poems,  reprinted  from  the  edition 
1791,  are  now,  for  the  firft  time,  received  into  a  collt^ion  of  claflical  Englifh  poetry. 

His  moral  and  intelicd;ual  chara{5ier  appears  to  have  been,  in  the  higheft  degree,  amiable  and 
refpe(5table.  His  piety  is  truly  venerable  and  edifying.  His  writings  are  diftinguiflied  by  the 
ftrongefl  marks  of  piety,  learning,  tafte,  and  bcnc-volence.  They  are  the  produftions  of  an  en- 
lightened mind,  fraught  with  the  purefl  principles  of  morality  and  religion.  They  are  chataAerized 
by  an  ei'gant  fiir.plicity,  derived  from  a  diligent  fludy  of  the  bell  claflical  models. 

Hi^  Sermons,  as  the  compofitions  of  a  layman,  merit  particular  attention.  They  are  plain,  ration^ 
kl,  and  inftru<flive.  His  Letters  of  Aiirza,  and  Mufculus,  Health  an  Allegory,  DetraBiin  a  Fijion,  Hifiory 
vf  an  Innkeeper,  difcover  good  fenfe,  obfervation,  and  tafle,  and  are  very  well  written. 

As  a  poet,  his  c<impofitions  are  dilHnguilbed  by  a  reP.ned  elegance  of  fentimcnt,  and  a  correfpon- 
3ent  fm.plicity  of  cxprciTiun.  He  writes  with  eafe  and  correiitnefs,  frequently  with  elevation  and 
fpirit.  His  thoughts  are  always  jufl,  and  reiigioufly  pure,  and  his  lines  are  commonly  fmooth  and 
eafy  ;  but  the  rhymes  are  not  always  fufficientiy  correfpondent :  the  words  da-zvn  and^worn,  among 
others,  dilappoint  the  ear.  As  piety  predominated  in  his  mind,  it' is  diffufed  over  his  compofitions : 
Under  his  dire(5tion,  poetry  may  be  truly  faid  to  be  fubfcrvient  to  religious  and  moral  i.^{lrud^on, 
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Every  reader  will  regard  with  veneration  the  writer,  who  condefcended  to  lay  afide  the  fcholar  and 
the  philofopher,  to  compofe  moral  apologues,  and  little  poems  of  devotion,  "  for  the  entertainment^ 
and  inftrudlion  of  younger  minds." 

His  Vjfwns,  the  moft  popular  of  his  produftions,  are  not  inferior  to  the  befl;  compofitions  of  that 
kind  in  the  Englifh  language.  They  are  written  in  the  meafure  of  Gay's  "  Fables,"  and,  like  them, 
each  apologue  is  introduced  with  folemn  reflediions  which  naturally  lead  to  the  flory;  but  in  for- 
ciblenefs  of  moral  and  poetical  fpirit,  they  are  unquellionably  fuperior  to  thefe  popular  compoOtions. 
With  the  utility  of  fentiment,  they  combine  the  beauties  of  perfonification  and  allegory,  and  the  e- 
leeancies  of  the  higher  poetry.     The  third,  fe-jentb,  eighth,  and  ninth  vifions,  have  exceeding  merit. 

His  Fables  approach  nearer  to  the  manner  of  Gay  ;  but  they  have  lefs  poignancy  of  fatire.  They 
have  great  merit  of  the  moral  kind,  and  are  properly  adapted,  as  well  as  the  Vifwns, "  for  the  en- 
tertainment and  inftrucfiion  of  younger  minds."  The  falutary  confcquences  that  refult  from  inte- 
refting  fables  and  ftories,  are  univerfally  acknowledged.     It  has  been  afferted  by  Horace,  that 

Omne  tulit  puncSum  qui  mifcuit  utile  dulci ; 
and  the  lapfe  of  ages  has  only  ferved  to  convince  matikind  of  the  truth  of  the  afTertion.     Infancy  is 
foon  wearied  with  the  talk  of  encountering  difficulties;   and  it  is  pofTible  to  fow  the  feeds  of  lafting 
difguft  even  at  that  tender  period.     Inftrudlion,  therefore,  fliould  be  conveyed  to  "  younger  minds," 
through  the  medium  of  fables  or  tales,  which  annex  improvement  to  pleafure,  and  convey  morality, 
as  it  were  within  the  fragrant  foWs  of  the  rofe.     No  compofitions  are  better  adapted  to  inculcate  i 
the  pradice  of  fome  virtue,  or  to  difplay  maxims  of  praftical  wifdom,  to  dire(fl  us  in  the  purfuitsof  { 
life.     We  love  to  be  inftrucfted  while  we  are  amufed  ;  and  exercife  our  critical  fagacity  in  applying  ij 
the  chara(Sters  of  the  fable  to  our  acquaintance  or  ourfelves,  in  proportion  to  our  propenCty  for  fa- 
tire,  or  our  defire  of  moral  information.     Rouffeau,  from  an  opinion  that  the   former  inclination 
predominates,  in  his  famous  critique  on  the  "  Fox   and   Crow,"  of  La   Fontaine,  objeds  with  his   ,;, 
ijfual  love  of  parodox,  and  his  ufual  fpirit,  to  this  clafs  of  compofitions ;  but  it  cannot   be  fuppofedj  !i( 
that  he  expeiled  his  arguments  would  prevail  upon  mothers  to  withhold  from  their  children  the!  ^ 
only  writings  that  can  induce  them  to  read. 

Of  his  mifcellaneous  poems.  The  Fire  Side  is  the  mofl  agreeable.  The  fubjeft  is  univerfally  in-i  it 
terefting,  the  fentiments  are  pleafmg  and  pathetic,  and  the  verfification  elegant  and  harmonioufcil 
The  Ferfes  to  Her'uey,  which  are  generally  known,  as  they  are  prefixed  to  his  "  Meditations,"|  «' 
contain  -m  elegant  and  merited  compliment  to  that  pious  and  amiable  writer.  The  verfcs/oaj 
Child  of  fve  years  old  are  exquifitely  beautiful.  The  Ode  en  the  Ne-vu  Tear  is  pious,  animated,  and' 
poetical.  The  Sunday  Hymn  has  exceeding  merit,  and  ranks  with  the  devotional  compofitions  of. 
Addifon  and  Watte.  The  Night  Piece  is  diftinguiflied  by  dignity,  variety,  and  originality  of  fenti 
mcnt  in  a  fuperior  degree.  His  Epitaphs  are  remarkably  elegant,  charaderiftic,  and  pathetic.  His 
lighter  pieces  are  not  deficient  in  eafe  and  fprightlinefs,  and  may  be  read  with  pleafure;  but  they 
require  no  diflind  examination,  or  particular  criticifm. 
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VISIONS    IN    VERSE, 


FOR    THE 

ENTERTAINMENT  AND  INSTRUCTION  OF  YOUNGER  MINDS. 


i 


Virginibus  puerifque  canto. 


Hon. 


AN  EPISTLE  TO  THE  READER. 

\uTHORS,  you  know,  of  greatell  fame, 

Through  modefty  fupprefs  their  name; 

^nd  would  you  wifli  me  to  reveal 

Vhat  thefe  fuperior  wits  conceal  ? 

'orego  the  fearch,  my  curious  friend, 

^nd  hufband  time  to  better  end. 

Ul  my  ambition  is,  I  o^jn, 

"o  profit  and  to  pleafe  unknown ; 

Jke  ftreams  fupply'd  from  fprings  below, 

A'hich  fcatter  bleflings  as  they  flow. 

Were  you  difeas'd,  or  prefs'd  with  pain, 
Itrait  you'd  apply  to  *  V\'"arwick-Lane  ; 
The  thoughtful  doflor  feels  your  pulfe, 
No  matter  whether  Mead  or  Hulfe) 
iVrites — .Arabic  to  you  and  me,— 
Then  figns  hi»  hand',  and  takes  his  fee. 
I^ow,  {hould  the  lage  omit  his  name, 
»Vould  not  the  cure  remain  the  fame  .' 
."^ot  but  phyficians  fign  their  bill, 
Dr  when  they  cure,  or  when  they  kill. 

'Tis  often  known  the  mental  race 
rheir  fond  ambitious  fires  difgrace. 
Oar'd  I  avow  a  parent's  claim, 
CJritics  might  fne;r,  and  friends  might  blame. 
This  dang'rous  fecret  let  me  hide, 
I'll  tell  you  every  thing  befide. 
Not  that  it  boots  the  world  a  tittle, 
Whether  the  author's  big  or  little; 
Or  whether  fair,  or  black,  or  brown  ; 
No  writer's  hue  concerns  the  town. 

I  pafs  the  filent  rural  hour, 
'No  Have  to  wealth,  no  tool  to  pow'r, 
My  manfion's  warm  and  very  neat ; 
You'd  fay,  a  pretty  fnug  retreat. 
iMy  rooms  no  coftly  paintings  grace, 
!The  humbler  print  fupplies  their  place. 
iBehind  the  houfe  my  garden  lies. 
And  opens  to  the  fouthern  fkies  : 

*  Ca]!cge  cf  Fhyficians, 


The  diflant  hills  gay  profpeifls  yield, 
And  plenty  Imiles  in  ev'ry  field. 

The  faithful  maftifF  is  my  guard, 
The  feather'd  tribes  adorn  my  yard; 
Alive  my  joy,  my  treat  when  dead. 
And  their  foft  plumes  improve  my  bed. 

My  cow  rewards  me  all  fhe  can, 
(Brutes  leave  ingratitude  to  man) ; 
She,  daily  thankful  to  her  lord. 
Crowns  with  neftareous  fweets  my  board. 
Am  I  difeas'd  ? — the  cure  is  known, 
Her  fweeter  juices  mend  my  own. 

I  love  my  houfe,  and  feldom  roam. 
Few  vifits  pleafe  me  more  than  home. 
I  pity  that  unhappy  elf 
Who  loves  all  company  but  felf. 
By  idle  paffions  borne  away 
'I'o  op'ra,  mafquerade,  or  play ; 
Fond  of  thofc  hives  where  folly  reigns, 
And  Britain's  peers  receive  her  chains; 
Where  the  pert  virgin  flights  a  name, 
And  fcorns  to  redden  into  fliame. 
But  luiow,  my  fair  (to  whom  belong 
The  poet  and  his  artlefs  fong) 
W^hen  female  cheeks  rcfufe  to  glow, 
Farevvel  to  virtue  here  below. 
Our  fex  is  loft  to  every  rule. 
Our  fole  diflinilion,  knave  or  fool. 
'Tis  to  your  innocence  we  run; 
Save  us,  ye  fair,  or  we're  undone  ; 
Maintain  your  modcily  and  fl:ation. 
So  women  ftiall  preferve  the  nation. 

Mothers,  'tis  laid,  in  days  of  old 
Efteem'd  their  girls  more  choice  than  gold  . 
Too  well  a  daughter's  worth  they  knew, 
To  make  her  cheap  by  public  view  : 
(Few,  who  their  diamonds'  value  weigh, 
Expofe  ihofe  diamonds  ev'ry  day) 
Then,  if  Sir  Flume  drew  near,  and  fmil'dj 
The  parent  trembled  for  her  child  : 
The  firfl;  advance  alarm'd  her  bread  i 
And  fancy  pidur'd  all  the  reft, 
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But  now  no  mother  fears  a  foe, 
No  daughter  fliudders  at  a  beau. 

Fleafure  is  all  the  reigning  theme. 
Our  noonday  thought,  our  midnight  dream. 
Jn  folly's  chace  our  youths  engage, 
And  fhamelefs  crowds  of  tott'ring  age. 
'i'he  die,  the  dance,  th'  intemp'rate  bowl 
"With  various  charms  engrofs  the  foul. 
Are  gold,  fame,  health,  the  terms  of  vice  ? 
The  frantic  tribes  fhall  pay  the  price. 
But  though  to  ruin  port  they  run. 
They'll  think  it  hard  to  be  undone. 

Do  not  arraign  my  want  of  taflc. 
Or  fight  to  ken  where  joys  are  plac'd. 
They  widely  err,  who  think  me  blind. 
And  I  difclaim  a  floic's  mind. 
Jjike  yours  are  my  fenfations  quite  ; 
I  only  flrive  to  feel  aright. 
My  joys,  like  ftreams,  glide  gently  by, 
Though  fmall  their  channel,  never  dry  ; 
Keep  a  flill,  even,  fruitful  wave. 
And  blefs  the  neighb'ring  meads  they  la  vCj 

Aiy  fortune  (for  I'll  memion  all. 
And  more  than  you  date  teil)  is  fmall; 
Yet  ev'ry  friend  partakes  my  flore. 
And  want  goes  fmiling  from,  my  door. 
Will  forty  Ihillings  warm  the  breaft 
Of  worth  or  indufbry  diilrefs'd  ? 
This  fum  I  cheerfully  impart ; 
'Tis  fourfcore  pleafures  to  my  heart. 
And  you  may  make,  by  means  like  thefe, 
rive  talents  ten,  whene'er  you  pleafe. 
'Tis  true,  rny  little  purfc  grows  light ; 
But  then  I  fieep  fo  fweet  at  night ! 
This  grand  fpccific  will  prevail. 
When  ali  the  doflor's  opiates  fail. 

You  afk,  what  party  I  purfue  ? 
Perhaps  you  mean,  "  Whofe  fool  are  you  .'" 
The  names  of  party  I  detefl, 
Badges  of  flavery  at  bell ! 
I've  too  much  grace  to  play  the  knave. 
And  to  much  pride  to  turn  a  flave. 

I  love  my  country  from  my  foul. 
And  grieve  when  knaves  or  fools  contrpuL 
I'm  pleas'd  when  vice  and  folly  fajart, 
Or  at  the  gibbet  or  the  cart : 
Yet  always  pity,  where  !  can. 
Abhor  the  guilt,  but  mourn  the  man. 

Now  the  religion  of  your  poet- — 
Does  not  this  little  preface  fliow  it  ? 
My  vifions  if  you  fcan  with  care, 
'Tis  ten  to  one  you'll  find  it  there. 
And  if  my  adlions  fuit  my  fong. 
You  can't  in  con.fcience  think  me  wrong. 

SLANDER. 


INSCRIBED    TO    MISS  ****, 

My  lovely  girl,  I  write  for  you  ; 
And  pray  believe  my  vifions  true  ; 
I'hey'll  form  your  mind  to  every  grace; 
T  hcy'li  add  new  beauties  to  your  face  : 
./\nd  whrn  old  age  impairs  your  prime. 
You'll  triumph  9'er  the  fpoils  of  time. 

Childhood  and  youth  engage  my  pen,' 
•Tis  hb9ur  bit  to  talk  to  ;aica, 


J 


Youth  may,  perhaps,  reform,  when  wrong"j 

Age  will  not  liflen  to  my  fong. 

He  who  at  fifty  is  a  fool. 

Is  far  too  flubborn  grown  for  fchool. 

What  is  that  vice  which  flill  prevails. 
When  almoft  every  paflion  fails; 
Which  with  our  very  dawn  begun, 
Nor  ends,  hut  with  our  fetting  fun; 
Which  like  a  noxious  weed,  can  fpoil 
The  faireft  flovi''rs,  and  choke  the  foil  ? 
'Tis  Slander, — and,  vcith  (hame  I  own, 
The  vice  of  human  kind  alone. 

Be  Slander  then  my  leading  dream, 
Though  you're  a  flranger  to  the  theme  j 
Thy  fofter  breaft,  and  honefl  heart. 
Scorn  the  defamatory  art; 
Thy  foul  affe  ts  her  native  fkies, 
Nor  afks  detraction's  wings  to  rife ; 
In  foreign  fpoils  let  others  fhine, 
IntrinCc  excellence  is  thine.  | 

The  bird,  in  peacock's  plumes  who  fhone, 
Could  plead  no  m.erit  of  her  own  : 
They  filly  theft  betray'd  her  pride, 
And  fpoke  her  poverty  befide. 

Th'  infidious  Jiland'ring  thief  is  worfe 
Than  the  poor  rogue  who  fl;cals  your  purfe. 
Say,  he  purloins  your  glitt'ring  flore  ; 
Who  takes  your  gold,  takes  '  trafli'— no  more  ; 
Perhaps  he  pilfers — to  be  fed — 
Ah  !  guiltlefs  wretch,  who  deals  for  bread! 
But  the  dark  villain,  who  fhall  aim 
To  blaft,  my  fair,  thy  fpotlefs  name. 
He'd  fleal  a  precious  gem  away, 
Steal  what  both  Indies  can't  repay! 
Here  the  flrong  pleas  of  want  are  vain. 
Or  the  more  impious  pleas  of  gain. 
No  finking  family  to  fave ! 
No  gold  to  glut  th'  infatiate  knave  !  | 

Improve  the  hint  of  fchakfpeare's  tongue,  I 

'Twas  thus  immortal  *Shakfpeare  fung.  ' 

And  truft  the  bard's  unerring  rule,  j 

For  nature  was  that  poet's  fchool. 

As  J  was  nodding  in  my  chair, 
I  faw  a  rueful  wild  appear : 
No  verdure  met  my  aching  fight. 
But  hemlock,  and  cold  aconite  ; 
Two  very  pois'nous  plants, 'tis  true, 
But  not  fo  bad  as  vice  to  you. 

The  dreary  profpeft  fpread  around  ! 
Beep  fnow  had  whiten'd  all  the  ground! 
A  black  and  barren  mountain  nigh, 
Expcs'd  to  ev'ry  friendlefs  Iky  ! 
Here  foul-mouth'd  Slander  lay  reclia'd, 
Htr  fnaky  treffes  hifs'd  behind: 
"  f  A  bloated  toad-flool  rais'd  her  head, 
"  The  plumes  of  ravens  wer*  her  bed:" 
She  fed  upon  the  viper's  brood, 
And  flak'd  her  impious  thirfl;  with  blood. 

The  rifing  fun  and  wellern  ray 
Were  witnefs  to  her  diflant  fway. 
The  tyrant  claim'd  a  mightier  hoft 
Than  the  proud  Perfian  e'er  could  boaft. 
No  conqutft  grac'd  Darius'  fon|; 
By  his  own  numbers  half  undope! 

*   Otbelh.  I   Garth's  D'lffenfary. 

\   Xerxes,  l!>!g  rf  Perjta,  and fon  of  Darius,      h 
vivadcd  Grace  tvith  an  army  confijling  of  more  than 


Succefs  attended  Slander's  pow'r, 
She  reap'd  frefli  laurels  ev'iy  hour. 
Her  troops  a  deeper  fcarlet  wore 
Than  ever  armies  knew  before. 

No  plea  diverts  the  fury's  rage. 
The  fury  fpares  nor  fex  nor  age. 
Ev'n  merit,  with  deftrudive  charms, 
Provokes  the  vengeance  of  her  arms. 

Whene'er  the  tyrant  founds  to  war, 
Her  canker'd  trump  is  heard  afar. 
Pride,  with  a  heart  unknown  to  yield. 
Commands  in  chief,  and  guides  tlie  field. 
He  {talks  with  vaft  gigantic  ftride, 
And  fcatters  fear  and  ruin  wide. 
So  th'  impetuous  torrents  fweep 
At  once  whole  nations  to  the  deep. 

Revenge,  that  bafe~*Hefperian,  known 
A  chief  lupport  of  Slander's  throne, 
Amidfl  the  bloody  crowd  is  feen. 
And  treach'ry  brooding  in  his  mien  ; 
The  monfter  often  chang'd  his  gait, 
But  march'd  refolv'd  and  fk'd  as  fate. 
Thus  fell  the  kite,  whom  hunger  flings, 
Now  flowly  moves  his  outflretch'd  wings; 
Now  fwift  as  lightning  bears  away, 
And  darts  upon  his  trembhng  prey. 

Envy  commands  a  fecrct  band, 
With  fword  and  poifon  in  her  hand. 
Around  her  haggard  eye-balls  roll; 
A  thoufand  fiends  poiTefs  her  foul. 
The  artful,  unfufpe'iled  fpright 
With  fatal  aim  attacks  by  night. 
Her  troops  advance  with  filent  tread. 
And  flab  the  hero  in  his  bed ; 
Or  (hoot  the  wing'd  maUgnant  lie. 
And  female  honours  pine  and  die. 
So  prowling  wolves,  when  darknefs  reigns. 
Intent  on  murder  fcour  the  plains; 
Approach  the  folds,  where  lambs  repofe, 
Whofe  guilelefs  breafls  I'ufped  no  fees; 
The  favage  gluts  his  fierce  defircs, 
And  bleating  innocence  expires. 

Slander  fmil'd  horribly,  to  view 
How  wide  her  daily  conquefls  grew : 
Around  the  crowded  levees  wait, 
Idke  oriental  flaves  of  flate  : 
Of  either  fex  whole  armies  prefs'd, 
But  chiefly  of  the  fair  and  befl. 

Is  it  a  breach  of  friendihip's  law 
To  fay  what  female  friends  I  faw  ? 
Slander  affumes  the  idol's  part. 
And  claims  the  tribute  of  the  heart. 
The  befl,  in  fome  unguarded  hour. 
Have  bow'd  the  knee,  and  own'd  her  powV 
Then  let  the  poet  not  reveal. 
What  candour  wiihes  to  conceal. 

if  I  beheld  fome  faulty  fair. 
Much  wodc  delinquents  crov>rded  there: 
Prelates  in  facred  lawn  I  faw, 
Grave  phyfjc,  and  loquacious  law; 


million  of  men  (fome  fay  more  than  two  mlUronsJ,  ivho, 
together  iviih  their  cattle,  perifhed  in  great  meafure 
throuah  the  inability  of  the  countries  tofupplyfuch  a  "vafl 
boll  ivit!}  pro-vijion. 

*  Hefperia  includes  Italy  as  -zcell  as  Spain,  and  the 
inhabitants  of  boib  are  remarkable  for  their  revengeful 
i:fpofition> 
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Courtiers,  like  fumncr  flics,  abound  ; 
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And  hungry  poets  fwarni  around. 
But  novv  my  partial  (lory  ends, 
And  makes 'my  females  lull  amends. 
If  Albion's  iile  fuch  dreams  fiihlls, 
'Tis  Albion^s  Ifle  which  cures  thcle  ills; 
Fertile  of  every  worth  and  grace, 
Which  warm  the  heart,  and  flulh  the  face. 

Fancy  difcto>'d  a  fmlhng  train 
Of  Britifh  nymphs,  tiiat  tripp'd  the  plain: 
Good-nature  firll,  a  fylvan  queen, 
Attir'd  in  robes  of  cheerful  green  : 
A  fair  and  fmiling  virgin  flie  !_ 

Witli  ev'iy  charm  that  fliines  in  thee. 

Prudence  affum'd  the  chief  command, 

And  bore  a  mirrour  in  her  hand; 

Gray  was  the  matron's  head  by  age, 

Her  mind  by  long  experience  fage ; 

Of  every  diltant  ill  afraid. 

And  anxious  for  the  fimp'ring  maid. 

The  Graces  danc'd  before  the  fair; 

And  white-roh'd  Innocence  was  there. 

The  trees  with  golden  fruits  were  crown'd. 

And  rifing  HowVs  adorn'd  the  ground ; 

The  fun  difplay'd  each  brighter  ray; 

And  ihone  in  all  the  pride  of  day. 

When  Sland.-r  iicken'd  at  the  light. 
And  ficulk'd  away  to  fliun  the  light. 
PLEASURE. 

•     VISION.    II. 

Hear,  ye  fair  motliers  of  our  ifle, 

Nor  fcorn  your  poet's  homely  Ryle. 

What  though  my  thoughts  be  quaint  or  new, 

I'll  warrant  that  my  dotStrine's  true  : 

Or  if  my  fentiments  be  old,    , 

Remember,  truth  is  llerling  gold. 

Yon  judge  it  of  important  weight. 
To  keep  your  rifing  OiTspring  flrait: 
For  this  fuch  anxious  moments  feel. 
And  afk  the  friendly  aids  of  fleel : 
For  this  import  the  diftant  cane. 
Or  fiay  the  monarch  of  the  main. 
And  {liall  the  foul  be  warp'd  afide 
By  puffion,  prejudice,  and  pride  ? 
i'^eformity  of  heart  1  call 
The  worft  deformity  of  all. 
Your  cares  to  body  are  contin'd. 
Few  fear  obliquity  of  mind. 
Why  not  adorn  the  better  part  ? 
This  is  a  nobler  theme  for  art. 
For  what  is  form,  or  what  is  face. 
But  the  foul's  index,  or  its  cafe  ? 

Now  take  a  fimile  at  hand, 
Compare  the  mental  foil  to  land. 
Shall  fields  be  till'd  with  annual  care. 
And  minds  lie  fallow  ev'ry  year? 
O  fince  the  crop  depends  on  you. 
Give  them  the  culture  which  is  due: 
Hoe  every  weed,  and  drefs  the  fod. 
So  harveft  fhall  repay  your  toil. 

If  human  minds  refemble  trees, 
fAs  every  moralift  agrees) 
Prune  all  the  flragglers  of  your  vine, 
Then  fhall  the  purple  cluflers  fhine. 
The  gard'ner  knows,  that  fruitful  life 
Demands  his  falutary  knife  : 
For  ev'ry  wild  luxuriant  fhoot. 
Or  robs  the  bloom,  or  ftarves  the  fruit. 
4  A  iiij 
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A  *fatirifl;  in  Roman  times, 

When  Rome,  like  Britain,  groan'd  with  crimes, 

AlTerts  it  for  a  facred  truth, 

That  pleafures  are  the  bane  of  youth: 

That  forrows  fuch  purfuits  attend. 

Or  fuch  purfuits  in  forrows  end  : 

That  all  the  wild  advent'rer  gain* 

Are  perils,  penitence,  and  pains. 
Approve,  ye  fair,  the  Roman  page, 

And  bid  your  fons  revere  the  fage  ; 

In  ftudy  ipend  their  midnight  oil. 

And  firing  their  nerves  by  manly  toil. 

Thus  fhali  they  grow  like  Temple  wife, 

Thus  future  Lockes  and  Newtons  rife ; 

Or  hardy  chiefs  to  wield  the  lance. 

And  fave  us  from  the  chains  of  France. 

Yes,  bid  your  fons  betimes  forego 

Thofe  treach'rous  paths  were  pleafures  grow; 

Where  the  young  mind  is  folly's  flave, 

Where  every  virtue  finds  a  grave. 
Let  each  bright  character  be  nam'd, 

For  wifdom  or  for  valour  fam'd: 
Are  the  dear  youths  to  fcieiice  prone  .' 
Tell,  how  th'  immortal  Bacon  {hone  I 
Who,  leaving  meaner  joys  to  kings, 
Soar'd  high  on  contemplation's  wings; 
Rang'd  the  fair  fields  of  nature  o'er, 
Where  never  mortal  trod  before : 
Bacon  !  v/hofe  vaft  capacious  plan 
Befpoke  him  angel,  more  than  man  ! 
Does  love  of  martial  fame  infpire  ? 
Clierifh,  ye  fair,  the  gen'rous  fire ; 
Teach  them  to  fpurn  inglorious  reft, 
And  roufe  the  hero  in  their  breafl ; 
Paint  Creffy's  vanquifh'd  field  anew, 
Their  fouls  fhall  kindle  at  the  view; 
Refolv'd  to  conquer  or  to  fall. 
When  liberty  and  Britain  call. 
Thus  (hall  they  rule  the  crimlbn  plain, 
Or  hurl  their  thunders  through  the  main  ; 
Gain  with  their  blood,  nor  grudge  the  coil, 
What  their  degen'rate  fires  have  loft  : 
The  laurel  thus  fhall  grace  their  brow, 
As  Churchill's  once,  or  Warren's  now. 

One  Summer's  evening  as  I  ftray'd 
A.long  the  filent  moon-light  glade. 
With  thel'e  reiledlions  in  my  breafl, 
Beneath  an  oak  I  funk  to  reft ; 
A  gentle  {lumber  intervenes, 
And  fancy  drefs'd  inftru(5live  fcene?. 
Methought  a  fpaciousroad  1  fpy'd, 
And  ftately  trees  adorn'd  its  fide ; 
Frequented  by  a  giddy  crowd 
Of  thoughtlefs  mortals,  vain  and  loud ; 
Who  tripp'd  with  jocund  heel  along. 
And  bade  me  join  their  fmiling  throng. 

I  ftrait  obey'd — perfuafion  hung 
Like  honey  on  the  fpcaker's  tongue. 
A  cloudlefs  fun  improv'd  the  day. 
And  pinks  and  rofes  ftrew'd  our  way. 

Now  as  our  journey  we  purfuc, 
A  beauteous  fabric  rofe  to  view, 
A  ft  Uely  dome,  and  fweetly  grac'd 
With  cv'ry  ornament  of  tafte. 
This  ftrudiurc  was  a  female's  claim. 
And  Pleafurc  was  the  monarch's  nam?. 

»  Pcrfius. 


The  hall  we  enter'd  uncontroui'd, 
And  faw  the  queen  enthron'd  on  gold; 
Arabian  fwects  perfum.'d  the  ground. 
And  laughing  Cupids  flutter'd  round  ; 
A  flowing  veft  adorn'd  the  fair. 
And  flow'ry  chapkts  wrcath'd  her  hair  : 
Fraud  taught  the  queen  a  thoufand  wiles, 
A  thoufand  foft  infidious  fmiles; 
Love  taught  her  liiping  tongue  to  fpeak. 
And  form'd  the  dimple  in  her  cheek; 
The  lily  and  the  damalk  rofe, 
The  tinclure  of  her  face  compofe; 
Nor  did  the  god  of  wit  difdain 
To  mingle  v.'ith  the  fhining  train. 

Her  vot'rics  flock  from  various  parts. 
And  chiffly  youth  rcfign'd  their  hearts; 
The  old  in  fparing  numbers  prefs'd, 
But  avvkward  devotees  at  bell. 
Now  let  us  range  at  large,  we  cry'd. 
Through  all  the  garden's  boafted  pride. 
Here  jafmines  fpread  the  filver  flow'r, 
To  deck  the  wall,  or  weave  the  bow'r  ; 
The  woodbines  mix  in  am'rous  play,    " 
And  breathe  their  fragrant  lives  away. 
Here  rifing  myrtles  form  a  fhade. 
There  rofes  blufli,  and  fcent  the  glade. 
The  orange,  with  a  vernal  face. 
Wears  ev'ry  rich  autumnal  grace; 
While  the  young  bloffoms  here  unfold. 
There  fhines  the  fruit  like  pendent  gold. 
Citrons  their  balmy  ivveets  exhale. 
And  triumph  in  the  diftant  gale. 
Now  fountains,  murai'ring  to  the  fong. 
Roll  their  tranflucent  ftreams  along. 
Through  all  the  arom.atic  groves. 
The  faithful  turtles  coo  their  loves. 
The  lurk  afcending  pours  his  notes. 
And  linnets  i\vell  thtir  rapt'rous  throats. 

Pleafure,  imperial  fair  !   how  gay 
Thy  empire,  and  how  wide  thy  Iway  ! 
Enchanting  queen  !  how  foft  thy  reign  ! 
How  man,  fond  man  !  implores  thy  cliain  ? 
Yet  thine  each  meretricious  art, 
That  weakens,  and  corrupts  the  heart. 
The  childilh  toys  and  wanton  page 
Which  fmk  and  proftitute  the  ftage  ! 
The  mafquerade,  that  juft  offence 
To  virtue,  and  reproach  to  fcnfe  ! 
The  midnight  dance,  the  mantling  bowl. 
And  all  that  diffipate  the  foul ; 
All  that  to  ruin  mnn  combine, 
Yes,  fpecious  harlot,  all  arc  tliine  ! 

Whence  fprung  th'  accuri'ed  luft  of  play. 
Which  beggars  thoufands  in  a  day  ? 
Speak,  forc'refb,  fpcak  (for  thou  canfl  tell) 
VVho  call'd  the  treach'rous  card  from  hell  ? 
Now  man  profanes  his  reas'niiig  pow'rs. 
Profanes  fwcet  friendfhip's  facred  hours; 
Abandon'd  to  inglorious  ends. 
And  faithlefs  to  himfclf  and  friends; 
A  dupe  to  cv'ry  artful  knave. 
To  ev'ry  abjed;  wilh  a  flave; 
But  who  againfl  himfclf  combines, 
Abets  his  enemy's  defigns. 
When  Rapine  meditates  a  blow, 
He  fhares  the  guilt  who  aids  the  foe. 
Is  man  a  thief  who  fleals  my  pelf.' 
How  great  his  theft,  who  robs  hi;nfc.lf! 
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fe  man,  who  gulls  his  friend,  a  cheat  ? 
■,!lHow  heinous  then  is  i't-lf-deceit ! 
Is  murder  juftly  deem'd  a  crime  ? 
How  black  his  guilt,  who  murders  time  ! 
Should  cuilom  plead,  as  cuftom  will, 
Grand  precedents  to  palliate  ill, 
Shall  modes  and  forms  avail  with  me, 
When  reafon  difavows  the  plea  ? 
Who  games,  is  felon  of  his  wealth,  , 

His  time,  his  liberty,  hh  health. 
I  Virtue  forfakes  his  fordid  mind, 
And  Honour  fcorns  to  "ay  behind. 
From  man  when  thefe  bright  cherubs  part. 
Ah !  what's  the  poor  deferred  heart  ? 
A  favage  wild  that  fhocks  the  fight, 
Or  chaos,  and  impervious  night ! 
Each  gen'rous  principle  deflroy'd, 
And  demons  crowd  the  frightful  void  ! 

Shall  Siam's  elephant  fupply 
The  baneful  dcfolating  die  ? 
Againll  the  hor.efb  fylvan's  will. 
You  taught  his  iv'ry  tufk  to  kill. 
Heav'n,  fond  its  favours  to  difpenfe. 
Gave  him  that  weapon  for  defence. 
That  weapon,  for  his  guard  dellgn'd. 
You  render'd  fatal  to  mankind. 
He  plann'dno  death  for  thoughtlefs  youth, 
You  gave  the  venom  to  his  toofh. 
Blulh,  tyrant,  blufn,  for  oh  !  'tis  true 
That  no  fell  ferpent  bites  like  you. 

The  guefls  were  order'd  to  depart, 
RelucStance  fat  on  ev'ry  heart : 
A  porter  fliow'd  a  different  door, 
Not  the  fair  portal  known  before  ! 
The  gates,  methought,  were  open'd  wide, 
The  crowds  defcended  in  a  tide. 
But  oh  !  ye  heav'ns,  what  v-aft  furprife 
Struck  the  advent'rers'  frighted  eyes! 
A  barren  heath  before  us  lay, 
And  gath'ring  clouds  obfcur'd  the  day; 
The  darknefs  rofe  in  fmoky  fpires; 
The  lightnings  flaHi'd  their  livid  fires : 
Loud  peals  of  thunder  rent  .the  air, 
While  vengeance  chill'd  our  hearts  with  fear. 

Five  ruthlefs  tyrants  fway'd  the  plain, 
And  triumph'd  o'er  the  mangled  flain. 
Here  fat  Diftafte,  with  fiekly  mien, 
Ai>d  more  than  half-devour'd  with  fpleen  : 
There  Hood  Remorfe,  with  thought  oppreft. 
And  vipers  feeding  on  his  breafl; : 
Then  Want,  dcjeifted,  pale,  and  thin, 
With  bones  juft  Parting  through  his  Ikin  ; 
A  ghafdy  fiend! — and  clofe  behind 
Dileafe,  his  aching  head  reclin'd  ! 
His  everlafting  thirft  confefs'd 
The  fires,  which  rag'd  within  his  bread  : 
Death  clos'd  the  ttain  !  the  hideous  form 
Smil'd  unrelenting  in  the  florm : 
Jjifhen  ft  rait  a  doleful  fnriek  was  heard ; 
PvTv.ke — The  vifion  difappcar'd. 

L^i.t.i-f  the  unexperienc'd  boy 
Deny  tl^^fWeafures  will  deflroy; 
Or  fay  that  dreams  are  vain  and  wild, 
Like  fairy  tales,  to  plcafe  a  child. 
Important  hints  the  wife  may  reap 
From  fallies  of  the  foul  in  fleep. 
And,  fince  there's  meaning  in  my  dreaiB, 
The  moral  merits  your  efteem. 
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Attend  my  vifions,  thoughtlefs  youths, 
Kre  long  }>ou'll  think  them  weighty  truthsj 
Prudent  it  were  to  think  fo  now  ; 
Ere  age  has  filver'd  o'er  your  brow; 
For  he,  who  at  his  early  years 
Has  fovvn  in  vice,  fhall  reap  in  tears. 
If  folly  has  polYefs'd  his  prime, 
Dileafe  ihall  gather  ftrcngth  in  time  ; 
Poifon  fhall  rage  in  ev'ry  vein,— 
Nor  penitence  dilute  the  flain  : 
And  when  each  hour  Hial!  urge  his  fate, 
■Thought,  like  the  dotfor,  comes  too  late. 

'I  he  fubjedt  of  my  fong  is  Health, 
A  good  fuperior  far  to  wealth. 
Can  the  young  mind  diftrult  its  worth  ? 
Confiilt  the^monarchs  of  the  earth ; 
Imperial  czars,  and  fultans  own 
No  gem  fo  bright  that  decks  their  throne: 
Each  for  this  pearl  his  crown  would  quit. 
And  turn  a  ruftic  or  a  cit. 

Mark,  though  the  blcffing's  loft  with  eafe, 
'Tis  not  recover'd  when  you  pleafe. 
Say  not  that  gruels  Ihail  avail, 
For  falutary  gruels  fail. 
Say  not,  Apollo's  fons  fucceed, 
Apollo's  fon  is  Egypt's  *  reed. 
How  fruitlefs  the  phyfician's  fkill. 
How  vain  the  penetential  pill. 
The  marble  monuments  proclaim. 
The  humbler  turf  confirms  the  fame  ! 
Prevention  is  the  better  cure, 
So  fays  the  proverb,  and  'tis  fure. 

Would  yx>u  extend  your  narrow  fpan, 
And  make  the  moft  of  life  you  can; 
Would  you,  when  med'clnes  cannot  fave, 
Defcend  with  cafe  into  the  grave; 
Calmly  retire,  like  evening  light, 
And  cheerful  bid  the  world  good-night? 
Let  temp' ranee  conftantly  p,efide, 
Our  beft  phyfician,  friend,  and  guide! 
\A^ould  you  to  wifdom  make  pretence, 
Proud  to  be  thought  a  man  of  fenfe  .' 
Let  temp'iance  (always  friejd  to  fame) 
With  fteady  hand  dired:  your  aim ; 
Or,  like  an  archer  in  the  dark. 
Your  random  Ihaft  will  mifs  the  mark: 
For  they  who  flight  her  golden  rules. 
In  wifdom's  volume  ftand  for  fools. 

But  morals,  unadorn'd  by  art. 
Are  fcldom  known  to  reach  the  heart, 
ril  therefore  ftrive  to  raife  my  theme 
With  all  the  fccnery  of  dream. 

Soft  were  my  flumbers,  fvveet  my  reft. 
Such  as  the  infant's  on  the  breaft ; 
V/hen  fancy,  ever  on  the  wing, 
And  fruitful  as  the  genial  fpring, 
Prefented,  in  a  blaze  of  light, 
A  new  creation  to  my' fight. 

A  rural  landfcape  I  defcry'd, 
Dreft  in  the  robes  of  Summer  pride; 
The  herds  adorn'd  the  floping  hills. 
That  ghtter'd  with  their  tinkhng  rills ; 
Below  the  fleecy  mothers  ftray'd, 
A.nd  round  their  fportive  lambkins  play'd. 

*  In  alltififin  to  %  Kings  xviii.  21. 
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Nis^h  to  a  murmuring  trook  I  faw 

An  humble  cottage  thatch'd  with  llraw  ; 

Behind,  a  garden  that  fupply'd 

All  things  for  ufe,  and  none  for  pride  : 

Beauty  prevail'd  through  ev'ry  part, 

But  more  of  nature  than  of  art. 

Hail  thou  fweet,  calm,  unenvied  feat ! 

I  faid,  and  blefs'd  the  fair  retreat  : 

Here  would  I  pafs  my  remnant  days, 

Unknown  to  cenfure  or  to  praife  ; 

Forget  the  world,  and  be  forge;. 

As  Pope  defcribes  his  veflal's  lot. 

While  thns  1  mus'd,  a  beauteous  maid 

Slept  from  a  thicket's  neighh'ring  fhade ; 

Not  Hampton's  gallery  can  boalt, 

Nor  Hudfon  paint  fo  fair  a  toafl : 

She  daim'd  the  cottage  for  her  own, 

To  Health  a  cottage  is  a  throne. 

The  annals  fay  (to  prove  her  worth)* 

The  graces  folemniz'd  her  birth. 

Garlands  of  various  flow'rs  they  wrought. 

The  orchard's blufhing  pride  they  brought: 

Hence  in  her  face  the  lily  fpeaks, 

And  hence  the  rofe  which  paints  her  cheeks  ; 

The  cherry  gave  her  lips  to  glow. 

Her  eyes  were  debtors  to  the  floe  ; 

And,  to  complete  the  lovely  fair, 

'Tis  faid,  the  chefnut  flain'd  her  hair. 
The  virgin  was  averfe  to  courts, 

But  often  feen  in  rural  fports : 
AVhen  in  her  rofy  vefl  the  morn 
Walks  o'er  the  dew-befpanglcd  lawn. 
The  nymph  is  firfl  to  form  the  race, 
Or  wind  the  horn,  and  lead  the  chace. 

Sudden  I  heard  a  fhouting  train, 
Glad  acclamations  nll'd  the  plain  : 
Unbounded  joy  improv'd  the  fcene. 
For  Health  was  loud  proclaim'd  a  queen. 

Two  fmiling  cherubs  grac'd  her  throne, 
(To  modern  courts  1  fear  unknovv^n  ,) 
One  was  the  nympth  that  loves  the  light, 
Fair  Innocence,  array'd  in  white; 
With  fiftcr  Peace  in  clofe  embrace. 
And  heav'n  all  opening  in  her  face. 

The  reign  was  long,  the  empire  great, 
And  Virtue  minifter  of  ftate. 
In  other  kingdoms,  ev'ry  hour. 
You  hear  of  vice  preferr'd  to  pow'r  r 
Vice  was  a  perfect  fl:ranger  here  : 
No  knaves  engrofs'd  the  royal  ear : 
No  fools  obtain'd  this  monarch's  grace ; 
"Virtue  difpos'd  of  ev'ry  place. 

Whatfickly  appetites  are  ours, 
Still  varying  with  the  varying  hours ! 
And  though  from  good  to  bad  we  range, 
"  No  matter,"  fays  the  fool,  "  'tis  change." 

Her  fubjetSiS  now  txprefs'd  apace 
DiffitisfaifHon  in  their  face  : 
Some  viev.  the  (late  with  envy's  eye, 
Some  were  difpleas'd,  they  knew  not  why: 
When  Faftion,  ever  bold  and  Vain, 

"*  With  rigour  tax'd  their  monarch's  reign. 
Thus,  lliould  an  angel  from  above. 
Fraught  with  benevolence  and  love, 
Defcend  to  earth,  and  here  impart 
Important  truths  to  mend  the  heart; 
Would  not  th'  inftrudivc  gueft  difpenfe 
With  paflion,  appetite,  and  I'enfc, 


OFCOTTON. 

We  fhould  his  heav'niy  lore  defpifc. 
And  fend  him  to  his  former  Ikies. 

A  dang'rous  hoflile  power  arofe 
To  Health,  whole  houfehold  were  her  foes: 
A  harlot's  loofe  attire  fhe  wore. 
And  Luxury  the  name  {he  bore. 
This  princefs  of  unbounded  fviay, 
Whom  Alia's  fofter  fons  obey, 
Made  war  againfl;  the  queen  of  Health, 
Affilled  by  the  troops  of  Wealth. 

The  queen  was  fuft.  to  take  the  field, 
Arm'd  with  her  helmet  and  her  fhield; 
Temper'd  with  fuch  fuperior  art, 
That  both  were  proof  to  ev'ry  dart. 
Two  warlike  chiefs  approach'd  the  green, 
And  wondrous  fav'rites  with  the  queen  : 
Both  were  of  Amazonian  race. 
Both  high  in  merit,  and  in  place. 
Here  Refolution  march'd,  v/hofe  foul 
No  fear  could  fhake,  no  pow'r  controul ; 
The  heroine  v^cre  a  Roman  veft, 
A  lion's  heart  inform'd  her  bread. 
There  Prudence  fhone,  whofe  bofom  wrought 
With  all  the  various  plans  of  thought ; 
'Twas  her's  to  bid  the  troops  engage. 
And  teach  the  battle  where  to  rage. 
And  now  the  Siren's  armies  prefs. 
Their  van  was  headed  by  Excefs  : 
The  mighty  wings  that  form'd  the  fide. 
Commanded  by  that  giant  Pride  : 
While  Sicknefs,  and  her  fifters  Pain 
And  Poverty  the  centre  gain : 
Repentance,  with  a  brow  fevere. 
And  Death,  were  fLation'd  in  the  rear. 

Health  rang'd  her  troops  with  matchlefs  art. 
And  atiJled  the  defenfive  part : 
Her  army  pofted  on  a  hill, 
Plainly  befpoke  fuperior  {kill : 
Hence  v/ere  difcover'd  through  the  plain. 
The  nintions  of  the  hoftile  train : 

While  Prurience,  to  prevent  furprife. 

Oft  fally'd  with  her  trufty  fpies; 

Explor'd  each  ambufcade  below. 

And  reconnoitred  well  the  foe. 
Afar  when  Luxury  defcry'd 

Inferior  force  by  art  fupply'd, 

The  Siren  fpake — Let  Fraud  prevail. 

Since  all  my  numerous  hofts  muft  fail; 

Henceforth  hoflilities  ftall  ccafe, 

I'll  fend  to  Flealth,  and  offer  peace. 

Strait  fhe  difpatch'd,  Avith  pow'rs  complete, 

Fleafure,  her  minifter,  to  treat. 

This  wiclced  flrumpet  topp'd  her  part, 

And  fow'd  fedition  in  the  heart ! 

Through  ev'ry  troop  the  polfon  ran. 

All  were  infedted  to  a  man. 

The  vrary  generals  were  w-on 

By  Pleafure's  wiles,  and  both  undone, 
Jove  held  the  troops  in  high  difgracc. 

And  bade  difeafes  blafl  their  race  ; 

Look'd  on  the  queen  with  melting  eyes. 

And  fnatch'd  his  darling  to  the  fkies  : 

Who  ftill  regards  thofe  wifer  few. 

That  dare  her  didlates  to  purfue. 

For  where  her  ftridlcr  law  prevails. 

Though  Paflion  prompts,  or  Vice  aflails; 

Long  fhall  the  cloudlefs  fkies  behold, 

And  their  calm  fun-fet  beam  with  gold. 
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Man  is  deceiv'd  by  outward  {how— 
'Tis  a  plain  homcipun  truth,  I  know, 
The  fraud  prevuils  at  ev'ry  age. 
So  fays  the  fchool-boy  and  the  fage ; 
Yet  ftill  we  hug  the  dear  deceit, 
Andflilleschim  againft  the  cheat. 
But  whence  this  inconfiftcnt  part  ? 
Say,'  rnoralills,  who  know  the  heart: 
If  you'll  this  labyrinth  purfue, 
I'll  t;o  before,  and  find  the  clue. 

I  dreamt  ('twas  on  a  birth-day  night) 
A  fumptuous  palace  rofe  to  fight ; 
The  builder  had,  through  ev'ry  part, 
Ohferv'd  the  chaltefl  rules  of  art ; 
Raphael  and  Titian  had  difplay'J 
All  the  full  force  of  light  and  fhade: 
Around  the  livcry'd  fervants  wait; 
An  aged  porter  kept  the  gate. 

As  I  was  travevfing  the  hall, 
Where  BrufTelb'  looms  adorn'd  the  wall, 
(Whofe  tap'ftry  fhows,  without  my  aid, 
A  nun  is  no  fuch  ufelcfs  maid), 
A  graceful  pcrfon  came  in  viev/, 
(Kis  form,  it  feems,  is  known  to  few) ; 
His  drefs  was  unadcrn'd  with  lace, 
But  charms  !  a  thoulbnd  in  his  face. 

This,  fir,  your  property  ?  I  cry'd — 
Mafler  and  manfion  coincide  ; 
Where  all,  indeed,  is  truly  great, 
And  proves  that  blifs  may  dwell  with  (late. 
Pray,  fir,  indulge  a  Granger's  claim. 
And  grant  the  favour  of  your  name. 

"  Content,'  the  lovely  form  reply 'd; 
Cut  think  not  here  that  I  refidc  . 
Here  lives  a  courtier,  bafe  and  fly; 
An  open,  honeft  ruftic,  I. 
Our  tafle  and  manners  difagree, 
His  levee  boafts  no  charms  for  me  : 
For  titles  and  the  fmiles  of  kings, 
To  me  are  cheep  unheeded  things. 
('Tis  virtue  can  alone  impart 
'I'he  patent  of  a  ducal  heart: 
Unlefs  this  herald  fpeaks  him  great, 
What  fhall  avail  the  glare  of  llate)  .' 
Thofe  fccret  charms  are  my  delight, 
Which  fliine  remote  from  public  fight : 
Pafiions  fubdu'd,  denres  at  refl — 
And  hence  his  chaplain  fhares  my  brenfl-. 

There  was  a  time  (his  grace  can  tell) 
I  knew  the  duke  exceeding  well ; 
Knew  ev'ry  fecret  of  his  heart ; 
In  truth,  we  never  were  apart: 
But  when  the  court  became  his  end, 
He  turn'd  his  back  upon  his  friend. 

One  day  I  call'd  upon  his  grace, 
fufl  as  the  duke  had  got  a  place  ; 
!  thought  (but  thought  amifs,  'tis  dear); 
1  iliou'd  be  welcome  to  the  peer. 
Yes,  welcome  to  a  man  in  pow'r; 
And  fo  I  was — for  half  an  hour. 
But  he  grew  weary  of  his  gueft, 
And  foon  difcarded  me  his  breafl ; 
Upbraided  me  with  want  of  merit, 
But  rnoll  for  poverty  of  fpirit. 


You  relifh  not  the  great  man's  lot  ? 
Come  hallcn  to  my  humbler  cot. 
Think  mc  not  partial  to  the  great, 
I'm  a  fworn  foe  to  pridr  arnl  (late; 
I\'o  monarchs  iliare  my  kind  embrace. 
There's  fcarcc  a  monarch  knows  my  face  : 
Content  fliuns  courts,  and  oft'ner  dwells 
With  nuidefl  worth  in  rural  cells; 
There's  no  complaint,  though  brown  the  bread. 
Or  the  rude  turf  fullain  the  head  ; 
Though  har<l  the  couch,  and  coarfe  the  meat. 
Still  the  bro^vn  loaf  and  fleep  arc  fwcct. 

Far  from  the  city  I  refidc, 
And  a  thatch'd  cottage  all  my  pride. 
True  to  my  heart,  I  ielJoni  roam, 
Bccaufe  1  find  my  joys  at  home. 
For  foreign  vifits  then  begin, 
\Vh  n  the  man  feels  a  void  within. 

Rut  though  from  towns  and  crowds  I  Rf^ 
No  humoriil  nor  cynic,  I. 
Amidll  fequefter'd  fliades  I  prize 
The  friendfliips  of  the  good  and  wife. 
Bid  Virtue  and  her  fons  attend. 
Virtue  will  tell  thee  I'm  her  f;  lend  : 
Tell  thee  I'm  faithful,  conftant,  kind. 
And  meek  and  lowly,  and  refign'd  ; 
■\V"ill  fay,  there's  no  riiftindlion  Itnown 
Betwixt  her  houfehold  and  my  own. 

-■i'f!.'Z'i!;". 
If  thtfe  the  friendfhips  you  purfue. 
Your  friends,  !  fear,  are  very  few. 
So  little  company,  you  fay, 
Yet  fond  of  home  frt;m  day  to  day  ? 
How  do  you  flum  detraction's  rod  .' 
I  doubt  your  neighbours  think  you  odd! 

Co7itcnt. 

I  commune  with  myfelf  at  night, 
And  afk  my  heart  if  all  be  right ; 
If,  "  right,"  replies  m.y  faithful  breafl, 
I  fmile,  and  clofe  niy  eyes  to  reft. 

You  feem  rcgardlcfs  of  the  town: 
Pray,  fir, how  fland  you  with  the  gown? 

Coiiiciit. 
The  clergy  fay  they  love  me  well, 
Whether  they  do,  they  befl  can  tell : 
They  paint  me  modefl,  friendly,  wife. 
And  always  praife  me  to  the  ficics; 
But  if  conviction's  at  the  heart. 
Why  not  a  corrtfpondent  part? 
For  fhall  the  learned  tongue  prevail, 
If  atlions  preach  a  different  tale  ? 
Who'll  leek  my  door  or  grace  my  walls, 
When  neithfr  deati  nor  prelate  calls.' 

With  thofe  my  friendfliips  nioft  obtain. 
Who  prize  their  duty  more  than  gain  ; 
Soft  flow  the  hours  whene'er  we  meet, 
And  confcious  virtue  is  our  treat : 
Our  harmlefsbreafh  no  envy  know. 
And  hence  we  fear  no  fecret  foe  ; 
Our  walks  ambition  ne'er  attends, 
And  hence  we  afk  no  powerful  friends; 
M''e  wi(h  the  beft  to  church  and  flatc. 
But  leave  the  (leerage  to  the  great ; 
Carelefs,  who  rifes,  or  who  falls. 
And  never  dream  of  vacant  flails; 
iS'Iuch  lefs,  by  pride  or  int'refl;  drawn, 
Sigh  for  the  mitre,  and  the  lawn. 
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Obfer ve  the  fecrets  of  my  art, 
I'll  fundamenta!  truth's  impart: 
If  you'll  my  kind  advice  purfue, 
I'll  quit  my  hut,  and  dwell  with  you- 

The  palTions  are  a  num'rous  crowd, 
Imperious,  pofitive,  and  loud : 
Curb  thefe  licentious  fons  of  ftrife  ; 
Hence  chiefly  rife  the  ftorms  of  life : 
If  they  grow  mutinous,  and  rave. 
They  ai-e  thy  mailers,  thou  their  flave. 

Regard  the  world  'with  cautious  eye, 
Nor  raife  your  expedation  high. 
See  that  the  balanc'd  fcales  be  fuch, 
You  neither  fear  nor  hope  too  much. 
Tor  difappointment's  not  the  thing, 
'Tis  pride  and  paffion  point  the  fting. 
Life  is  a  fea  where  florms  muft  rife, 
'Tis  folly  talks  of  cloudlels  ikies : 
He  who  contradls  his  fwelling  fail, 
Eludes  the  fury  of  the  gale. 

Be  ftill,  nor  anxious  thoughts  employ, 
Diilruft  embitters  prefent  joy  : 
On  God  for  all  events  depend  ; 
You  cannot  want  when  God's  \  our  friend. 
Weigh  well  your  part,  and  do  your  bed  ; 
Leave  to  your  Maker  all  the  reft. 
The  hand  which  form'd  thee  in  the  womb, 
Guides  from  the  cradle  to  the  tomb. 
Can  the  fond  mother  flight  her  boy ; 
Can  Ihc  forget  her  prattlmg  joy  ? 
Say  then,  ihall  fov'reign  love  defert 
The  humble,,and  the  lioneil  heart  ? 
Heav'n may  not  grant  thee  all  thy  mind; 
Yet  lay  not  thou  that  Heav'n's  unkind. 
God.  is  alike,  both  good  and  wife, 
III  what  he  grants,  and  what  denies  : 
Perhaps,  what  goodnefs  gives  to-day. 
To-morrow  goodnefs  takes  away. 

You  fay,  that  troubles  intervene. 
That  forrows  darken  half  the  fcene. 
f     True — and  this  confequence  you  fee. 
The  world  was  ne'er  deiign'd  for  thee ; 
You're  like  a  pafTcnger  below. 
That  fl:ays  perhaps  a  night  or  fo  ; 
But  ilill  his  native  country  lies 
Beyond  the  bound'ries  of  the  flcies. 

Of  Heav'n  aik  virtue,  wifdom,  health, 
But  never  let  thy  pray'r  be  wealth, 
if  food  be  thine  (though  little  gold), 
And  raiment  to  repel  the  cold  ; 
Such  as  may  nature's  want  fuflice, 
Not  what  from  pride  and  folly  rife  ; 
If  foft  iite  motions  of  thy  foul, 
And  a  calm  confcience  crowns  the  whole  ; 
Add  but  a  friend  to  all  this  (tore. 
You  can't  in  reafon  wifh  for  more  : 
And  if  kind  Heav'n  thus  comfort  brings, 
'Tis  more  than  Heav'n  bellows  on  kings. 

He  fpake — the  airy  fpedlre  flies, 
And  ftrait  the  fweet  illufion  dies. 
The  vifion,  at  the  early  dawn, 
Confign'dme  to  the  thoughtful  morn; 
To  all  the  rares  of  waking  clay. 
And  inconiJilent  dreams  of  day. 

H.'^PPINESS. 

VISION    V. 

Ye  (Tn6lilc  youths,  whofc  rifing  fun 
^     ]^atli  many  circles  Aill  to  run  ; 


Who  wifely  wiih  the  pilot's  chart, 

To  fleer  through  life  th'  unfleady  heart;    ' 

And  all  the  thoughtful  voyage  paft. 

To  gain  a  happy  port  at  laft  : 

Attend  a  Seer's  inftruftive  fong. 

For  moral  truths  to  d;  ams  belong. 

I  faw  this  wondrous  vifion  foon. 
Long  ere  my  fun  had  reach'd  its  noon ; 
Juft  when  the  rifing  beard  began 
To  grace  my  chin,  and  call  me  man. 

One  night,  when  balmy  flumbers  fhed 
Their  peaceful  poppies  o'er  my  head. 
My  fancy  led  me  to  explore 
A  thoufand  fccnes  unknown  before, 
I  faw  a  plain  extended  wide. 
And  crowds  pout'd  in  from  ev'ry  fide  : 
All  feem'd  to  flart  a  diff'rent  game. 
Yet  all  declar'd  their  views  the  fame : 
The  chace  was  Happinefs,  I  found, 
But  all,  alas  !  enchanted  ground. 

Indeed  I  judg'd  it  wondrous  ftrange. 
To  fee  the  giddy  numbers  range 
Through  roads,  which  promis'd  nought,    at  bcftj 
But  forrow  to  the  human  breaft. 
Methought,  if  blifs  was  all  their  view, 
Wliy  did  they  diff'rent  paths  purfue  ? 
The  waking  world  has  long  agreed. 
That  Bagihot's  not  the  road  to  Tweed : 
And  he  who  Berwick  feeks  through  Staines, 
Shall  have  his  labour  for  his  pains. 

As  Parnel  *  fays,  my  bofom  wrought 
With  travail  of  uncertain  thought : 
And,  as  an  angel  heip'd  the  dean, 
My  angel  chofe  to  intervene  ; 
'I'lie  drefs  of  each  was  much  the  fame, 
And  Virtue  was  my  feraph's  name. 
When  thus  the  angel  filence  broke, 
(Her  voice  was  mufic  as  fhe  fpoke). 

Attend,  O  man,  nor  leave  my  fide, 
And  fafety  ihall  thy  footfteps  guide  ; 
Such  truths  I'll  teach,  fuch  fecrets  fhow, 
As  none  but  favour'd  mortals  know. 

She  faid — and  flrait  we  mareh'd  along 
To  join  Ambition's adilive  throng; 
Crowds  urg'd  on  crowds  with  eager  pace. 
And  happy  he  who  led  the  race. 
Axes  and  daggers  lay  unfeen 
In  ambufcade  along  the  green  ; 
While  vapours  ihed  delulive  light, 
And  bubbles  mock'd  the  diftant  fight. 

We  faw  a  flrining  mountain  rife, 
Whofe  tow'ring  i'ummit  reach'd  the  flcies : 
'I'he  flopeswcre  fleep,  and  form'd  of  glafs. 
Painful  and  hazardous  to  pafs  : 
Courtiers  and  ftatelmcn  led  the  way. 
The  faithlefs  paths  their  fteps  betray; 
This  moment  feen  aloft  to  foar. 
The  next  to  fall,  and  rife  no  more. 

'Twas  here  Ambition  kept  her  court, 
A  phantom  of  gigantic  port ; 
The  fav'rite  that  fuftain'd  her  throne. 
Was  Falfehood,  by  her  vizard  known  ; 
Next  flood  Miftruft,  with  frequent  figlt, 
DifordeFd  look,  and  fquinting- eye; 
While  meagre  Envy  claim'd  a  place, 
And  jealoufy,  with  jaundic'd  face. 
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But  where  is  Happlnefs  ?  I  cry'd. 
My  guardian  turn"d,  and  thus  reply'd: 

Mortal,  by  folly  ftill  begiiil'd, 
Thou  haft  not  yet  outftripp'd  the  child ; 
Thou,  who  haft  twenty  winters  feen, 
(I  hardly  think  thee  paft  fifteen) 
To  alk  if  Happinefs  can  dwell 
With  every  dirty  imp  of  hell ! 
Go  to  the  fchool-boy,  he  (hall  preach, 
What  twenty  winters  cannot  teach  ; 
He'll  tell  thee,  from  his  weekly  tlieme, 
That  thy  purfuit  is  all  a  dream: 
That  Blifs  ambitious  views  difowns, 
And  felf-dependent,  laughs  at  thrones; 
Prefers  the  ftiades  and  lowly  feats, 
"Whither  fair  Innocence  retreats  : 
So  the  coy  lily  of  the  vale, 
Shuns  eminence,  and  loves  the  dale. 

I  blufti'd ;  and  now  we  crofs'd  the  plain, 
To  find  the  money-getting  tiain; 
Thofe  fiknt,  fnug,  commercial  bands, 
With  bufy  looks,  and  dirty  hands. 
Am>dft  thefe  thoughtful  crowds  the  old 
riac'd  all  their  Happinefs  in  gold. 
And  furely,  if  there's  blifs  below, 
Thefe  hoaiy  heads  the  fecret  know. 

We  journey'd  with  the  plodding  crew. 
When  foon  a  temple  rofe  to  view : 
A  Gothic  pile,  with  mofs  o'ergrown  ; 
Strong  were  the  walls,  and  built  with  ftonc. 
Without  a  thoufand  maftifFs  wait ; 
A  thoufand  bolts  fecure  the  gate. 
We  fought  admiffion  long  in  vain  : 
For  here  all  favours  fell  for  gain : 
The  greedy  porter  yields  to  gold, 
His  fee  receiv'd,  the  gates  unfold. 
Affembled  nations  here  we  found, 
And  view'd  the  cringing  herds  around. 
Who  daily  facrific'd  to  Wealth, 
Their  honour,  confcience,  peace,  and  health. 
I  faw  no  charms  that  could  engage  ; 
The  god  appear'd  like  fordid  age, 
With  hooked  nofe,  and  famifti'd  jaws. 
But  ferpents'  eyes,  and  harpies'  claws  : 
Behind  ftood  Fear,  that  refllefs  fpright. 
Which  haunts  the  watches  of  the  night ; 
And  Viper-Care,  that  flings  fo  deep, 
Whofe  deadly  venom  murders  fleep. 

We  haften  now  to  Pleafure's  bow'rs ; 
Where  the  gay  tribes  fat  crown'd  with  flow'rs ; 
Here  Beauty  every  charm  difplay'd. 
And  Love  inflam'd  the  yielding  maid  : 
Delicious  wine  our  tafte  employs, 
Hrs  crimfon  bowl  exalts  our  joys  : 
I  felt  its  gen'rous  pow'r,  and  thouglit 
'I'he  pearl  was  found,  that  long  I  fought. 
Determin'd  here  to  fix  my  home, 
I  blefs'd  the  change,  nor  wifti'd  to  roam  : 
The  Seraph  difapjirov'd  my  flay, 
Spread  her  fair  plumes,  and  wing'd  away. 

Alas!  whene'er  we  talk  of  bhfs, 
How  prone  is  man  to  judge  amifs  I 
See,  a  long  train  of  ills  confpires 
To  fcourge  our  uncontroul'd  defires. 
Like  Summer  fwarms  Difeafes  crowd, 
Each  bears  a  crutch,  or  each  a  Ihroud; 
Fever  !   that  thirfty  fury,  came, 
With  inextinguifhable  flame ; 


Confumption,  fworn  ally  of  Death! 
Crept  flowly  on  with  panting  breath  ; 
Gout  roar'd,  and  ftiow'd  his  throbbing  feet; 
And  Dropfy  took  the  drunkard's  feat : 
Stone  brought  his  tort'ring  racks ;  and  near 
Sat  Palfy  Ihaking  in  her  chair ! 

A  mangled  youth,  beneath  a  fliade, 
A  melancholy  fcene  difplay'd  : 
His  nofelefs  face,  and  loathfome  ftalns, 
Proclaim'd  the  poifon  in  his  veins ; 
He  rais'd  his  eyes,  he  fmote  his  breafl. 
He  wept  aloud,  and  thus  addrefs'd  : 

Forbear  the  harlot's  falfe  embrace. 
Though  Lewdnefs  wear  an  angel's  face. 
Be  wife,  by  my  experience  taught, 
1  die,  alas !  for  want  of  thought. 
,    As  he  who  travels  Lybia'g  plains, 
Wltere  the  fierce  Lion  lawlefs  reigns. 
Is  feiz'd  with  fear  and  wild  difmay. 
When  the  grim  foe  obftrucSs  his  way  : 
My  foul  was  pierc'd  with  equal  fright. 
My  tott'ring  limbs  oppos'd  my  flight ; 
I  call'd  on  Virtue,  but  in  vain. 
Her  abfcnce  quicken'd  every  pain  : 
At  length  the  flighted  angel  heard, 
The  dear  refulgent  form  appear'd. 

Prefumptuous  youth!  fhe  faid,  and  frown'd; 
(My  heart-ftrings  flutter'd  at  the  found) 
Who  turns  to  me  reludlant  ears. 
Shall  Ihed  repeated  floods  of  tears. 
Thefe  rivers  fhall  for  ever  laft. 
There's  no  retraiSing  what  is  paft : 
Nor  think  avenging  ills  to  ftiun  ; 
Play  a  falfe  card,  and  you're  undone. 

Of  Pleafure's  gilded  baits  beware, 
Nor  tempt  the  Syren's  fatal  fnare: 
Forego  this  curs'd,  detefted  place. 
Abhor  the  ftrumpet  and  her  race  : 
Had  you  thofe  fofter  paths  purfu'd, 
Perdition,  ftripling,  had  enfu'd  : 

Yes,  fly you  ftand  upon  its  brink ; 

To-morrow  is  too  late  to  think. 

Indeed,  unwelcome  truths  I  tell, 
But  mark  my  facred  lefTon  well ; 
With  me  whoever  lives  at  ftrife, 
Lofes  his  better  friend  for  life ; 
With  me  who  lives  in  friendfliip's  ties, 
Finds  all  that's  fought  for  by  the  wife. 
Folly  exclaims,  and  well  flie  may, 
Becaufe  1  take  her  mafk  away ; 
If  once  I  bring  her  to  the  fun, 
'J'he  painted  harlbt  is  undone. 
But  prize,  my  child,  oh  !  prize  my  rules. 
And  leave  deception  to  her  fools. 

Ambition  deals  in  tinfel  toys. 
Her  traffic  gewgaws,  fleeting  joys  ! 
An  arrant  juggler  in  difguife, 
Who  holds  falfe  optics  to  your  eyes. 
But  ah !  how  quick  the  Ihadows  pafs ; 
Though  the  bright  vifions  through  her  glafs 
Charm  at  a  diftance ;  yet,  when  near,       ' 
The  bafelefs  fabrics  difappear. 

Nor  Riches  boaft  intrinfic  worth, 
Their  charms  at  beft,  fuperior  earth  : 
Thefe  oft  the  hcav'n-born  mind  enflave, 
And  make  an  honeft  man  a  knave. 
"  Wealth  cures  my  wants,"  the  Mifer  cries; 
Be  not  decciv'd — the  Mifcr  lies ; 
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One  v/ant  he  has,  with  all  his  {lore, 
That  worft  of  wants !  the  want  of  more. 

Take  Pleafure,  Wealth,  and  Pomp  away, 
And  where  is  Happinefs  ?  you  fay. 

'Tis  here — and  may  be  yours— for,  know 
I'm  all  that's  Happinefs  helow. 

To  Vice  I  leave  tumultuous  joys, 
Mine  is  the  ftill  and  fofter  voice  ; 
That  whifpers  peace,  when  Horms  invade, 
And  mufic  through  the  midnight  fhade. 

Come  then,  be  mine  in  ev'ry  part, 
Nor  give  me  lefs,  than  all  your  heart ; 
When  troubles  difcompofe  your  breail, 
I'll  enter  there  a  cheerful  gu^ft  : 
My  converfe  Ihall  your  cares  beguile, 
The  little  v/orld  wichin  (hall  fmile ; 
And  then  it  fcarce  imports  a  jot, 
Whether  the  great  \Torld  frowns  or  not. 

And  when  the  doling  fcenes  prevail, 
When  wealth    ft  ate,  pleafure,  all  Ihall  fail ; 
All  that  a  foolifh  world  admires, 
Or  paffion  craves,  or  pride  infp;res; 
At  that  important  hour  of  need. 
Virtue  fiiall  prove  a  friend  indeed  ! 
My  hands  fliall  fmoodi  thy  dying  bed. 
My  arms  fuflain  thy  drooping  head  : 
And  when  the  painful  ftruggle's  o'er. 
And  that  vain  thing,  the  World,  no  more  ; 
I'll  bear  my  fav'rite  Ion  away 
To  rapture,  and  eternal  day. 

FR.IENDSHIP. 

VISION  VI. 

Friendship!  thou  foft,  propitious  pow'r  ! 
Sweet  regent  of  the  focial  hour  ! 
Sublime  thy  joys,  nor  underflooJ, 
But  by  the  virtuous  and  the  good  ! 
Cabal  and  Riot  take  thy  name. 
But  'tis  a  falfe  affected  claim. 
In  heav'n  if  Love  and  friendfhip  dv/ell. 
Can  they  affociate  e'er  with  hell ! 

Thouf;h  art  the  fame  through  change  of  times 
Through  frozen  zones,  and  burning  climes: 
From  the  equator  to  the  pole,    . 
The  fame  kind  angel  througli  the  whole. 
And,  fince  thy  choice  is  always  free, 
I  blefs  thee  for  thy  fmiles  on  nie. 

When  forrowsi\vell  the  temped  high, 
Thou,  a  kind  port,  art  always  nigh  ; 
For  aching  hearts  a  fov'reign  cure, 
Not  foft  Nepenthe  *  half  fo  fure  ! 
And  when  returning  comforts  rife. 
Thou  the  bright  fun  that  gilds  otir  Ikies. 

While  thefe  ideas  v.'arm'dniy  breaH, 
My  weary  eye-lids  Hole  to  reil; 
When  fancy  re-affum'd  the  theme. 
And  furnifh'd  this  inftru61ive  dream. 

1  lad'd  upon  a  ilormy  fea, 
(I'lioul'ands  cmbark'd  alike  with  me) 
My  ficliT  was  fniall,  and  weak  befide, 
Jilot  built,  methought,  to  ftem  the  tide. 


*  Nepenthe  is  an  herb,  ivhich  being  infofcd  in  •wine, 
iifpth  griff.  It  is  unlmivn  to  th;  moderns  ;  but  fame 
ielifVi  it  a  Und  of  opium,  and  others  tak:  it  for  afpe- 
%ies  of  btigiofs.     i-liij,  31.  jif,  &;  2j.  3. 


Tlie  winds  along  the  furges  fvveep, 
The  wrecks  liefcatter'd  through  the  deep  ; 
Aloud  the  foaming  billows  roar, 
Unfriendly  rocks  forbid  the  fhore. 

While  all  our  various  courfe  purfue, 
A  fpacious  ifle  falutes  our  view. 
Two  quesns,  with  tempers  difF'ring  wide. 
This  new  difcover'd  world  divide. 
A  river  parts  their  proper  claim. 
And  Truth  its  celebrated  name. 

One  fide  a  beauteous  tra<S;  of  ground 
Prefents,  with  living  verdure  crown'd. 
The  feafons  temn'rate,  foft,  and  mild. 
And  a  kind  fun  that  always  fmil'd. 

Few  florms  moleft  the  natives  here  ; 
Cold  is  the  only  ill  they  fear. 
This  happy  clime,  and  grateful  foil, 
\Vith  plenty  crowns  the  lab'rcr's  toil. 

Here  Friendfhip's  happy  kingdom  gre-w^ 
Her  realms  were  fmall,  her  fubjects  fev.'. 
A  thoufand  charms  the  palace  grace, 
A  rock  of  adamant  its  bafe. 
Though  thunders  roll,  and  lightnings  fly, 
This  itruiilure  braves  the  inclement  fl;y. 
Ev'n  Time,  which  other  piles  devours. 
And  mocks  the  pride  of  human  pow'rs. 
Partial  to  Friendfliip's  pile  alone, 
Cements  the  joints,  and  binds  theflone; 
Ripens  the  beauties  of  the  place; 
And  calls  to  life  each  late;:t  grace. 

Around  the  throne  in  order  ftand 
Four  Amazons,  a  trufty  band  ; 
Friends  ever  faithful  to  advife. 
Or  to  defend  when  dangers  rife. 
Here  Fortitude  in  coat  of  mail ! 
I'here  Jullice  lifts  her  golden  fculc  ! 
Two  hardy  chiefs!  who  pcrfevere, 
With  form  ereft,  and  brow  fevere; 
Who  fmile  at  perils,  pains,  and  death. 
And  triumph  with  their  lateft  breath. 

Temp'rance,  that  comely  matron's  near. 
Guardian  of  ai;  the  Virtues  here ; 
Adorn'd  with  ev'ry  blooming  grace, 
Without  one  wrinkle  in  her  face. 

But  Prudence  moll  attradls  the  fight, 
And  Ihines  pre-eminently  bright. 
To  view  her  various  thoughts  that  rife, 
She  holds  a  mirror  to  her  eyes  ; 
The  mirror,  faithful  to  its  charge, 
Reflefts  the  virgin's  Ibul  in  large. 

A  virtue  with  a  fofter  air. 
Was  handmaid  to  tiie  regal  fair. 
This  nymph,  indulgent,  conflant,  kind, 
Derives  from  Heav'n  her  fpctle/s  mind ; 
When  adlions  wear  a  dubious  face, 
Puts  the  beft  meaning  on  the  cafe  ; 
She  I'preads  her  arms,  ai.d  bares  her  breafl:, 
Takes  in  the  naked  and  diilrefs'd; 
Prefers  the  hungry  orphan's  cries, 
.\nd  from  her  queen  obtains  fupplies. 
The  maid  who  udls  this  lovely  part, 
Grafp'd  in  her  hand  a  bleeding  heart. 
Fair  Charity  !  be  thou  my  guell. 
And  be  thy  conftanr  couch  my  breafl. 

But  Virtues  of  inferior  name, 
Cro\.d  round  the  tiiione  with  equal  claim; 
In  loyidty  by  none:  iurpafs'ci, 
'i'hey  hold  allegiance  to  the  lafl. 
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Not  ancient  records  e'er  can  fhow 
That  one  deferted  to  the  foe. 

The  river's  other  fide  difplay'd 
Alternate  plcis  of  flow'rs  and  Ihade, 
Where  popples  flione  with  various  hue, 
Where  yielding  willows  plenteous  grew; 
And  Humble  *  plants,  by  trav'llers  thought 
A\'"ith  flow  but  certain  poifon  fraught. 
Beyond  thefe  fcenes,  the  eye  defcry'd 
A  pow'rful  realm  extended  wide, 
Whofe  bound'rics  from  north-eaft  begun. 
And  ftrctch'd  to  meet  the  fouth-weft  fun. 
Here  Flatt'ry  boafts  defpotlc  fway, 
And  bafks  in  all  the  warmth  of  day. 

Long  praifHs'd  in  Deception's  fchool, 
The  tyrant  knew  thir  arts  to  rule  ; 
Elated  with  the  imperial  robe, 
She  plans  the  conqucft  of  the  globe; 
And  aided  by  her  fv.Tvile  trains, 
Leads  kings,  and  fous  of  kings,  in  chains. 
Her  darling  minlfler  is  Pride, 
(Who  ne'er  was  known  to  change  his  f;de) 
A  friend  to  all  her  interefls  jv.ft, 
And  adive  to  difchnrge  his  trufl ; 
Ci'.refs'd  alike  by  high  and  low, 
'i'he  idol  of  the  belle  and  beau  : 
In  ev'ry  jhapc  he  Ihows  his  {kill. 
And  forms  her  fubjc(5ls  to  his  will ; 
Enters  their  houfes  and  their  hearts, 
And  gains  his  point  before  he  parts. 
Sure  never  minifter  v.as  known 
bo  zealous  for  his' fov' reign's  throne  I 

Three  fiftcrs,  fimilar  in  mien, 
Were  maid.-;  of  honour  to  the  queen: 
Who  farther  favours  fbar'd  belide, 
As  daughters  of  her  ftatefman  Pride. 
The  firll.  Conceit,  with  tow'ring  crefl:, 
Who  look'd  with  fcorn  upon  the  reft; 
Fond  ofheifclf,  nor  lefs,  I  deem, 
1'han  duchefs  in  her  own  efteem. 

Next  Affesftation,  fair  and  young, 
AVith  half-form'd  accents  on  her  tongue, 
M'hofe  antic  Ihapcs,  and  various  face, 
Dillorted  every  native  grace. 

Then  Vanity,  a  wanton  maid. 
Flaunting  in  Bruflels  and  brocade; 
Fantaftic,  frolickfome,  and  wild, 
W  ith  all  the  trinkets  of  a  child 

Th^;  people,  loyal  to  the  queen. 
Wore  their  attachment  in  their  mien : 
With  clieerful  heart  they  hcmage  paid. 
And  happieft  he  v.ho  mofl  obey'e. 
While  they  who  fought  their  own  applaufe, 
Promoted  nioit  their  fov'reign''  taufe. 
The  minds  of  all  were  fraught  with  guile, 
Their  manners  diiTolute  and  \  ;le  ; 
And  every  tribe,  like  Pagan:,  raa 
To  kneel  before  the  riling  lun. 

Buv  novi'  lome  clam'rc  js  founds  arlfe, 
And  all  the  pleating  vifioa  f.^es. 

Once  more  I  clos'd  my  eyes  to  Ceep, 
And  gain'd  th'  imaginary  deep  ; 
Fancy  prcfidcd  at  tlu  hci'n. 
And  fleer'd  me  back  to  iriecdfliip's  realm. 

*  The  Humble  f  taut  bends  doivn  lefcrc  the  touch-, 
(as  the  Se/ijitivc  flaiit  Jhrinks  from  the  touch).,  and  is 
faid  byfon:e  to  be  the  tloiv  foifor.  of  the  Indians, 


But  oh!   with  horror  I  relate 
The  revolutions  of  her  ftate. 
The  Trojan  chief  cou'd  hardly  more 
His  Afiatic  tow'rs  deplore. 

For  Flatt'ry  view'd  thofe  fairer  plains. 
With  longing  eyes,  where  Friendfhip  reignSj 
With  envy  heard  her  neighbour's  fame, 
And  often  figh'd  to  gain  the  fame. 
At  length,  by  pride  and  int'refl  tir'd, 
To  Friendfhip's  kingdom  flie  al'pir'd. 

And  now  commencing  open  foe, 
She  plans  in  thought  fome  mighty  blow ; 
Draws  out  her  forces  on  ffee  green. 
And  marches  to  invade  the  queen. 

The  river  Truth  the  hofts  withftood. 
And  roll'd  her  formidable  flood. 
Her  current  flrong,  and  deep  and  clear. 
No  fords  were  found,  no  ferries  near: 
But  as  the  troops  approach'd  the  waves. 
Their  fears  fuggeft  a  thoufand  graves  ; 
I'hey  all  retir'd  with  hafte  extreme, 
And  fliudder'd  at  the  dang'rous  ftream. 

Hypocrify  the  gulf  explores; 
She  forms  a  bridge,  and  joins  the  fliores. 
Thus  often  art  or  fraud  prevails. 
When  military  prowcfs  fails. 
The  troops  an  eafy  paffage  find. 
And  VitSt'ry  follows  clofe  behind. 

Friendfliip  with  ardour  charg'd  her  foes. 
And  now  the  fight  promifcuous  grows ; 
But  Flatt'ry  threw  a  poifon'd  dart, 
■And  pierc'd  the  Fmprefs  to  the  heart. 
The  Virtues  all  around  were  feen 
To  fall  in  heaps  about  the  queen. 
The  tyrant  (Iript  the  mangled  fair. 
She  wore  her  fpoils,  afl'um'd  her  air  ; 
And  mounting  next  the  fuft^'rer's  throne, 
Claim'd  the  queen's  titles  as  her  own. 

Ah  !  injur'd  maid,  aloud  1  cry'd. 
Ah  !  injur'd  maid,  the  rocks  reply'd  : 
But  judge  my  griefs,  and  (hare  them  too, 
For  the  fad  tale  pertains  to  you  ; 
Judge,  reader,  how  fevere  the  wound, 
When  Friendihip's  foes  were  mine,  I  found; 
When  the  fad  fcene  of  pride  and  guile 
Was  Britain's  poor  degen'rate  ifle. 

The  An;azons,  who  propp'd  the  ftate. 
Haply  furviv'd  the  gen'ral  fate. 
Juftice  to  Powis-Houfe  is  fled. 
And  Yorke  fuftains  her  radiant  head. 
The  virtue  Fortitude  appears 
In  open  day  at  Ligonier's; 
iUuftrious  heroine  of  the  iky. 
Who  leads  to  vanquifli  or  to  die ! 
'Twas  fhe  our  vet'rans  breafts  infplr'd, 
\\'hen  Belgia's  faithlefs  fons  retir'd : 
For  Tournay's  treach'rous  tow'rs  can  tell 
Britannia's  children  greatly  fell. 

No  partial  virtue  of  the  plain  ! 
She  rous'd  the  lions  of  the  main  : 
Hence  *  Vernon's  little  fleet  fucceeds. 
And  hence  the  gen'rous  f  Cornwall  bleeds  f 
Hence  I  Greenville  glorious  ! — for  flie  fmil'd 
On  the  young  hero  u-om  a  child. 

•  ^t  Porto  Bella. 

f  A^ahijl  the  combined  fleets  of  France  and  Spain, 

\  Did  ill  a  later  engagement  with  the  Fnmbfset, 
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Though  in  high  life  fuch  virtues  dwell, 
They'll  I'uit  plebeian  breafts  as  well. 
Say,  that  the  mighty  and  the  great 
Blaze  like  meridian  funs  of  ftate  ; 
Iffulgent  excellence  difplay, 
Like  Hallifax,  in  floods  of  day; 
Our  lefTer  orbs  may  pour  their  light, 
Like  the  mild  crefcent  of  the  night. 
Though  pale  our  beams,  and  fmall  our  fphere, 
Still  we  may  ftiine  ferene  and  clear. 

Give  to  the  judge  the  fcarlet  gown, 
To  martial  fouls  the  civic  crown : 
What  then  ?  is  merit  that's  alone  ? 
Have  we  no  worth  to  call  our  own  ? 
Shall  we  not  vindicate  our  part, 
in  the  firm  breaft,  and  upright  heart  ? 
Reader,  thefe  virtues  may  be  thine, 
Though  in  fuperior  light  they  fhine. 
1  can't  difcharge  great  Hardwick's  trufl; — 
True — but  my  foul  may  Hill  be  juft. 
And  though  I  can't  the  ftate  defend, 
I'll  draw  the  fword  to  ferve  my  friend. 

Two  golden  Virtues  are  behind, 
Of  equal  import  to  the  mind  ; 
Prudence,  to  point  out  Wifdom's  way. 
Or  to  reclaim  us  when  we  llray; 
Temp'rance,  to  guard  the  youthful  heart, 
When  Vice  and  Folly  throw  the  dart ; 
Each  Virtue,  let  the  world  agree, 
Daily  refides  with  you  and  me. 
And  when  our  fouls  in  friendfhip  join, 
We'll  deem  the  focial  bond  divine  ; 
Through  ev'ry  fcene  maintain  our  truft, 
Nor  e'er  be  timid  or  unjuft. 
That  breaft  where  Honour  builds  his  throne, 
That  breaft  which  Virtue  calls  her  own, 
Nor  int'reft  warps,  nor  fear  appalls. 
When  danger  frowns,  or  lucre  calls. 
Ko  !  the  true  friend  colle<5ted  ftands, 
Fearlefs  his  heart,  and  pure  his  hands.' 
Let  int'reft  plead,  let  ftorms  arife. 
He  dares  be  honeft,  though  he  dies. 

MARRIAGE. 

VISION  VJI. 

Infcribed  to  Mifs  ****. 

pAiREST,  this  vifion  is  thy  due, 
1  form'd  th'  inftrudtive  plan  for  you. 
Slight  not  the  rules  of  thoughtful  age. 
Your  welfare  actuates  every  page  ; 
But  ponder  well  my  facred  theme, 
And  tremble,  while  you  read  my  dream. 

Thofe  awful  words,  "  'Till  death  do  part," 
IVIay  well  alarm  the  youthful  heart : 
Ko  after-thought  when  once  a  wife ; 
The  die  is  caft,  z.wi.  call  for  life  ; 
Yet  thoufands  venture  ev'ry  ^ay, 
As  fome  bafe  paflion  leads  the  way. 
1-ert  Silvia  talks  of  wedlock-fcenej, 
Though  hardly  entcr'd  on  her  teens  ; 
Smiles  on  her  whining  fpark,  and  hears 
The  fugar'd  fpcech  with  raptur'd  ears ; 
Impatient  of  a  parent's  rule. 
She  leaves  her  fire,  and  weds  a  fool. 
Want  enters  at  the  guardlcfs  door. 
And  love  is  fled,  to  come  no  nipre> 
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Some  few  there  are  of  fordid  mould, 
Who  barter  youth  and  bloom  for  gold  ; 
Cai-,'efs  with  what,  or  whom  they  mate. 
Their  ruling  paflion's  all  for  ftate. 
But  Hymen,  gen'rous,  juft,  and  kind, 
Abhors  the  mercenary  mind  : 
Such  rebels  groan  beneath  his  rod, 
For  Hymen's  a  vindiiSlive  god ; 
B.;  joylefs  ev'ry  night,  he  faid, 
And  barren  be  their  nuptial  bed. 

Attend,  my  fair,  to  Wifdom's  voice, 
A  better  fate  lliall  crown  thy  choice. 
A  married  life,  to  fpeak  the  beft, 
Is  all  a  lottery  confeft  : 
Yet  if  my  fair  one  will  be  wife, 
1  will  infure  my  giil  a  prize  ; 
Though  not  a  prize  to  match  thy  worth. 
Perhaps  thy  equal's  not  on  earth. 

'Tis  an  important  point  to  know. 
There's  no  perfection  here  below. 
Man's  an  odd  compound,  after  all. 
And  ever  has  been  fmce  the  fall. 
Say,  that  he  loves  you  from  his  foul, 
Still  man  is  proud,  nor  brooks  controul. 
And  though  a  flave  in  Love's  foft  fchool. 
In  wedlock  claims  his  right  to  rule. 
The  beft,  in  fhort,  has  faults  about  him. 
If  few  thofe  faults,  you  muft  not  flout  him. 
With  fome,  indeed,  you  can't  difpenfe, 
As  want  of  temper,  and  of  fenfe. 
For  when  the  fun  deferts  the  fkies. 
And  the  dull  evening  winters  rife, 
Then  for  a  hufband's  focial  pow'r. 
To  form  the  calm,  converfive  hour ; 
The  treafures  of  thy  breaft  explore. 
From  that  rich  mine  to  draw  the  oar; 
Fondly  each  gen'rous  tho«ght  refine. 
And  give  thy  native  gold  to  fiiine  ; 
Shew  thee,  as  really  thou  art. 
Though  fair,  yet  fairer  ftill  at  heart. 

Say,  when  life's  purple  bloflbms  fade. 
As  foon  they  muft,  thou  charming  maid ; 
When  in  thy  cheeks  the  rofss  die, 
And  ficknefs  clouds  that  brilliant  eye  ; 
Say,  when  or  age  or  pains  invade. 
And  thofe  dear  limbs  ftiall  call  for  aid  ; 
If  thou  ait  fetter'd  to  a  fool. 
Shall  not  his  tranfient  paffion  cool  ? 
And  when  thy  health  and  beauty  end. 
Shall  tJiy  weak  mate  perfift  a  friend  .' 
But  to  a  man  of  fenfe,  my  dear, 
Ev'n  then  thou  lovely  ftialt  appear; 
He'll  ftiare  the  griefs  that  wound  thy  heart, 
Aijd  weeping  claim  the  larger  part ; 
Though  age  impairs  that  beauteous  face. 
He'll  prize  the  pearl  beyoud  its  cafe. 

In  wedlock  when  the  fexes  meet, 
Friendfliip  is  only  then  complete. 
"  Bleft  ftate  !  where  fouls  each  other  draw, 
"  Where  love  is  liberty  and  law  !" 
The  choiceft  bleffmg  found  below. 
That  man  can  wifh,  or  Heaven  beftow  '. 
Truft  me,  thefe  raptures  are  divine, 
For  lovely  Chloe  once  was  mine  ! 
Nor  fear  the  varnifli  of  my  ftyle. 
Though  poet,  I'm  eftrang'd  to  guile. 
Ah  me  !  my  faithful  lips  impart 
The  genuine  language  of  my  heart ! 
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When  bards  extol  their  patrons  liigh, 

Perhaps  'tis  gold  extorts  the  lie  ; 

Perhaps  the  poor  reward  of  bread — 

But  who  burns  incenfe  to  the  dead  ? 

He,  whom  a  fond  afFeJtion  draws, 

Carelefs  of  cenfure  or  applaufe; 

Whofe  foul  is  upright  and  iincere, 

With  nought  to  wifli,  and  nought  to  fear. 
Now  to  my  vifionary  fcheme 

Attend,  and  profit  by  my  dream. 
Amidfl  the  ilumbers  of  the  night, 

A  {lately  temple  'rofe  to  fight ; 

And  ancient  as  the  human  race, 

If  nature's  purpofes  you  trace  ; 

This  fane,  by  all  the  wife  rever'd. 

To  wedlock's  pow'rful  god  was  rear'd. 

Hard  by  I  faw  a  graceful  fage, 

His  locks  were  frofted  o'er  by  age  ; 

His  garb  was  plain,  his  mind  ferenc, 

And  wifdom  dignified  hi->  mien. 

With  curious  fcarch  his  name  I  fought. 
And  found  'twas  Hymen's  fav'rite — Thought. 
Apace  the  giddy  crowds  advance. 

And  a  lewd  fatyr  led  the  dance : 

I  griev'd  to  fee  whole  t'noufands  run, 

For  oh  !   what  thoufands  were  undone  ! 

The  fage,  when  thefe  mad  troops  he  fpy'd, 

In  pity  flew  to  join  their  fide : 

The  difconcerted  pairs  began 

To  rail  againft  him,  to  a  man; 

Vow'd  they  were  flrangers  to  his  name, 

Nor  knew  from  whence  the  dotard  came. 

But  mark  the  fequel — for  this  truth 
Highly  concerns  impetuous  youth  : 
Long  ere  the  honey -moon  could  wane, 
Perdition  feiz'd  on  ev'ry  twain  ; 
At  ev'ry  houTe,  and  all  day  long, 
Repentance  ply'd  her  fcorpion  thong; 
Difguft  was  there  with  frowning  mien, 
And  every  wayward  child  of  Spleen. 
Hymen  approach'd  his  awful  fane. 
Attended  by  a  num'rous  train  : 
Love  with  each  fofc  and  namdefs  grace. 
Was  firfl  in  favour,  and  in  place  . 
Then  came  the  god  with  folenin  gait, 
Whofe  ev'ry  word  was  big  with  fate ; 
His  hand  a  flaming  taper  bore. 
That  facred  fymbol,  f.mi'd  of  yore  : 
Virtue,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  charm, 
Sufi;ain'd  tlie  god's  incumbent  arm; 
Beauty  improv'd  the  glowing  fcens 
With  all  the  rofes  of  eighteen  : 
Youtii  led  the  gaily-liniling  fair. 
Hi-!  purple  pinions  wav'd  in  air  : 
Wealth,  a  clofe  hunks,  v/alk'd  hobbling  nigh, 
With  vulture-claw,  and  eagle-eye. 
Who  threefcore  years  had  feen  or  more, 
('lis  faid  his  coat  had  feen  a  fcore;) 
Proud  was  the  wretch,  though  clad  in  rags, 
Prefuming  much  upon  his  bargs.     - 
A  female  next  her  arts  difplay'd, 
Poets  alone  can  paint  the  maid  : 
Truft  mc,  Hogarth,  (though  great  thy  fame) 
'Twould  pole  thy  Ikill  to  draw  the  fame; 
And  yet  thy  mimic  pow'r  is  more 
Than  ever  painter's  was  before  : 
Now  ftie  was  fair  as  cygnet's  down, 
Now  as  Mat  Prior's  Emma,  brown ; 
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And,  changing  aj  the  chan^^Ing  flow'r, 
Her  drefs  Ine  vary'd  ev'ry  hour  : 
'Twas  Fancy,  child  ! — You  know  the  fair, 
Who  pins  your  gown,  and  fets  your  hair. 

Lo  !  the  god  mounts  his  throne  of  ftate, 
And  fits  the  arbiter  of  fate  : 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  drefl, 
Gently  reclln'd  on  Virtue's  brcafl: : 

!  Love  took  his  ftation  on  the  right. 
His  quiver  bcam'd  with  golden  light. 
Beauty  ufurp'd  the  fecond  place. 
Ambitious  of  diftinguifli'd  grace  ; 
She  claim'J  this  ceremoniaSjoy, 
Becaufe  related  to  the  boy  ; 
(Said  it  was  her's  to  point  his  dart, 
And  fpeed  its  pafliige  to  the  heart); 
While  on  tlie  god's  inferior  hand 
Fancy  and  Weulth  obtain'd  their  Hand. 
And  now  the  hallow'd  rites  proceed. 
And  now  a  thoufand  heart-firings  bleeds 
I  faw  a  blooming  trembling  bride, 
A  toothlefs  lover  join'd  her  fide; 
Averfe  flie  turn'd  her  weeping  face, 
And  fhudder'd  at  the  cold  embrace. 
But  various  baits  their  force  impart : 

Thus  titles  lie  at  Celia's  heart : 

A  paffion  mucii  too  foul  to  name. 

Coils  fupercilious  prudes  their  fame:"^ 

Prudes  wed  to  publicans  and  finners; 

The  hungry  poet  weds  for  dinners. 
The  god  v/ith  frown  indignant  view'd 

The  rabble  covetous  or  lewd  ; 

By  ev'ry  vice  his  altars  ftain'd, 

By  ev'ry  fool  his  rites  profan'd: 

When  Love  complain'd  of  Wealth  aioud^ 

Affirming  Wealth  debauch'd  the  crowd; 

Drew  up  in  form  his  heavy  charge, 

Defiring  to  be  heard  a.t  large. 

The  god  confents,  the  throng  divide. 

The  young  efpous'd  the  plai&tiff's  fide : 

The  old  dechir'd  for  the  defendant. 

For  Age  is  Money's  fwoi'n  attendant. 
Love  faid,  that  wedlock  was  defign'd 

lily  gracious  Heav'n  to  match  the  mindj 

To  pair  the  tender  and  the  juft, 

And  his  the  delegated  truft  : 

That  Wealth  bad  play'd  a  knavilh  part, 

And  taught  the  tongue  to  wrong  the  heart  3 

But  what  avails  the  faithlcfs  voice  ? 

The  injur'd  heart  difdains  the  choice. — 

Wtalrh  ftrait  reply'd,  that  Love  was  bliiid 

And  t;{lk'd  at  random  of  the  mind  : 

That  killing  eyc3,  and  bleeding  hearts, 

And  all  th'  artillery  of  darts, 

W'ere  long  ago  exploded  fancies, 

And  laugh'd  at  even  in  romances. 

Poets  indeed  fty.le  Love  a  treat, 

Perhaps  for  want  of  better  meat : 

Ard  Love  might  be  delicious  fare, 

Cou'd  we,  like  poets,  live  on  air. 

But  grant  that  angels  feaft  on  Love, 

(Thofe  pu'.er  effences  above) 

Yet  Albion's  forrs,  he  underftoodi 

Preferr'd  a  more  fubftantial  food. 

Thus  while  with  gibes  he  drefs' J.  his  Caufc^ 

His  gray  admirers  hemm'd  applaufe. 
With  feeniing  conquefl;  perc  and  proud, 

Wealth  fliook  &s  fidts,  and  chuckled  loud  1 
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AVhen  Fortune,  to  redrninliis  pride, 
And  fond  to  favour  Love  beiide, 
Op'ning  the  miftr's  tape-ty'd  veft, 
Difclos'd  the  Cares  which  ftung  his  brcafl; ; 
Wealth  flood  abafh'd  at  his  difgrace, 
And  a  deep  crimfon  flufh'd  his  f?.ce. 

Love  fvveetly  iimperVl  at  the  fight, 
His  gay  adherents  laugh'd  outright. 
The  god,  though  grave  his  temper,  frail'd. 
For  Hymen  d  arly  priz'd  th:  child. 
But  he  who  triumphs  o'er  his  brother, 
In  turn  is  laugh'd  at  by  another. 
Such  cruel  fcores  we  often  find 
Repaid  the  criminal  in  kind. 
Por  Poverty,  that  famifh'd  fiend  ! 
Ambitious  of  a  wealthy  friend, 
'  Advanc'd  into  the  Mifer's  place, 
And  {lar'd  the  {tripling  in  the  face; 
Whofe  lips  grew  pale,  and  cold  as  clay ; 
1  thought  the  chic  would  fwoon  away. 

The  god  was  fludious  to  employ 
His  cares  to  aid  the  vanquilh'd  boy  ; 
And  therefore  iffu'd  his  decree. 
That  the  two  parties  firait  a.gree. 
When  both  obey'd  the  god's  commands. 
And  Love  and  Riches  join'd  rheir  hands. 

What  wond'rous  change  in  each  was  wrcuglit, 
Believe  me,  fair,  furpafTes  thought. 
If  Love  had  many  charms  before, 
He  now  had  charms,  ten  thoufand  more. 
If  Wealth  had  ferpcnts  in  his  brealt, 
They  now  were  dead,  or  luli'd  to  reft. 

Beauty,  that  vain  alfeded  thing, 
"Who  join'd  the  hymeneal  ring, 
Approach'd  with  round  unthinking  face, 
And  thus  the  trifler  ftates  her  cafe. 

She  faid,  that  Love's  complaints,  'twas  known 
Bxadly  tally'd  with  her  own  •, 
That  wealth  had  learn'd  the  felon's  arts, 
And  robb'd  her  of  a  thoufand  hearts; 
Defiring  judgment  againJl  Wealth, 
For  falfehood,  perjury,  andflealth: 
All  which  file  could  on  oath  depofe, 
And  hop'd  the  court  would  ilit  his  nofe. 
'     But  Hymen,  when  he  heard  her  name, 
Call'd  her  an  interloping  dame; 
Lcck'u  through  the  crowd  with  angry  ilate, 
And  blim'd  the  norter  at  the  gate, 
For  giving  entrance  to  the  fair, 
When  fiic  was  no  effential  there. 

To  link  this  haughty  tyrant's  pride, 
He  order'd  Fancy  to  prefide. 
Hence,  when  debates  on  beauty  rife, 
And  each  bright  fair  difputesthe  prize, 
To  Fancy's  court  v.e  flrait  apply, 
And  wait  the  fentcnce  of  her  eye; 
In  Beauty's  realms  Ike  holds  the  feals. 
And  her  awards  preclude  appeals. 

LIFE. 

VISION    VIII. 

Let  not  the  young  my  precepts  ftiuu  ; 
Who  flight  good  counfels,  are  undone. 
Your  poet  fung  of  Love's  ilelights. 
Of  halcyon  days  and  joyous  nights; 
To  the  gay  fancy  lovely  themes; 
And  fain  I'd  hope  they're  more  than  di-eams. 
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But,  if  you  pleafe,  before  we  par!:, 
I'd  fpeak  a  language  to  your  heart. 
We'll  talk  of  Life,  though  much,  I  fear, 
'['h'  ungrateful  tale  will  wound  your  ear. 
You  raife  your  fanguine  thoughts  too  highj 
And  hardly  know  the  reafon  why  : 
Bat  fay  Life's  tree  bears  golden  fruit, 
Some  canker  fhall  corrode  the  root; 
Some  unexpe6ted  florm  fliall  rife ; 
ih-  icorching  funs,  or  chilling  ficies; 
And  (if  experienc'd  trudis  avail) 
All  your  autumnal  Iiopes  fliall  fail. 

"  But,  Poet,  whence  fuch  wide  extremes  ? 
"  Well  may  you  ftyle  your  labours  Dreams. 
"  A  fon  of  forrow  tiiou,  1  ween, 
"  Whofe  vifions  are  the  brats  of  Spleen. 
"  Is  blifs  a  vague  unmeaning  name — 
"  Speak  then  the  pafiions'  ufe  or  aim; 
"  Why  rage  delires  without  controul, 
"  And  roafe  fuch  whirlwinds  in  the  foul; 
'     Why  Hope  ereiSs  her  tow'ring  creft, 
"  And  laughs,  and  riots  in  the  breaft  ? 
"  Think  not,  my  weaker  brain  turns  rounds 
"  Think  net,  I  tread  on  fairy  ground. 
"  Think  not,  your  puli'e  alone  beats  true — ■ 
"  Mine  makes  as  healthful  mufic  too. 
"  Our  joys,  wlicn  life's  foft  fpring  we  trace^, 
"   Put  forth  their  early  buds  apace. 
"  See  the  bloom^  loads  the  tender  fhoot, 
"  The  bloom  conceals  the  future  fruit. 
'■  Yes,  manhood's  warm  nieridian  fun 
"  Sliall  ripen  what  in  fpring  begun. 
"  Thus  iniant  rofes,  ere  they  blow, 
"  In  germinating  cluflers  grow  ; 
"  And  only  wait  the  fummer's  ray, 
"  To  burft  and  bloffom  to  the  day." 

What  faid  the  gay  unthiuking  boy  ?— • 
IVIethought  Flilario  talk'd  of  joy  ! 
Teil,  if  thou  canft,  whence  joys  ariff, 
Or  what  thofe  mighty  joys  you  prize. 
You'll  find  f and  trufh  fuperior  years) 
The  vale  of  life  a  vale  of  tears. 
Could  Wifdom  teach,  where  joys  abound. 
Or  riclies  purchafe  them,  when  found, 
Would  fcepter'd  Solomon  complain, 
Tliat  all  was  fleeting,  falfe,  and  vain  ? 
Yet  fcepter'd  Solomon  could  fay, 
Returning  clouds  obfcur'd  his  day. 
Thofe  maxims,  which  the  preacher  drew. 
The  royal  fage  experienc'd  true. 
Ke  knew  the  various  ills  that  wait 
Our  infant  and  meridian  ftate; 
That  toys  our  earlieft  tho'jghts  engage. 
And  diil'rent  toys  maturer  age  ; 
That  grief  at  ev'ry  ftage  appears, 
But  diff'rent  griefs  at  diff'rent  years; 
That  vanity  is  feen,  in  part, 
Infcrib'd  on  ev'ry  human  heart ; 
In  the  child's  breaft  the  fpark  began, 
Grows  with  his  growth,  and  glares  in  man. 
But  when  in  life  we  journey  late, 
if  follies  die,  do  griefs  abate  ? 
Ah  1  what  is  Life  at  fourfcore  years  ? —       [tears  ! 
One  dark,  rougii  road  of  fighs,  groans,  painsj^and 

Perhaps  you'll  think  I  ad:  the  fame, 
As  a  fly  fliarper  plays  his  game  : 
You  triumph  ev'ry  deal  that's  paft. 
He's  fure  to  tiiumph  at  the  laft ; 


VISIONS. 


TI*S 


Who  often  wins  fonic  thoiifands  more 
Tlipn  twice  the  fum  you  won  before. 
But  I'm  a  lofer  with  the  rell, 
For  Life  is  all  a  c'tal  at  htlT: ; 
Where  not  the  prize  of  wealth  or  fame, 
Repays  the  trouble  of  the  game  ; 
(A  truth  no  winner  e'er  deny'd. 
An  hour  before  that  winner  dy'd). 
Not  that  with  me  thcfe  prizes  flline, 
For  neither  fame  nor  wealth  arc  mine. 
My  cards  ! — a  weak  plelieian  band, 
With  fcarce  an  honour  in  my  hand, 
And,  fince  my  trumps  are  very  few, 
What  have  1  more  to  boail:  than  you! 
Nor  am  I  fjaincr  by  your  fall ! 
Tiiat  harlot  Fortune  bubbles  all. 

'Tis  truth  (receive  Tt  ill  or  well) 
'Tis  melancholy  truth  I  tell. 
WJiy  ftioidd  the  preacher  take  your  pencej 
And  fmothcr  truth  to  flatter  lenfe  ? 
I'm  fure,  phyficians  have  no  merit, 
Who  kill,  through  lenity  of  fpirit. 

That  Life's  a  game,  divines  confefs, 
This  fays  at  cards,  and  that  at  chefs; 
But  if  our  views  be  center'd  here, 
'Tis  all  a  lofing;  game,  1  fear. 

Sailors,  you  know,  v^hen  wars  obtain, 
And  hoflile  velTels  crowd  the  main, 
If  they  difcover  from  afar 
A  baric,  as  diftant  as  a  fear, 
Hola  the  perfpecfive  to  their  eye.s, 
To  learn  its  colours,  Ilrength,  and  fize; 
And  when  tliis  fecret  rince  they  know, 
Make  ready  to  receive  the  foe. 
Let  you  and  I  from  failors  learn 
Important  truths  of  like  concern. 

1  clos'd  the  day,  as  cuflom  led. 
With  reading,  till  the  tim.e  of  bed ; 
Where  Fancy,  at  the  midnight  hour. 
Again  difpiay'd  her  magic  pow'r, 
(For  know,  that  Fancy  iike  a  fpright, 
Prefers  the  filent  fcenes  of  night.) 
.She  lodg'd  me  in  a  neighb'ring  wood, 
No  matter  wliere  the  thicket  flood  ; 
The  gtniusof  the  place  was  nigh, 
And  held  two  pitSlures  to  my  eye. 
The  curious  painter  had  pourtray'd 
Life  in  each  jul!  and  genuine  fliade. 
They,  who  have  only  known  its  dawn, 
May  think  thefe  lines  too  deeply  drawn ; 
But  riper  years,  I  fear,  will  flitw, 
'i  he  wifer  artiff  paints  too  true. 

One  piece  prefents  a  rueful  wild, 
Where  not  a  lummer's  fun  had  hr.il'd  : 
The  road  v.'ith  thorns  iscover'd  wide. 
And  Grief  fits  weeping  by  the  fide  ; 
Her  tears  with  ccnl^ant  tenor  flow. 
And  lorm  a  mournful  lake  below  ; 
Wliofe  lilent  waters,  dark  and  deep, 
Through  all  the  gloomy  valley  creep. 

Paflions  that  flatter,  or  that  flay. 
Are  beafts  that  fawn,  or  birds  that  prey. 
Here  Vice  affumes  the  ferpent's  fhape  ; 
There  Folly  perfonates  the  ape  ; 
Here  Av'ricc  gripe=  with  harpies'  claws  ; 
There  Malice  grins  with  tygers'  jaws  ; 
While  fons  of  mifchief.  Art  and  Guile, 
Are  alligators  of  the  Nik. 


Ev'n  Pleafure  a(51;s  a  treachVous  part. 
She  charms  the  fenfe,  but  flings  the  heart; 
And  when  flie  gulls  us  of  our  wealth. 
Or  that  fuperior  pearl,  our  health, 
Reftores  us  nought  but  pains  and  woe. 
And  drov.ns  us  en  the  lake  below. 

There  a  commii'ion'd  angel  fiands. 
With  dejblation  in  his  hands  ! 
He  fends  the  all-devouring  flame. 
And  cities  hardly  boart  a  name  : 
Or  wings  the  peltikntial  blafl. 
And  lo  1  ten  t'houfands  breathe  tlieir  lafl: : 
He  fpeaks — obedient  tempefts  roar. 
And  guilty  nations  are  no  more  : 
He  fpeaks — the  furyDifcord  raves. 
And  fweeps  whole  armies  to  their  graves : 
Or  Famine  lifts  her  mildew'd  hand-> 
And  Hunger  howls  through  all  the  land. 

Oh  I  wiiat  a  v/retch  is  man,  I  cry'd, 
Expos'd  to  death  on  ev'ry  fide! 
And  fure  as  born,  to  be  undone 
By  evils  which  he  cannot  fhun  I 
Bcfides  a  thoufand  baits  to  fin, 
A  thoufand  traitors  Igdg'd  within  ! 
For  foou  as  Vice  affaults  the  heart. 
The  rebels  take  the  demon's  part. 

I  figh,  my  aching  bofom  bleeds; 
When  flrait  the  milder  plan  fucceed=. 
The  lake  of  tears,  the  dreary  fhore, 
The  lame  as  in  the  piece  before. 
But  gleams  of  light  are  here  difpiay'd, 
'Fo  cheer  the  eye  and  gild  the  fhade. 
Affliiftion  fpeaks  a  fofter  ftyle, 
And  Difappointment  wears  a  fmile. 
A  group  of  Virtues  bloffom  near, 
1  heir  roots  improve  by  ev'ry  tsar. 

Here  i^atience,  gentle  maid  !  is  nigh, 
To  calm  the  ftorm,  and  wipe  the  eye  ; 
Hope  ad;s  the  kind  phyfician's  part. 
And  warms  the  foHtary  heart ; 
ReJigion  nobler  comfort  brings, 
Difarms  our  griefs,  or  blunts  their  flings; 
Points  out  the  balance  on  the  whole. 
And  Heav'n  rewards  the  flruggling  foul. 

But  while  thefe  raptures  I  purfue, 
The  genius  fuddenly  withdrew.  f 

DEATH. 

VISION    IX. 

'Tis  thought  my  Vifions  are  too  grave*  ; 
A  proof  Fm  no  defigning  knave. 
Pel  haps  if  Int'relt  held  the  fcales, 
I  had  devis'd  quite  difF'rent  tales  ; 
Had  join'd  the  laughing  low  buffoon. 
And  fcribbled  fatire  and  lampoon  j 
Or  ftirr'd  each  fource  of  foft  defire. 
And  fann'd  the  coals  of  wanton  fire ; 
'Fhcn  had  my  paltry  Vifions  fold, 
Yes,  all  my  dreams  had  turn'd  to  gold; 
Had  prov'd  the  darlings  of  the  town. 
And  i — a  poet  of  renown  ! 

Let  not  my  aweful  theme  furprife. 
Let  no  unmanly  fears  arife. 

*  See  the  Monthly  Re-nieiv  of  New  Boohs,  for  Fit 
hruary  I/JI. 
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1  \vear  no  melaridioly  hue, 
No  wreatlis  of  cyprefs  or  of  yew. 
The  fhroud,  the  coffin,  pall,  or  herle, 
Shall  ne'er  deform  my  fofter  verfe  : 
Let  me  coiifign  the  fun'ral  plume. 
The  herald's  paint,  the  fculptur'd  tomb, 
And  all  the  Iblenin  farce  of  graves, 
To  undertakers  and  their  flaves. 

You  know,  that  moral  writers  fay 
The  world's  a  llage,  and  life  a  play  ; 
That  in  this  drama  to  fucceed. 
Requires  much  thought,  and  toil  indeed  ! 
There  ftiil  remains  one  labour  more. 
Perhaps  a  greater  than  before. 
Indulge  tlie  fearch,  and  you  fhall  find 
The  harder  tafk  is  ftill  behind ; 
That  harder  tafk,  to  quit  the  ftage 
In  early  youth,  or  riper  age  ; 
To  leave  the  company  and  place, 
With  lirmnefs,  dignity,  auil  grace. 

Come,  then,  the  clofmg  fcenes  furvey, 
'Tis  the  lafl  a<Sl  which  crowns  the  play. 
Do  well  this  grand  decifive  part, 
And  gain  the  plaudit  of  your  heart. 
Few  greatly  live  in  Wifdom's  eye — 
But  oh  !  how  few  who  greatly  die ! 
■\Vho,  when  their  days  approach  an  end, 
Can  meet  the  foe,  as  friend  meets  friend. 

Inflrudlive  heroes !  tell  us  whence 
Your  noble  fcorn  of  flcfh  and  fenfe  ! 
Y'ou  part  from  all  we  prize  fo  dear, 
Nor  drop  one  foft  relu(flant  tear: 
Part  from  thofe  tender  joys  of  life,    ■ 
The  friend,  the  parent,  child,  and  wife. 
Death's  black  and  fcormy  gulf  you  brave, 
And  ride  exulting  on  the  wave; 
Deem  thrones  but  trifles  all ! — no  more — 
Nor  fend  one  wifhful  look  to  fliore. 

For  foreign  ports  and  lands  iffiknown, 
Thus  the  firm  failor  leaves  his  own ; 
Obedient  to  the  riCng  gale, 
"Unmoors  his  bark,  and  fpreads  his  fail ; 
Belies  the  ocean,  and  the  wind. 
Nor  mourns  the  joys  he  leaves  behind. 

Is  Death  a  pow'rful  monarch  .''  True — 
Perhaps  you  dread  the  tyrant  too  ! 
.Fear,  like  a  fog,  precludes  tlie  light, 
Or  fwells  the  objedl  to  the  fight. 
Attend  my  vifionary  page. 
And  I'll  difarm  the  tyrant's  rage. 
Come,  let  this  ghaflly  form  appear, 
He's  not  fo  terrible  when  near. 
Diftance  deludes  th'  unwary  eye,       ' 
So  cloiids  fcem  monflers  in  the  fkv: 
Hold  frequent  converfe  with  him'now. 
He'll  daily  wear  a  mild:;r  brow. 
"Why  is  my  theme  with  terror  frauglit  ? 
Becaufo  you  fliun  the  frecjuent  thought. 
Say,  when  the  captive  pard  is  nigh, 
Whence  thy  pale  cheek  and  flighted  eye  ? 
Say,  why  dilmay'd  thy  manly  brcaft. 
When  the  grim  lion  fhakes  his  creft  ? 
Eccaufc  ihcl'e  favagc  fights  are  new- 
No  keeper  ihndders  at  the  view. 
Keepers,  accullom'd  to  the  Icene, 
Approach  the  dens  witli  look  fercne, 
Feaxiefs  their  grifiy  charge  explore, 
And  linile  to  hear  the  tyrants  roar. 


"  Ay — but  to  die  !  to  bid  adieu  I 
"  An  everlalling  farewcl  too  ! 
"  Farewel  to  ev'ry  joy  around  ! 
"  Oh!  the  heart  fickens  at  the  found  !" 

Stay,  flripling — -thou  art  poorly  taught— 
Joy  didH  thou  fay  ? — difcard  the  thought. 
Joys  are  a  rich  celeflial  fruit, 
And  fcorn  a  fublunary  root. 
What  wears  the  face  of  joy  below, 
Is  often  found  but  fplendid  woe. 
Joys  here,  like  unfubflantial  fame, 
Arc  nothings  with  a  pompous  name; 
Or  elfe,  like  comets  in  the  fphere. 
Shine  v/ith  dcitruftion  in  their  rear. 

PafTions,  like  clouds,  obfcure  the  fight, 
Hence  mortals  felddm  judge  aright. 
The  world's  a  harfh  unfruitful  foil. 
Yet  flili  we  hope,  and  fl.ill  vfe  toil : 
Deceive  ourl'elves  with  wond'rous  art. 
And  Jifappointmcr/t  wrings  the  heart. 

T  hus  when  a  mid  collecSls  around. 
And  hovers  o'er  a  barren  ground, 
The  poor  deluded  trav'l'.er  fpies 
Jmagin'd  trees  and  flruflures  rife; 
But  when  the  fhrouded  fun  is  clear, 
The  defert  and  the  rocks  appear. 

"  Ah — but  when  youthful  blood  runs  high, 
"  Sure  'tis  a  dreadful  thing  to  die  I 
"  To  die  I  and  what  exalts  the  gloom, 
"  I'm  told  that  man  furvives  the  tomb  ! 
"  O  !  can  the  learned  prelate  find 
"  What  futiite  fcenes  await  the  mind  ? 
"  Where  wings  the  foul,  dillodg'd  from  clay? 
"  Some  courteous  angel  point  the  way  1 
"  I'hat  unknown  fomewhere  in  the  fkles ! 
"  Say,  where  that  unknown  fomewhere  lies; 
"  And  kindly  prove,  when  life  is  o'er, 
"  That  pains  and  forrows  are  no  more. 
"  For  doiibtlcfs  dying  is  a  curie, 
"  If  prefent  ills  be  chang'd  for  worfc." 

Hufh,  my  young  friend,  forego  the  thtmCj 
And  lillen  to  your  poet's  dream. 

Ere-whilc  I  took  an  evening  walk, 
Honorio  join'd  in  focial  talk. 
Along  the  lawns  the  zephyrs  fweep, 
ILach  ruder  wind  was  luU'd  afleep. 
The  {l:y,  all  beauteous  to  behold, 
Was  ftreak'd  with  azure,  green,  and  gold; 
But,  though  ferenely  foft  and  fair, 
Fever  hung  brooding  in  the  air ; 
Then  fettled  on  Ilonorio's  breafl. 
Which  fhudder'd  at  the  fatal  guell. 
No  drugs  the  kindly  wifii  fulfil, 
Difeafe  eludes  the  dodor's  Ikril. 
The  poifon  fpreads  through  all  the  fraiuc^ 
Ferments,  and  kindles  into  flame. 
From  fide  to  fide  Honorio  turns, 
And  now  with  thirft  infatiate  burns. 
His  eyes  refign  their  wonted  grace, 
Thofe  friendly  lamps  expire  apace  ! 
The  brain's  an  ufelefs  organ  grown, 
And  Reafon  tumbled  from  his  throne.—" 

But  while  the  purple  furges  glow, 
The  currents  thicken  as  they  flow ; 
The  blood  in  ev'ry  diflant  part 
Stagnates  and  difappoints  the  heart  ; 
Defrauded  of  its  crimfon  flore,    ^ 
The  vital  cnghie  plays  no  morCi 
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Honorid  dead,  the  fnn'ral  bell 
Call'd  ev'ry  friend  to  bid  farewel. 
I  join'd  the  melancholy  bier, 
And  dropp'd  the  unavailing  tear. 

The  clock  {Iruck  twelve — when  nature  fought 
Rcpofe  from  all  the  pangs  of  theughr ; 
And  while  my  limbs  were  funk  to  reft,      i 
A  ^ifion  footh'd  my  troubled  breaft. 

I  dream'd  the  fpecSlre  Death  appear'd, 
I  dream'd  liis  hollow  voice  I  heard ! 
Methought  th'  imperial  tyrant  wore 
A  flate  no  prince  afTum'd  before. 
All  nature  fetch' d  a  gen'ral  groan. 
And  lay  expiring  round  his  throne. 

I  gaz'd — when  ftrait  arofe  to  fight 
The  moil  detefted  fiend  of  night. 
He  fliuffled  with  luiequal  pace, 
And  conicious  fhame  deform'd  his  face. 
With  jealous  leer  he  fquinted  round, 
Or  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
From  hell  this  frightful  monfler  came, 
£in  was  his  fire,  and  Guilt  his  name. 

Thisfury,  with  officious  care. 
Waited  around  the  fov'reign's  chair ; 
In  robes  of  terrors  drefl  the  king. 
And  arm'd  him  with  a  baneful  fting ; 
Gave  fiercenefs  to  tlie  tyrant's  eye, 
And  hung  the  fword  upon  his  thigh. 
Difeafes  next,  a  hideous  crowd  ! 
Proclaim'd  their  mafler's  empire  loud; 
And,  all  obedient  to  his  will, 
Flew  in  commiffion'd  troops  to  kill. 

A  rifing  whirlwind  fliakes  the  poles. 
And  lightning  glares,  and  thunder  rolls. 
The  monarch  and  iiis  train  prepare 
To  range  the  foul  tempefluous  air. 
Strait  to  his  llioulders  he  applies 
Two  pinions  of  enormous  lize  ! 
Methought  I  faw  the  ghaflly  form 
Stretch  his  black  wings,  and  mount  the  florm. 
When  Fancy's  airy  horfe  1  ft  rode, 
And  join'd  the  army  on  the  road. 
As  the  grim  conqu'ror  urg'd  his  way, 
He  fcatier'd  terror  and  dii'may. 
Thoufands  a  penlive  afpe(fl  wore, 
Thoufands  who  fnecr'd  at  Death  before. 
Life's  records  rife  on  ev'ry  fide. 
And  Confcience  fpreads  thofe  volumes  wide; 
Which  faithful  rtgifters  were  brought 
By  pale-ey'd  Fear  and  bul'y  Thought. 
Thofe  faults  which  artful  men  conceal, 
Stand  here  engrav'd  with  pen  of  fteel. 
By  Confcience,  that  impartial  fcribe! 
Whofe  honeft  palm  difdaiiis  a  bribe. 
Their  adions  all  like  critico  view, 
And  all  like  faithful  critics  too. 
As  guilt  had  ftain'd  life's  various  ftagc, 
What  tears  of  blood  bedew'd  the  page ! 
All  fhudder'd  at  the  black  account, 
And  fcarce  believ'd  the  vaft  amount ! 
All  vow'd  a  fudden  change  of  heart. 
Would  Death  relent,  and  ilicath  his  dart. 
But,  when  the  awful  foe  withdrew, 
All  to  their  follies  fied  anew. 

So  when  a  wolf,  who  fcours  at  Nrge, 
Springs  on  the  fticpherd's  fleecy  charge, 
The  flock  in  wild  diforder  By, 
y\i5d  qaft  behind  a  frequent  sye ; 


But,  when  the  vidim's  borne  away. 
They  rufli  to  pafture  and  to  play. 

Indulge  my  dream,  and  let  my  pen 
Paint  thofe  unmeaning  creatures,  men. 

Carus,  with  pains  and  ficknefs  worn, 
Chidce  the  flovv'  night,  and  fighs  for  mom; 
Soon  as  he  vie-vs  tjie  eaftern  ray. 
He  uiourns  the  quick  return  of  day; 
Houi-ly  laments  protraiiled  breath, 
And  courts  the  healing  hand  of  Death, 

Verres,  opprefs'd  with  guilt  and  lliame, 
Shipwreck'd  in  fortune,  health,  and  fame, 
Pines  for  his  dark  fepulchral  bed, 
To  mingle  with  th'  unheeded  dead. 

With  fourfcore  years  gray  Natho  bends, 
A  burden  to  himfelf  and  friends; 
And  with  impatience  feems  to  wait 
The  friendly  hand  of  ling'ring  fate. 
So  hirelings  wifli  their  labour  done, 
And  often  eye  the  weftern  fun. 

The  monarch  hears  their  various  grief, 
Defcends,  and  brings  the  wifh'd  relief. 
On  Death  with  wild  furprife  they  ftar'd; 
All  feem'd  averfe  !  All  unprepar'd  ! 

As  torrents  fvv'eep  with  rapid  force, 
The  grave's  pale  chief  purfu'd  his  courfe. 
No  human  povv'r  can  or  wirhftand, 
Or  fliun  the  conquefts  of  his  hand. 
Oh !  could  the  prince  of  upright  min^,    *** 
And,  as  a  guardian  angel,  kind, 
^Vith  ev'ry  heart-felt  worth  befide, 
Turn  the  keen  fliaft  of  Death  afide. 
When  would  the  brave  Auguftus  join 
The  allies  of  his  facred  line  .'' 
But  Death  maintains  no  partial  war. 
He  mocks  a  fultan  or  a  czar. 
He  lays  his  iron  hand  on  all 
Yes,  kings,  and  fons  of  kings  muft  fall ! 
A  truth  Britannia  lately  felt. 
And  trembled  to  her  centre  *  !  ' 

Could  ableft  ftatcfmen  ward  the  blow. 
Would  Granville  own  this  common  foe  ? 
For  greater  talents  ne'er  were  known 
To  grace  the  fav'rite  of  a  throne. 

Could  genius  lave — wit,  learning,  fire- 
Tell  me,  would  Chefterfield  expire  i 
.Say,  would  his  glorious  fun  dechne. 
And  let  like  your  pale  ftar  or  mine  ? 

Could  ev'ry  virtue  of  the  fky — 
Would  FIcrringf ,  Butler|,  Secker§  die  ? 

Why  this  addrefs  to  peerage  all— 
Untitled  Allen's  virtues  call ! 
If  Allen's  worth  demands  a  place, 
Lords,  with  your  leave,  'tis  no  difgi"ace. 
Though  high  your  ranks  in  heralds'  rolls. 
Know  Virtue  too  ennobles  fouls. 
By  her  that  private  man's  renown'd,. 
Who  pours  a  thoufand  bleffings  round. 
While  Allen  takes  Afliiclion's  part. 
And  draws  out  all  his  gtn'rous  heart ; 
Anxious  to  feize  tlic  fleeting  day. 
Left  unimprov'd  it  fteal  away ; 

*  Rtfirrlng  to  the  death  of  his  lati  Royal  U'lglntfi 
Frederic  Prituc  of  IVales , 
■\   ArcLbif:oji  of  Canterbury , 
\  I. ate  Bifaop  of  Durham, 
§   B'fi:op  of  Oxford. 
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Wiiile  thus  he  walks  with  jealous  ftrife 
Through  goodnefs,  as  he  wall;s  through' life. 
Shall  not  I  mark  his  radiant  path  ? — 
RiCe,  mule,  'and  ling  the  A-'Ian  of  hath! 
Publiih  abroad,  could  goodnefs  fave, 
Allen  would  difappaint  the  grave; 
Tranilated  to  the  heav'nly  Ihore, 
Like  Enoch,  when  his  walk  was  o'er. 

Not  Beauty's  pow'rful  pleas  reftrain — 
Her  picas  are  trifling,  weak,  and  vain; 
For  women  pierce  v»'ith  fhrieks  the  air, 
Smite  their  bare  brealls,  and  rend  their  hair.  ' 
All  have  a  doleful  tale  to  tell, 
How  friends,  fons,  daughters,  hulbands  fell ! 

Alas  !  is  life  our  fav'rite  theme  ! 
'Tis  all  a  vain,  or  painful  dream. 
A  dream  which  fools  or  cowards  prize, 
But  flighted  by  the  brave  or  wiic. 
Who  lives,  f«r  others'  ills  muft  groan. 
Or  bleed  for  forrows  of  his  own  ; 
Muft  journey  on  with  weeping  eye, 
Then  pant,  fink,  agonize,  and  die. 

And  fhall  a  man  arraign  the  fl;ies, 
Eecaufe  man  lives,  and  mourns,  and  dies  ? 
Irr.paticnt  reptile  !  Resfon  cry'd; 
Arraign  thy  pafiion  and  thy  pride. 
Retire,  and  commune  with  thy  heart, 
Afk,  whence  thou  cam'ft,  and  what  thou  art. 
Explore  thy  body  and  thy  mind, 
Thy  ftation  too,  why  here  aflign'd. 
The  fearch  fhall  teach  thee  life  to  prize. 
And  make  thee  grateful,  good,  and  wife. 
Why  do  you  roam  to  foreign  climes. 
To  lludy  nations,  modes,  and  times ; 
A  Icience  often  dearly  bought. 
And  often  what  avails  you  nought  ? 
Co,  man,  and  a6t  a  wifer  part, 
Study  the  fcicnce  cf  your  heart. 
This  home  philofophy,  you  know, 
W'as  priz'd  fom^'thoufand  years  ago  '*o 
T'hen  wliy  abroad  a  frequent  gucll  ? 
Why  fuch  a  llranger  to  your  breai't? 
Why  turn  fo  many  volumes  o'er, 
'I'ill  Dcdlley  can  fupply  no  more  ? 
Not  ail  the  volumes  ca  thy  faelf, 
Are  worth  that  fmole  volume,  Self. 
J^'or  who  this  facred  book  declines, 
Howe'er  in  other  arts  he  Hiines; 
Though  Onit  with  Pindar's  noble  ra"-e, 
Or  vers'd  in  Tally's  manly  psore  ; 
Ihough  deeply  read  in  Plato> fchool ; 
V/ith  all  his  knowledge  is  a  fool. 

Proclaim  the  truth — fay,  what  is  man  ? 
His  body  from  the  dull  began ; 
And  when  a  few  fliort  years  are  o'er, 
'I'jie  crumbling  fabric  is  no  more. 

But  whence  the  foul  ?  From  heav'n  It  cam; ! 
Oh !  prize  this  intelleiSlyal  flame. 
This  nobler  Self  with  rapture  fcan, 
'Tis  mind  alone  which  makes  the  man. 
I'ruft  me,  there's  not  a  joy  on  earth. 
But  from  the  foul  derives  its  birth. 
Alk  the  young  rake  (he'll  anfwer  right) 
Who  treats  by  day,  and  drinks  by  night, 
What  makes  his  entertainments  {liine, 
What  gives  the  relilb  to  his  wine ; 

^KNOM^   THYSELF a  cekbratcd  fuyhg 

cf  C/.ilo,  one  uf  ib.  fe-mi  iv>fe  men  of  Greece. 


He'll  tell  thee  (if  he  fcorns  the  beaft). 
That  focial  pleafures  form  the  fealt. 
The  charms  of  beauty  too  fliall  cioy, 
Unicfs  the  foal  exalts  the  joy. 
1  lie  mind  muft  animate  the  face. 
Of  cold  and  taftelefs  ev'ry  grace. 

Wh?,t  I   mult  the  foul  her  pow'rs  difpenfe 
To  rail'e  and  fvvell  the  joys  of  fenfe  ? — 
Know  too,  the  joys  of  fenfe  controul. 
And  clog  the  motions  of  the  foul ; 
Forbid  her  pinions  to  afpire, 
Damp  and  impair  her  native  fire  : 
And  fure  as  Senfe  (that  tyrant)  !   reigns. 
She  holds  the  emprefs,  Soul,  in  chains, 
Inglorious  bondage  to  the  mind, 
Heaven-born,  fublirae,  and  unconfin'd  \ 
She's  Independent,  fair.,  and  great, 
And  jaftiy  claims  a  large  ellate  ; 
She  alks  no  borrow'd  aids  to  fliine, 
She  boads  within  a  golden  mine; 
But,  hke  the  treafures  of  Peru, 
Her  wealth  lieydeep  and  far  from  view. 
Say,  IhalL  the  man  who  knows  her  worth, 
Debafe  her  dignity  and  birth  ; 
Or  e'er  repine  at  Heaven's  decree, 
Who  kindly  gave  her  leave  to  he  j 
Call'd  her  from  nothing  into  day, 
And  built  her  tenement  of  clay  .-' 
Hear  and  accept  me  for  your  guide, 
(Reafon  fliali  ne'er  defert  your  fide). 
Wiio  liftens  to  my  wifer  voice, 
Can't  but  applaud  his  Maker's  choice  ; 
Pic-as'd  with  that  Firit  ar.d  Soveieign  Gaufe, 
1'lea.s'd  with  unerring  Wifdom's  laws; 
Secure,  fince  Sovereign  Goodnefs  reigns, 
Secure,  fince  Sovereign  Fow'er  obtams. 
With  curious  eyes  review  thy  frame, 
This  fcience  ihall  diredl:  thy  claim. 
Deft  thou  indulge  a  double  view, 
A  long,  long  life,  and  happy  too  } 
Perhaps  a  farther  boon  you  crave — 
Fo  lie  down  eafy  in  the  grave  1 
Know  then  ray  dictates  muft  prevail, 
Or  furely  each  fond  wilh  fiiall  fail.— 
Come  then,  is  happinefs  thy  aim  ? 
Let  mental  joys  be  all  thy  game. 

Repeat  the  fearch,  and  mend  your  pace. 
The  capture  fliall  reward  the  chace. 
Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  fprings. 
Convey  frefh  knowledge  on  its  wings  ;  . 
Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  flies, 
Record  thee  good  as  well  as  wife. 
While  fuch  purfuits  yoi^r  thoughts  engage,   ^ 
In  a  few  years  you'll  live  an  age. 
Who  meafiires  life  by  rolling  years  ? 
Fools  inealure  by  revolving  fpheres. 
Go  thou,  and  fetch  th'  unerring  rule 
From  Virtue's,  and  from  Wifdom's  fchooi. 
Who  well  improves  life's  lliortetf  day. 
Will  I'carce  regret  its  fetting  ray  ; 
Contented  with  his  Ihare  ot  light, 
Nor  fear  nor  wifli  th'  approach  of  night. 
And  when  difeafe  ailaults  the  heart. 
When  Sicknefs  triumphs  over  art, 
Refleilions  on  a  life  well  paft, 

]  Shall  proye  a  cordial  to  the  laft  ; 

i  This  med'cine  fliall  the  foul  fuftain, 
And  foftt-n  ov  fupend  her  pain ; 
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Shall  break  Deatli's  fell  tyrranic  pow'r, 
And  calm  the  troublett  dying  hour, 

Bleft  rules  of  cool  prudential  age  '. 
I  liilen'd,  and  rever'd  the  fage. 
When  lo  1  a  form  divinely  bright 
Defcends  and  hurlls  upon  mv  figlit, 
A  fcraph  of  illuftrious  birth  1  ' 

(Religion  v\'as  hi^r  name  on  earth) 
Supremely  fweet  her  radiant  face, 
And  blooming  with  ccleftial  grace  ! 
Three  fliining  cherubs  form'cl  her  train, 
W;iv'd  their  light  wings,  and  reach'd  the  plain  ; 
J'airh,  with  fublime  and  piercing  eye, 
i^ind  pinions  lluttering  for  the  iky  ; 
Here  Mope,  that  fniiHng  angel  ftands, 
And  gplden  anchors  grace  her  hands: 
There  Charity,  in  robes  of  white, 
Faireft  and  fav'rite  maid  of  light  I 

The  feraph  fpake — 'tis  Reafon's  part, 
To  govern  and  to  guard  the  heart ; 
To  lull  the  wayward  foul  to  reft. 
When  hopes  and  fears  didracl  the  bread. 
Reafon  may  calm  this  doubtful  llrife, 
And  fteer  thy  bark  through  various  life  : 
But  when  the  ftorms  of  death  are  nigh, 
And  midnight  darknefs  veils  the  Iky, 
Shall  Reafon  then  direifl  thy  fail, 
Difperfe  the  cl  >uds,  or  link  the  gale  ? 
Stranger,  thi:.  (kill  alone  is  mine, 
Skill  !  that  tranfcends  his  fcanty  line. 

That  hoary  fage  has  counfeil'd  right- 
Be  wife,  nor  fcorn  his  friendly  light. 
Revere  thyfelf — tliou'rt  near  ally'd 
To  angels  on  thy  better  fide. 
How  various  e'er  their  ranks  or  kinds, 
Angels  are  but  unbodied  minds ; 
When  the  partition  walls  decay. 
Men  emerge  angels  from  their  clay. 

Yes,  when  the  frailer  body  dies. 
The  foul  afiercs  her  kindred  ikies. 
But  minds,  though  fprung  from  heav'nly  raee, 
Muii  firft  be  tutor'd  for  the  place. 
(The  joys  above  are  underflood. 
And  relilh'd  only  by  the  good). 
Who  Ihall  aiVume  this  guardian  care  ? 
Who  fliall  fecure  their  birthright  there  ? 
Sou's  are  my  charge— to  me  'tis  giv'n 
To  train  them  for  their  native  heav'n. 


Know  then — Who  bow  the  early  knee, 
And  'jive  the  willing  heart  to  me; 
vVho  wifely,  when  temptation  waits, 
Ehide  h 'r  frauds,  and  fpnrn  her  baits  ; 
Who  dare  to  own  rhy  injur'd  caufe, 
(Though  fools  deride  my  facred  laws)  ; 
Or  fcorn  to  deviate  to  the  wrong. 
Though  perfecutiun  lifts  her  thong; 
Though  all  the  fons  of  hell  confpire 
To  raife  the  flrakc,  and  light  the  fire  ; 
Know,  th.it  for  fuch  fuperior  iouls. 
There  lies  a  blifs  beyond  the  poles; 
Where  fpirits  fliine  with  purer  ray, 
And  brighten  to  meridian  day; 
Where  love,  where  boundlefs  friendlhip  rules, 
(No  friends  that  change,  no  love  that  cools)  ! 
Where  rifing  floods  of  knowledge  roll, 
^nd  pour  and  pour  upon  the  foul  I 

But  where's  the  pallage  to  the  Ikies? — 
The  road  through  Death's  black  valley  Jies. 
Nay,  do  not  llmdder  at  my  tale — 
Though  dark  the  Ib.adcs,  yet  fafe  the  vale. 
riiis  path  the  bed  of  men  have  trod  ^ 
And  who'd  decline  the  road  to  God  ? 
Oil  1  'tis  a  glotious  boon  to  die  1 
This  favour  can't  be  priz'd  too  high. 

While  thus  (he  fijake,  my  looks  exprefs'd 
The  raptures  kindling  in  my  breaft : 
My  foul  a  fix'd  attention  gave  ; 
When  the  ftern  monarch  of  the  grave 
With  haughty  ftrides  approach'd— Amaz'd 
I  frood,  and  trcinbled  as  I  gaz'd. 
The  feraph  calm'd  each  anxious  fear, 
And  kindly  wip'd  the  falling  tear; 
Then  hafted  \i-ith  expanded  wing 
To  meet  the  pale  terrific  king. 
But  now  what  milder  fcenes  arife  ? 
The  tyrant' drops  his  hoftile  guife. 
He  feenis  a  youtli  divinely  fair, 
Ir.  graceful  ringlets  waves  his  hair. 
His  wings  their  whitening  plumes  difplay, 
His  burnifli'd  plumes  reflect  the  day. 
Light  ilows  his  fliining  azure  veft, 
And  al!  the  angel  ftands  confeft. 

I  vi-i'w'd  the  change  with  fweet  furprife. 
And  oh  !   I  panted  for  the  ikies; 
rhank'd  Heav'n  that  e'er  I  drew  my  breath, 
And  triuiiiph'd  in  the.  thoughts  of  death. 


FABLES. 


Toe  Advantages  of  Application  and  Diligeiice  in 
our  earlier  Tears,  and  the  dejlruiliuje  Cotife- 
queiices  of  Pride  and  Cruelty, 

FABLE  I. 

THE  EEE,  THE  ANT,  AND  THE  SPARROW. 

My  dears,  'tis  faid  in  days  of  old, 

That  bealts  could  talk,  and,  birds  could  fcold, 


But  now  it  fecms  the  human  race 
Alone  engrofs  the  fpeaker's  place. 
Yet  lately,  if  report  be  true, 
(And  much  the  tale  relates  to  you) 
There  met  a  fparrow,  ant,  and  bee. 
Which  reafofi'd  and  convers'd  as  we. 
Who  reads  my  page  will  doubtlefs  grants 
That  Phe'sthe  wife  indufirious  ant. 
And  all  with  half  an  eye  may  fee, 
That  K.itty  is  the  bulV  bee. 
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Here  then  Vte  two— -But  where's  the  third  ? 
Go  fearch  your  fchool,  you'll  find  the  bird. 
Your  fchool  !  I  a(k  your  pardon,  fair, 
I'm  fure  you'll  find  no  I'parrow  there. 

Now  to  my  tale. — Que  Summer's  morn 
A  bee  rang'd  o'er  the  verdant  lawn-; 
Studious  to  hufband  every  hour, 
And  make  the  mofl  of  ev'ry  fiow'r. 
Nimble  from  ftalk  to  (talk  (he  it«s, 
And  loads  with  yellow  wax  her  thighs  ; 
With  which  the  artifts  builds  her  comb. 
And  keeps  all  tight  and  wnrm  Ht  home;' 
Or  from  the  cowflip's  golden  bells 
Sucks  honey  to  enrich  her  cells ; 
Or  every  tempting  rofe  purfues, 
Or  fips  the  lily's  fragrant  dews, 
Yet  never  robs  the  fhining  blooni, 
Or  of  its  beauty  or  perfume. 
Thus  flie  difcharg'd  in  every  way. 
The  various  duties  of  the  day. 

It  chanc'd  a  frugal  ant  was  near, 
Whole  brow  was  furrovv'd  o'er  by  care  ; 
A  great  economift  was  ihe. 
Nor  Icfs  induilrious  than  the  bee  : 
Ey  penfive  parents  often  taught 
What  ills  ai  ife  from  want  of  thought ; 
That  poverty  on  floth  depends, 
On  poverty  the  lofs  of  friends. 
Hence  everj^daj^theTmt-is  found 
With  anxious  flep  to  tread  the  ground  : 
With  curious  fearch  to  trace  the  giain, 
And  drag  the  heavy  load  with  pain. 

\L"he  aftive  bee  with  pleafure  faw 
Thfe  ant  fulfil  her  parents  la\v. 
Ah  1  fifter-labourer,  lays  (lie, 
How  very  fortunate  are  we  '. 
"Who  taught  in  infancy  to  know, 
The  comforts  which  from  labour  flow. 
Are  independent  of  the  great. 
Nor  know  the  wants  of  pride  and  ftate, 
^Vhy  is  our  food  fo  very  fweet  ? 
Becaufe  we  earn  before  we  eat. 
Why  are  our  wants  fo  very  few  ? 
Becaufe  we  nature's  calls  purfue. 
Whence  our  complacency  of  mind  ? 
Becaufe  we  acfl:  our  parts  alTign'd. 
Have  we  inceflant  talks  to  do  ? 
Is  not  all  nature  bufy  too  ? 
'Doth  not  the  fun  with  conftant  pace 
Perfift  to  run  his  annual  race  ? 
Do  not  the  (tars  which  (hine  fo  bright, 
lien^vy  their  courfes  every  night? 
Doth  not  the  ox  obedient  bow 
His  patient  neck,  and  draw  the  plough  ? 
Or  when  did  e'er  the  generous  fteed 
V/;ithhQld  his  labour  or"'his  fpeed  ? 
3f  you  all  nature's  fyftem  fcan. 
The  only  idle  thing  is  man. 

A  wanton  fparrow  long'd  to  hear 
This  fage  difcourfe,  and  ilrait  drew  near. 
The  bird  was  talkative  and  loud, 
And  very  pert,  and  very  proud; 
As  worthlefs  and  as  vain  a  thin^ 
Perhaps  as  ever  wore  a  wino-. 
She  fourid,  as  on  a  fpray  (lie  fat, 
The  little  friends  were  deep  in  chat ; 
That  virtue  was  their  favourite  theme 
And  toil  and  probity  their  Iclieme  :      ' 


Such  talk  was  hateful  to  her  breafV, 
She  thought  them  arrant  prudes  at  beft^ 
When  to  difplay  her  naughty  mind, 
Hanger  with, cruelty  combin'd; 
She  view'd  the  ant  with  favage  eyes. 
And  hopt  and  hopt  to  fnatch  her  prize. 
The  bee,  who  watf  h'd  her  opening  billj 
Aiid  guefs'd  her  fell  defign  to  kill ; 
Alk'd  her  from  what  her  anger  rofe, 
And  why  ihe  treated  ants  as  foes  .' 

The  fparrow  lier  reply  began, 
And  thus  the  r onv'erfation  ran  : 

Whene'er  I  am  dilpos'd  to  dine, 
I  thi  .k  the  whole  creation  mine  ; 
I'hat  I'm  a  bird  of  high  degree. 
And  every  inTect  made  for  me. 
Hence  oft  I  fearch  the  emmet  brood, 
For  emmets  are  delicious  food. 
And  oft  in  wantonnefs  aiid  play, 
I  (lay  ten  thoufand  in  a  day  : 
For  truth  it  is,  without  difguife. 
That  I  Icn'e  raifchief  as  my  eyes. 

Oh  J  fie,  the  honeft  bee  reply'd, 
I  fear  you  make  bafe  man  your  guide. 
Of  every  rreatuie  iure  the  word, 
rhough  ill  creation's  fcale  the  firft  '. 
Ungrateful  man  !   'tis  ftrange  he  thrives^ 
Who  burns  the  bees  to  rob  their  hives  1 
I  hate  his  vile  adminiftration, 
And  fo  do  all  the  emmet  nation. 
What  fatal  foes  to  birds  are  men, 
Quite  from  the  eagle  to  the  wren  I 
Oil  I  do  not  mens  example  take. 
Who  mifchief  do  for  mifchief's  lake  ; 
But  (pare  the  ant — her  worth  demands 
Efteem  and  friendfliip  at  your  hands. 
A  mind  with  every  virtue  bleft, 
Mufl  raiie  compalfion  in  your  breaft. 

Virtue!  rejoiu'd  the  fneering  bird. 
Where  did  you  h^arn  that  Gothic  word  J' 
Since  I  washatch'd  I  never  heard 
That  virtue  was  at  all  rever'd, 
But  fay  it  was  the  ancients'  claim, 
Yet  moderns  difavow  the  name. 
Unlef;,  my  dear,  you  read  romances, 
I  cannot  reconcile  your  fancies. 
Virtue  in  fairy  tales  is  feen 
To  play  th'e  goddefs  or  the  queen ; 
But  what's  a  queen  without  the  pow'r, 
Or  beauty,  child,  without  a  dnw'r.' 
Yet  this  is  all  that  virtue  brags ; , 
At  beft  'tis  only  worth  in  rags. 
Such  whims  my  very  heart  derides. 
Indeed  you  make  me  burft  my  fides. 
Truft  me,  Mils  Bee — to  Ipeak  the  truth, 
I've  copied  man  from  earlieft  youth  ; 
The  fame  our  tafte,  the  fame  our  Ichool, 
Pafllon  and  appetite  our  rule  : 
And  call  me  bird,  or  call  rae  finner, 
I'll  ne'er  forego  my  fport  or  dinner. 

A  prowling  cat  the  mifcreant  fpies, 
And  wide  expands  her  amber  eyes. 
Near  and  more  near  Grimalkin  draws. 
She  wags  her  tail,  protends  her  paws  ; 
Then  fpringing  on  her  thoughtlefs  prey> 
She  bore  the  vicious  bird  away. 

Tlius  in  her  cruelty  and  pride, 
Thc^vickedj  wanton  fparrow  dy'd. 
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TJjat  true  Virtue  conjifts  in  A^io?i,  and  tiot  i?i 
Speculation. 

FABLE  II, 

THE    SCHOLAR    ANB  THE  CAT. 

Labour  entitles  man  to  eat, 

The  idle  have  no  claim  to  meat. 

This  rule  muft  every  ftation  fit, 

Becaufe  'tis  drawn  tVom  facred  wrii. 

And  yet  to  feed  on  fuch  condition, 

Almoft  amounts  to  prohibition. 

Rome's  priefthood  would  be  doom'd,  I  fear, 

To  eat  Ibup  niaigre  all  the  year. 

And  would  not  Oxford's cloilter'd  fon 

By  this  hard  flatute  be  undone  ? 

In  truth,  your  poet,  were  he  fed 

No  oft'ner  than  he  earns  his  bread, 

The  vengeance  of  this  law  would  feel. 

And  often  go  without  a  meal. 

It  feem'd  a  fcholar  and  his  cat 
Together  join'd  in  focialchat. 
When  thus  the  letter'd  fage  began— 
Of  what  vaft  confequence  is  man  ! 
Lords  of  this  nether  globe  we  fiiine, 
Our  tenure's  held  by  right  divine. 
Here  independence  waves  its  plea, 
All  creatures  bow  the  vaflal  knee. 
Nor  earth  alone  can  bound  our  reign, 
Ours  is  the  empire  of  the  main. 

True — man's  a  fovereign  prince — but  fay, 
What  art  fuftains  the  monarch's  fway. 
Say  from  what  fource  we  fetch  fupplies, 
'Tis  here  the  grand  inquiry  lies. 
Strength  is  not  man's — for  ftrength  muft  fuit 
Beft  with  the  ftrudure  of  a  brute. 
Nor  craft  nor  cunning  can  fuffice, 
A  fox  might  then  difpute  the  prize. 
To  godlike  reafon  'tis  we  owe 
Our  ball  and  fceptre  here  below. 

Now  your  aflociate  next  explains 
To  whom  precedence  appertains. 
And  fure  'tis  eafy  to  divine 
The  leaders  of  this  royal  line. 
Note  that  all  tradefmen  I  atteft 
But  petty  princes  at  the  beft. 
Superior  excellence  you'll  find 
In  thofe  who  cultivate  the  mind. 
Hence  heads  of  colleges,  you'll  own, 
Tranfcends  th'  affeftbrs  of  a  throne. 
Say,  Evans,  have  you  any  doubt  ? 
You  can't  offend  by  fpeaking  out. 

With  vifage  placid  and  fedate, 
Pufs  thus  addrefs'd  her  learned  mate: 

We're  told  that  none  in  nature's  plan 
Difputes  preeminence  with  man. 
But  this  IS  ftill  a  dubious  cafe    , 
Tome,  and  all  our  purring  race. 
M'e  grant  indeed  to  partial  eyes 
Men  may  appear  fupremely  wife. 
But  our  fagacious  rabbles  hold. 
That  all  which  glitters  is  not  gold. 
Pray,  if  your  haughty  claims  be  true, 
Why  are  our  manners  ap'd  by  you  ? 
Whene'er  you  think,  all  cats  agree, 
Ycu  ftiiit  your  opiics  juft  as  wc. 


Pray,  why  like  cats  fo  rapt  in  thought, 
If  you  by  cats  were  never  taurht? 
But  know  our  tabby  fchools  maintain 
Worth  is  not  center'd  in  the  brain. 
Nor  that  our  fages  tliought  defpife— 
No — but  in  atitiou  virtue  lies. 
We  find  it  by  experience  faifl, 
That  thought  mult  ripen  into  acfl  j 
Or  cat  HO  real  fame  acquires, 
But  virtue  in  the  bud  expires. 
Tills  psint  your  orchard  can  decide— 
Ohferve  its  gay  autumnal  pride. 
For  trees  are  held  in  high  repute, 
Not  for  their  bloffoms,  but  their  fruit. 
If  fo,  then  Millar's  page  decrees 
Mere  fcholars  to  be  barren  trees. 
But  if  thefe  various  reafonsfail, 
Let  my  example  once  prevail. 

When  to  your  chamber  you  repair. 
Your  property  employs  my  care. 
And  while  you  fink  in  fvveet  repofc, 
My  faithful  eyelids  never  clofe. 
When  hunger  prompts  the  moufe  to  fteal, 
Then  1  difplay  my  honeft  zeal ; 
True  to  my  charge,  thefe  talons  feizc 
The  wretch,  who  dares  purloin  your  cheefc. 
Or  ftiould  the  thief  affault  your  bread, 
I  ftrike  the  audacious  felon  dead. 

Nor  fay  I  fpring  at  fmaller  game — 
My  prowefs  flaughter'd  rats  prociaim. 
I'm  told  your  generals  often  fly, 
When  danger,  and  when  death  is  nigh. 
Nay,  when  nor  death  nor  danger's  near, 
As  your  court-martials  make  appear. 
When  in  your  fervice  we  engage. 
We  brave  the  pilfering  villain's  rage  ; 
Ne'er  take  advantage  of  the  night, 
To  meditate  inglorious  flight; 
But  ftand  refolv'd,  when  foes  defy, 
To  conquer,  or  to  bravely  die. 

Hence,  bookworm,  learn  our  duty  here 
Is  adlive  life  in  every  fphere. 
Know  too,  there's  fcarce  a  brute  but  can 
Inftrud:  vain  fupercilious  man. 

'That  ovr  Tortitude  and  Perfeverance  Jhould  be 
proportionate  to  the  Degree  and  Duration  of  our 
Sufferings. 

FABLE  IIL 

JNEPTUNE  AND  THE  MARINERS. 

When  fore  calamities  we  feel, 

And  forrow  treads  on  forrow's  heel, 

Our  courage  and  our  ftrength,  we  fay, 

Are  infiifiicient  for  the  day. 

Thus  man's  a  poor  dejedled  elf, 

Who  fain  would  run  away  from  felf. 

Yet  turn  to  Germany,  you'll  find 

An  Atlas  of  a  human  mind  ! 

But  here  I  deviate  from  my  plan, 

For  Pruflia's  king  is  more  than  man  ! 

Inferior  beings  fuit  my  rhyme. 

My  fcheme,  my  genius,  and  my  time  ; 

Men,  birds,  and  beafts,  with  new  and  then 

A  pagan  god  to  grace  my  pen, 


^j^o  THE   WORKS 

A  veffel  bovind  for  India's  ccaft, 
The  mevcbantb  confidence  and  boaft. 
Puts  forth  to  fea — the  gentle  deep 
Befpeaks  its  boifterous  god  afieep. 
Three  cheerful  fliouts  the  failors  gave, 
And  zephyrs  curl  the  fliining  wave. 
A  halcyon  fky  prevails  a  while. 
The  tritons  and  the  nereids  finile. 
Thefe  omens  faireft  hopes  imprefs, 
And  half  enfure  the  George  fuccefs. 

What  cafual  ills  thefe  hopes  deftroy  I 
To  change  how  fuhjecH;  every  joy  1 
When  dangers  mott  remote  appear, 
Experience  proves  thefe  dangers  near. 
Thus,  boait  of  health  whene'er  you  pleafe, 
Health  is  next  neighbour  to  difeafe. 
'Tis  prudence  to  fufpedl  a  foe, 
And  fortitude  to  meet  the  blow. 
In  wifdom's  rank  he  ftands  the  firft. 
Who  ftands  prepar'd  to  meet  the  worft. 

For  lo!   unnumber'd  clouds  arife. 
The  iable  legions  fpread  the  Ikies. 
The  ftorm  around  the  veffel  raves. 
The  deep  difplays  a  thoufand  graves. 
With  adiive  hands  and  fearlefs  hearts 
The  failors  play  their  various  parts  ; 
They  ply  the  pumps,  they  furl  the  fails. 
Yet  nought  their  diligence  avails. 
The  tempell  thickens  every  hour. 
And  mocks  the  feats  of  human  pow'r. 

The  failors  now  their  tate  deplore, 
Eftrang'd  to  every  fear  before. 
With  wild  furprife  their  eye-balls  glare, 
Their  honeft  breads  admit  defpair. 
All  further  efforts  they  decline. 
At  once  all  future  hopes  refigu  ; 
And  thus  abandoning  their  fkill, 
They  give  the  fliip  to  drive  at  will. 

Strait  enter'd  with  majeftic  grace, 
A  form  of  more  than  human  race. 
The  god  an  azure  mantle  wore, 
His  hand  a  forked  fceptre  bore  ; 
When  thus  the  monarch  of  the  main — 

How  dare  you  deem  your  labours  vain? 
Shall  man  exert  hlmfelf  the  lefs, 
Becaule  fuperior  dangers  prefs  ? 
How  can  I  think  your  hearts  fincere, 
Unlefs  you  bravely  perfevere  ? 
Know,  mortals,  that  when  perils  rife, 
Perils  enhance  the  glorious  prize. 
Bat,  who  deferts  hinifelf,  iTiall  be 
Deferted  by  the  gods  and  me. 
Hence  to  your  charge,  and  do  your  befl. 
My  trident  fliall  do  all  the  reft. 

The  mariners  their  talk  renew. 
All  to  their  defiin'd  province  flew. 
The  winds  are  hulli'd — the  fea  fubfides. 
The  gallant  George  in  fafety  rides. 

The  Folly  ofpajjing  a  hajly  a?id  derogatory  "Judg- 
ment upon  the  noxious  Animals  of  the  Creation. 

FABLE  IV.      • 

THE    BEAU  AND    THE  VIPER. 

AtL  wife  philofophers  maintain 
feature  createc}  nought  in  vain. 


OFCOTTON*. 

Yet  forne  with  fupercilious  bro\r» 
Deny  the  tiuth  a'derted  now. 
What  if  I  fliow  tliatonly  man. 
Appears  defeiflive  in  the  plan  ! 
S:',y,  will  the  fceptic  lay  afide 
His  fneers,  his  arrogance,  and  pride  ? 

A  beau  imported  frefh  from  France, 
Whofe  ftudy  was  to  drefs  and  dance ; 
Who  had  betimes,  in  Gallia's  fchool, 
Grafted  the  coxcomb  on  the  fool ; 
Appioach'd  a  wood  one  Summer's  day, 
ToiViten  him  from  the  fcorching  ray. 
And  as  he  traveis'd  through  the  grove, 
Scheming  of  gallar.try  and  love, 
A  viper's  fpiry  folds  were  feen. 
Sparkling  with  azUre,  gold  and  green  ; 
Tlie  beau  indignant,  weak,  and  proud. 
With  tranfport  thus  exclaim'd  aloud— 

Avaunt,  detefted  fiend  of  night  ! 
I  hou  torture  to  the  human  fight  I 
i'o  every  reptile  adilgrace, 
\nd  fatal  to  our  godlike  race. 
Why  were  fuch  creatures  form'd  as  you^ 
Unlefs  to  prove  my  dodlrine  true  \ 
I'hat  when  we  vievs'  this  nether  fpherjgj 
Nor  wifdom  nor  defign  appear .' 

The  ferpent  rais'd  his  angry  creft, 
An  honeft  zeal  infiam'd  his  breaft. 
His  hifiings  ftruck  the  fopling's  ear, 
And  fliook  his  very  foul  with  fear. 
Inglorious  wretch  !  the  viper  cries, 
How  dare  you  broacli  infernal  lies  ? 
Is  there,  in  all  creation's  chain, 
A  link  fo  worthlefs  and  fo  vain  .'' 
Grant  that  your  drefs  were  truly  thine. 
How  can  your  gold  compare  with  mine  ? 
Your  veftments  are  of  garter  hue, 
Mine  boalt  a  far  fuperior  blue. 

You  ftyle  me  reptile  in  contempt, 
You  are  that  very  reptile  meant ; 
A  two-legg'd  thing  which  crawls  on  earthy 
Void  of  utility  and  worth. 

You  call  me  fatal  to  your  race — 
Was  ever  charge  lo  falfe  and  b?fe  ? 
You  can't  in  all  your  annals  find. 
That  unprovok'd  we  hurt  mankind. 
Uninjur'd  men  in  mifchief  deal. 
We  only  bile  the  hoftile'heel. 

Do  we  not  yie'd  our  lives  to  feeJ, 
And  fave  your  vile  diftemper'd  breed* 
V\'hen  leprofy  pollutes  your  veins, 
Do  not  we  purge  the  Inthfome  ftains  ? 
When  riot  and  excefs  prevail. 
And  health,  and  fcrength,  and  fpirits  fail: 
Docflors  from  us  their  aid  derive, 
Hence  penitential  rakes  revive. 
We  bleed  to  make  the  caitiffs  dine  *, 
Or  drown  to  medicate  their  wine. 

You  afk,  my  poifon  to  what  end? 
Alinute  philofopher,  attend. 
Nature,  munificent  and  wife. 
To  all  our  wants  adapts  fupplies. 
Our  frames  are  fitted  to  our  need, 
Hence  greyhounds  are  endu'd  v.'ith  fpeed. 


*   Upon  fome  occajion  ijipers  are  drejfed,  otu 
I  Served  to  table  as  eels. 
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Lions  by  force  their  prey  fubdue, 

Ey  force  maintain  their  empire  too  : 

But  power,  although  the  lion's  fame, 

Was  never  known  the  viper's  claim. 

Obl'erve,  when  1  unroll  my  length — 

Say,  is  my  Itruvlhire  torm'd  for  iheugth? 

Doth  not  celerity  imply  i 

Or  legs  to  ruH,  or  wings  to  fly  ? 

My  jaws  are  conltituted  weak. 

Hence  poil'on  lurks  behind  my  cheek. 

As  lightning  quick  my  fangs  convey 

This  liquid  to  my  wounded  prey. 

The  venom  thus  enfures  my  bite. 

For  wounds  preclude  the  vidliui's  flight. 

But  why  this  deadly  jaice,  you  cry. 

To  make  the  wretched  captive  die  ? 

Why  not  poftefs'd  of  dronger  jaws. 

Or  arm'd  like  lavage  brutes  with  claws  ? 

Can  fuch  weak  arguments  perfuade  ? 
Alli  rather,  why  were  vipers  made  ? 
To  me  my  poifon's  more  than  wealth, 
And  to  ungrateful  mort?.ls  health. 
In  this  benevolent  delign 
My  various  organs  all  combine. 
Strike  out  the  poifon  from  my  frame, 
My  fyftem  were  no  more  the  fame. 
I  then  Ihould  want  my  comferts  due, 
Nay,  lofe  my  very  being  too. 
And  you'd,  as  docflors  all  agree, 
A  fovereign  medicine  lofe  in  me. 

Now  learn,  'tis  arrogance  in  man, 
Tu  cenfure  what  he  cannot  fcan. 
Nur  daj-e  to  charge  God's  woiks  with  iU, 
Since  vipers  kind  defigns  fulfil: 
But  give  injurious  fcruples  o'er. 
Be  itill,  be  humble,  and  adore. 

TSfiit  Happinefs  is  much  more  equally  di/lributed, 
than  the  generality  of  Mankind  are  apprifed  of. 

FABLE  V. 

THE  SNAIL  AND  THE  GARDENER. 

When  funs  of  fortune  ride  on  high. 
How  do  we  point  the  admiring  eye  ! 
With  foolifii  face  of  wonder  gaze. 
And  often  covet  v/hat  we  praife. 
How  do  we  partial  nature  chide, 
As  deaf  to  every  Ion  befide  ! 
Or  cenfure  the  miftaken  dame, 
As  if  her  optics  were  to  blame  I 
Thus  we  deem  nature  moft  unkind, 
Or  what's  as  bad,  we  deem  her  blind. 

But  when  inferior  ranks  we  fee, 
Who  move  in  humbler  fpheres  than  we  ; 
Men  by  coinparifons  are  taught, 
Nature  is  not  fo  much  in  fault.  . 
Yet  marl:  my  tale— the  poet's  pen 
Shall  vindicate  her  ways  to  men. 

Within  a  garden,  far  from  town, 
There  dwelt  a  fnail  of  high  renown  ; 
Who  by  tradition,  as  appears. 
Had  been  a  tenant  feveral  years. 
She  fpent  her  youth  in  wifdom's  page- 
Hence  honour'd  and  rever'd  in  age. 
Do  fna,ils  at  any  time  contend, 
Iiifult  a  neighbour  or  a  friend ; 


Difpute  their  property,  and  fliare, 
Or  in  a  cherry  or  a  pear  ? 
No  lord  chief  juftice,  all  agree. 
So  able,  and  lo  juft  as  fhe  ! 
Whichever  w^y  their  caufes  went, 
All  parties  cauie  away  content. 
At  length  llie  found  herfelf  decay, 
De;ith  lent  uiementos  every  day. 
Her  drooping  (Ircngth  futtains  iio  more 
The  Ihell,  which  on  her  back  flie  bore. 
The  eye  had  loft  its  vifual  art. 
The  heavy  car  refus'd  its  part  ; 
The  teeth  perform'd  their  office  ill, 
And  every  member  fail'd  her  wilL 
But  no  defef'ls  in  mind  appear. 
Her  intelleiTls  are  Itrong  and  clear. 
Thus  when  his  glorious  courfe  is  run. 
How  brightly  lliiues  the  fetting  fun  1 

The  news  through  all  the  garden  fprea3j 
The  neighbours  throng'd  about  lier  bed  ; 
Cheerful  flie  rais'd  her  voice  aloud. 
And  thus  addrefs'd  the  weeping  crowd : 

My  friends,  I'm  halt'ning  to  the  grave. 
And  know,  nor  plum,  nor  peach  can  fave. 
Yes,  to  thole  manlions  go  1  muft. 
Where  our  good  fathers  deep  in  duft. 
Nor  am  I  backward  to  explore 
That  gloomy  vale  they  trod  before. 
'Gainft  fate's  decree  what  can  I  fay? 
Like  other  fuails  I've  had  my  day. 
Full  many  Summer  fun's  I've  feen. 
And  now  die  grateful  and  ferene. 

If  men  the  higher  pow'rs  arraign. 
Shall  we  adopt  the  plaintive  (train  ? 
Nature,  profufe  to  us  and  ours, 
Hath  kindly  built  ihefe  ftately  tow'rs  ; 
Where,  when  the  Ikies  in  night  are  dreft. 
Secure  from  ev'ry  ill  we  refl. 
Survey  our  curious  ftruilnre  well— 
Hovi'  firm,  and  yet  how  light  our  fliell  ", 
Our  refuge,  wlien  cold  ftorms  invade, 
And  in  the  dog-days  heat  our  fliade. 

Thus  when  we  fee  a  fleeter  race, 
We'll  not  lament  our  languid  pace. 
Do  dangers  rife,  or  f  les  withltand  ? 
Are  not  our  cadles  clote  at  hand  ? 
For  let  a  fnail  at  diftance  roam. 
The  happy  fnail  is  (fill  at  home. 

Survey  our  gardens  bleft  retreats— 
Oh  I   what  a  paradil'e  of  fweets ! 
With  what  variety  is't  flor'd  I 
Unnumber'd  dainties  fpread  our  board. 
The  plums  aflTume  their  gloffy  blue. 
And  cheeks  of  nectarines  glow  for  you; 
Peaches  their  lovely  blufli  betray, 
And  apricots  their  gold  difplay; 
While  for  your  beverage,  when  you  dine. 
There  (tream?  the  nedar  of  the  vine. 

Be  not  my  dying  words  forgot, 
Depart,  contented  with  your  lot; 
Reprefs  complaints  when  they  begin, 
Ingratitude's  a  crying  (in. 
And  hol(i  it  for  a  truth,  that  we 
Are  quite  as  bled  as  (nails  fliould  be. 

The  gardener  hears  with  great  furprife 
This  fage  difcourfe,  and  thus  he  cries— 
Oh  !  what  a  thanklefs  wretch  am  I, 
Who  pai"s  ten  thoufand  fiivours  by  '. 
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I  blame,  whene'er  the  linnet  fings. 

My  want  of  fong,  or  want  of  wings. 

The  piercing  hawk,  with  towering  flight, 

Reminds  me  of  deficient^of  fight. 

And  when  the  generous  fteed  I  view, 

Is  not  his  ftrength  my  envy  too  ? 

I  thus  at  birds  and  beafts  repine ; 

And  with  their  various  talents  mine. 

Fool  as  1  am,  who  cannot  fee 

Reafon  is  more  than  all  to  me. 

My  landlord  boaits  a  large  eftate, 
Rides  in  his  coach,  and  eats  in  plate. 
What ;  fhall  thefe  lures  bewitch  my  eye  ? 
Shall  they  extort  the  murmuring  figh  ? 
Say,  he  enjoys  fuperior  wealth — 
Is  not  my  better  portion,  health  ? 
Before  the  fun  has  gilt  the  fkies, 
Returning  labour  bids  me  rife; 
Obedient  to  the  hunter's  horn. 
He  quits  his  couch  at  early  morn. 
By  want  compell'd,  I  dig  the  foil, 
His  is  a  voluntary  toil. 
For  truth  it  is,  lince  Adam's  fall, 
His  fons  muft  labour  one  and  all. 
No  man's  exempted  by  his  purfe, 
Kings  are  included  in  the  curfe. 
Would  monarchs  relilh  what  they  eat  ? 
Tis  toil  that  makes  the  manchet  fweet ; 
Nature  enafts,  before  they're  fed. 
That  prince  and  peafant  earn  their  bread. 

Hence  wifdom  and  experience  fhow, 
That  bhfs  in  equal  currents  flow  ; 
That  happinefs  is  ftill  the  fame, 
Howe'er  ingredients  change  their  name. 
Nor  doth  this  theme  our  fearch  defy, 
'Tis  level  to  the  human  eye. 
DiftindlioBS  introduc'd  by  men, 
Bewilder  and  obfcure  our  ken, 
I'll  ftore  thefe  leflons  in  my  heart, 
And  cheerful  adl  my  proper  part. 
If  forrows  rife,  as  forrows  will, 
I'll  ftand  refign'd  to  every  ill ; 
Convinc'd,  that  wifely  every  pack 
Is  fuited  to  the  bearer's  back. 

Tlmt  the  Complaints  of  MaJikind,  agatnji  their 
feveral  Stations  and  Provinces  in  Life,  are  oj- 
tcn  frivolous,  and  always  unwarrantable. 

FABLE  VI. 

TKE  FARMER  AND  THE  HORSE. 

"  'Tis  a  vain  world,  and  all  things  fliow  it, 
"  I  thought  fo  once,  but  now  I  know  it  *." 
Ah  1  Gay  !  is  thy  poetic  page 
The  child  of  difappointed  age  ? 
Talk  not  of  threefcore  years  and  ten. 
For  what  avails  our  knowledge  then? 

But  grant,  that  this  expenenc'd  truth 
Were  afcertain'd  in  early  youth  ; 
Reader,  what  benefit  would  flow  ? 
I  vow,  I'm  at  a  lufs  to  know. 
The  world  alarms  the  human  breaft, 
Becatife  in  favage  colours  dreft. 

*  Cnfs  Epitnt'b, 
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'Tis  treated  with  inveclive  ftyle, 

And  ftands  impeach'd  of  fraud  and  guile. 

All  in  this  heavy  charge  agree — 

But  who's  in  fault — the  v.  orld  or  we  ? 

The  queftion's  ferious,  fhort,  and  clear, 

The  anfwer  claims  our  patient  ear. 

Yet  if  this  office  you  decline — 

With  all  my  heart — the  tafli  be  mine. 

I'm  certain  if  I  do  my  bell, 

Your  candour  will  excufe  the  reft. 

A  farmer,  with  a  penfive  brow. 
One  mom  accompany 'd  his  plough. 
The  larks  their  cheerful  matins  lung, 
The  woods  with  aiifwering  mufic  rung  ; 
The  fun  difplay'd  h.s  goiden  ray, 
And  iiature  hail'd  the  rifing  day. 
But  liill  the  peafant  all  the  while 
Refus'd  to  join  the  general  fmlle. 
He,  like  his  fathers  long  before, 
Refembltd  much  the  Jews  of  yore  ; 
Whofe  murmuis  impious,  weak,  and  vaits, 
Nor  quails  nor  manna  could  reftrain. 

Did  accidental  dearth  prevail  ? 
How  prone  to  tell  his  piteous  tale  ! 
Pregnant  v/ith  joys  did  plenty  rife  ? 
How  prone  to  blame  indulgent  fkies ! 
Thus  ever  ready  to  complain. 
For  plenty  finks  the  price  of  grain. 

At  length  he  fpake  : — Ye  powers  divine, 
Was  ever  lot  fo  hard  as  mine  ? 
From  infant  life  an  arrant  flave, 
Clofe  to  the  confines  of  the  grave. 
Have  not  I  follow'd  my  employ 
Near  threefcore  winters,  man  and  boy  ! 
But  lince  I  call'd  this  farm  my  own. 
What  fcenes  of  forrow  have  1  known  ! 
Alas  1  if  all  the  truth  were  told, 
Hath  not  the  rot  impair'd  ray  fold  ? 
Hath  not  the  mealies  feiz'd  my  fwine  ? 
Hath  not  the  murrain  flain  my  kine  ? 
Or  fay  that  horfes  be  my  theme. 
Hath  not  the  ftaggers  thinn'd  my  team  ? 
Have  not  a  thoufand  ills  belide 
Depriv'd  my  liable  of  its  pride  ? 

When  I  furvey  my  lands  around, 
W^hat  thorns  and  thiftles  fpread  my  ground  1 
Doth  not  the  grain  my  hopes  beguile. 
And  mildews  mock  the  threflier's  toil  ? 
However  poor  the  harvefts  pad  I 
What  fo  deficient  as  the  laft  I 
But  though  nor  blafts,  nor  mildews  rife, 
My  turnips  are  deltroy'd  by  ilies ; 
My  llicep  are  pin'd  to  fuch  degree. 
That  not  a  butcher  comes  to  me. 

Seafons  are  chang'd  from  what  they  were, 
And  hence  too  foul,  or  hence  too  fair. 
Now  fcorching  heat  and  drought  annoy. 
And  now  returning  fliowers  deftroy. 
Thus  have  I  pafs'd  my  better  years 
'Midft  difappointments,  cares,  and  tears. 
And  now,  when  I  compute  my  gains, 
What  have  I  rcap'd  for  all  my  pains  ? 

Oh  1  had  I  known  in  manhood's  prime 
Thefe  flow  convicftions  wrought  by  time  ; 
Would  I  have  brav'd  the  various  woes 
Of  Summer  funs,  and  Winter  fnows  ? 
Would  I  have  templed  every  fl\y, 
So  \vet,  fo  windy,  cr  fo  dry  ? 
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With  all  the  elements  ^t  ftvlfe  ? 
Ah  1  no — I  then  had  planii'd  a  life, 
Where  wealth  attends  the  middle  ftage, 
And  reft  and  comfort  wait  on  age. 
Where  rot  and  murrain  ne'er  commence, 
Nor  paftures  burn  at  my  expence  ; 
Nor  injur'd  cows  their  wants  bewail, 
Nor  dairies  mourn  the  milklefs  pail ; 
Nor  barns  lament  the  blaited  grain, 
Nor  cattle  curfe  the  barren  plain. 

Dun  hobbled  by  his  mafcer's  fide, 
And  thus  the  fober  brute  reply'd  : 

Look  through  your  team,  and  where'sthe  fteed 
Who  dares  dii'pute  with  me  his  breed  ? 
Few  horfes  trace  their  lineage  higher, 
Godolphin's  Arab  was-my  fire  ; 
My  dam  was  fprung  from  Pantotrs  ftud. 
My  grandam  boafted  Childers'  blood. 
But  ah  !  it  now  avails  me  not 
By  what  illuftrious  chief  begot  1 
Spavins  pay  no  regard  to  birth, 
And  failing  vifion  finks  my  worth. 
The  'fquire.  when  he  difgufted  grew, 
Transferred  ins  property  to  you. 
And  fince  poor  Dun  *'  became  your  own, 
"  What  fcenes  of  forrow  have  I  known  '." 
Hath  it  not  been  my  conftant  toil 
To  drag  the  plough  and  turn  the  foil? 
Are  not  my  bleeding  Ihoulders  wrung 
By  large  and  weighty  loads  of  dung  ? 
When  the  fliorn  meadows  claim  your  care, 
And  fragrant  cocks  perfume  the  air; 
When  Ceres'  ripen'd  fruits  abound, 
And  plenty  waves  her  fheaves  around; 
True  to  my  collar,  home  I  bear 
The<reafures  of  the  fruitful  year. 
And  though  this  drudgery  be  mine. 
You  never  heard  me  once  repine. 

Yet  what  rewards  have  crown'd  my  days  ? 
I'm  grudg'd  the  poor  reward  of  praile. 
For  oats  fmall  gratitude  I  owe. 
Beans  were  untafled  joys,  you  know. 
And  now  I'm  haft'ning  to  my  end, 
Paft  fervices  can  find  no  friend. 
Infirmities,  difeafe,  and  age, 
Provoke  my  furly  driver's  rage. 
Look  to  my  wounded  flanks,  you'll  fee 
No  horfe  was  ever  us'd  like  me. 

But  now  I  eat  my  meals  with  pain, 
Averfe  to  mafticate  the  grain. 
Hence  you  diredl,  at  night  and  morn, 
That  chaff  accompany  my  corn  ; 
For  hulks,  although  my  teeth  be  few, 
Force  my  reludlant  jaws  to  chew. 
What  then  ?  of  life  ihall  I  complain. 
And  call  it  fleeting,  falfe,  and  vain  ? 
Againft  the  world  ihall  I  inveigh, 
Becaufe  my  grinders  now  decays? 

Y.6n  think  it  were  the  vvifer  plan, 
Had  I  conforted  ne'er  with  man  ; 
H^d  I  my  liberty  maintain'd, 
Oi  liberty  by  flight  regain'd, 
Afad  rang'd  o'er  diltant  hills  and  dale^ 
With  the  wild  forefters  of  Wales. 

i  Grant  I  fucceeded  to  my  mind— > 
Is  happinefs  to  hills  confin'd  1 
Don't  famine  oft  erect  her  throne 
Upon  the  rugg-J  mouatiin's  ftoas  * 


And  don't  the  lower  paftures  fail. 
When  fnows  defcending  choke  the  vak  ! 
Or  who  fo  hardy  to  declare 
Difeafe  and  death  ne'er  enter  there  ?  .. 

Do  pains  or  ficknefs  here  invade  ? 
Man  tenders  me  his  cheerful  aid. 
For  who  beholds  his  hungry  beafl, 
But  grants  him  fonie  fupply  at  Icafl  ? 
Inr'reft  Ihall  prompt  him  to  purfue 
What  inclination  would  not  do. 

Say,  had  I  been  the  defert's  foal. 
Through  life  eftrang'd  to  man's  controul; 
What  fervice  had  1  done  on  earth. 
Or  who  could  profit  by  my  bir^h.' 
My  back  had  ne'er  fuftain'd  thy  weight, 
My  chcft  ne'er  known  thy  Vv^uggon's  freight 
But  now  my  feveral  powers  combine 
To  anfwer  nature'*  ends  and  thine. 
I'm  ufeful  thus  in  every  view — 
Oh  !  could  I  fay  the  fame  of  you  ! 

Superior  evils  had  enfu'd, 
With  preference  had  I  been  endu'd. 
Ills,  though  at  diftance  fcen,  deftroy. 
Or  fickon  every  prefent  joy. 
We  relifli  every  new  delight. 
When  future  griefs  elude  our  fight. 
To  blindnefs  then  what  thanks  are  due  ! 
It  makes  each  fingle  comfort  too. 
The  colt,  unknown  to  pain  and  toll, 
Anticipates  to-morrow's  fmilc. 
Yon  lamb  enjoys  the  prefent  hour. 
As  ftranger  to  the  butcher's  power. 

Your's  is  a  wild  Utopian  fcheme, 
A  boy  would  blulh  to  own  your  dream. 
Be  your  profeffion  what  it  will. 
No  province  is  exempt  from  ilL 
Quite  from  the  cottage  to  the  throne. 
Stations  have  forrows  of  their  own. 
Why  fliould  a  peafant  then  explore 
What  longer  heads  ne'er  found  before  ? 
Go,  preach  my  dodlrine  to  your  fon. 
By  your's,  the  lad  would  be  undone. 
But  whether  he  regards  or  not. 
Your  lc6lure  would  be  foon  forgot. 
The  hopes  which  guU'd  the  parent's  breaft. 
Ere:  long  will  make  his  fon  their  jeft. 
Though  now  thcfe  cobwed  cheats  you  fpurn, 
Yet  every  man's  a  dupe  in  turn. 
And  wifely  fo  ordain'd,  indeed, 
(Whate'er  philofophers may  plead.) 
Elfe  life  would  ftagnate  at  its  fource. 
And  Man  and  Horfe  decline  the  courfe. 

Then  bid  young  Ralpho  never  mind  it^, 
But  take  the  world  as  he  fliall  find  it. 

FABLE  VI L 

It  feems,  an  Owl,  in  days  of  yore. 
Had  turn'd  a  thoufand  volumes  o'er. 
His  fame  for  literature  extends, 
And  ftrikes  the  ears  of  partial  friends. 
They  weigh'd  the  learning  of  the  fowl, 
And  t'nought  him  a  prodigious  Owl! 
From  fuch  applaufe  what  could  betide  i 
It  only  cocker'd  him  in  pride. 

Extoll'd  for  fciences  and  arts. 
His  bofom  burn'd  to  (how  his  parts  • 
.  (No  wonder  that  an  Owl  of  fpirit, 
Miftook  his  vsinity  for  m-^rit). 
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He  fliotvs  infatiate  thirft  of  praife, 

Ambitious  of  the  poet's  bays. 

Perch'd  on  Parnaffus  all  night  long, 

He  hoots  a  fonnet  or  a  fong ; 

And  while  the  village  hear  his  note, 

They  ciirfe  the  fcreaming  whore-fon's  throat. 

Amidfl  the  darknefs  of  the  night, 
Our  feather'd  poet  wings  his  flight, 
And,  as  capricious  fate  ordains, 
A  chimney's  treach'rous  fummit  gains; 
Which  much  impair'd  by  v/ind  and  weather, 
Down  fall  the  bricks  and  bird  together. 

The  Owl  expands  his  azure  eyes, 
And  fees  a  Non-con's  fludy  rife  ; 
The  walls  were  deck'd  with  hallow'd  bands 
Of  worthies,  by  th'  engraver's  hands ; 
All  champions  for  the  good  old  caufe  ! 
Whofe  confcience  interfer'd  with  laws; 
But  yet  no  foes  to  king  or  people, 
Though  mortal  foes  to  church  and  fteeple. 
Eaxter,  with  apoflolic  grace, 
Difplay'd  his  metzotinto  face  ; 
While  here  and  there  fome  luckier  faint 
Attain'd  to  dignity  of  paint. 

Rang'd  in  proportion  to  their  fize, 
The  books  by  due  gradations  rife. 
Here  the  good  Fathers  lodg'd  their  truft  ; 
There  zealous  Calvin  flept  in  duft. 
Here  Pool  his  learned  treafures  keeps; 
There  Fox  o'er  dying  martyrs  weeps; 
While  reams  on  reams  infatiate  drink 
Whole  deluges  of  Henry's  ink. 

Columns  of  fermons  pil'd  on  high, 
Attra(9:  the  bird's  admiring  eye. 
Thofe  worki  a  good  old  age  acquir'd, 
Which  had  in  manufcript  expir'd  ; 
For  manufcripts,  of  fleeting  date, 
Seldom  fu  rvivc  their  infant  (late. 
The  healthieft  live  not  half  their  days, 
But  die  a  thoufand  various  ways ; 
Sometimes  inglorioufly  apply 'd 
To  purpofes  the  Mufe  Ihall  hide. 
Or,  fliould  they  meet  no  fate  below. 
How  oft  tobacco  proves  their  foe  ! 
Or  eife  fome  cook  purloins  a  leaf 
To  fmge  her  fowl,  or  fave  her  beef; 
Eut  fermons  'fcape  both  fate  and  fire. 
By  congregational  defire. 

Difplay'd  at  large  upon  the  table 
Was  Bunyan's  much-admir'd  fable  ; 
And  as  his  Pilgrim  fprawling  lay, 
It  chanc'd  the  Owl  advanc'd  that  way. 

The  bird  explores  the  pious  dream, 
And  plays  a  vifionary  fcheme; 
Determin'd,  as  he  read  the  fagc, 
To  copy  from  the  tinker's  p?.ge. 

The  thief  now  quits  his  learn'd  abode. 
And  fcales  aloft  the  footy  road  ; 
Flies  to  ParnalTus'  top  once  more, 
Refolv'd  to  dream  as  well  as  fnore; 
And  what  he  dreamt  by  day,  the  wight 
In  writing  o'er,  confumcs  the  night, 

Plum'd  with  conceit,  he  calls  aloud. 
And  thus  befpeaks  the  purblinil  crowd  : 
Say  not,  that  man  alone's  a  poet^ 
Poets  arc  Owls — my  verfe  Ihall  fhow  it. 
And  while  he  read  his  labour'd  lays, 
Hisblue-ey'd  brothers  hooted  praife. 
But  now  his  female  mate  by  turns 
With  pity  ar.d  with  choler  burns  j 
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When  thus  her  confort  flie  addrefs'd. 
And  all  her  various  thoughts  exprefs'd  ; 

Why,  prithee,  bufband,  rant  no  more, 
'Tis  time  to  give  thefe  follies  o'er. 
Be  wife,  and  follow  my  advice — 
Go — catch  ycur  family  fome  mict. 
'Twere  better  to  refume  your  trade. 
And  fpend  your  nights  in  ambufcade. 
What  !  if  you  fatten  by  your  fchemes, 
And  fare  luxurioufly  in  dreams ! 
While  you  ideal  mice  are  carving, 
I  and  my  family  are  ftarving. 
Refledl  upon  our  nuptial  hours. 
Where  will  you  find  a  brood  like  our's  ? 
Oiu'  offspring  might  become  a  queen. 
For  finer  Owlets  ne'er  were  feen  ! 

'Ods — blue  !  the  furly  hob  reply'd, 
I'll  amply  for  my  heirs  provide. 
Why,  Madge !  when  CoUey  Cibber  dies, 
Thou'lt  fee  thy  mate  a  Laur'ate  rife  ; 
For  never  poets  held  this  place, 
Except  delcendants  of  our  race. 

But  foft— the  female  fage  rejoin'd— 
Say  youabjur'd  the  purring  kind; 
And  nobly  left  inglorious  rats  » 

To  vulgar  owls,  or  fordid  cats. 
Say,  you  the  healing  art  effay'd, 
And  piddled  in  the  docSlor's  trade  ; 
At  kaft  you'd  earn  us  good  provifions. 
And  better  this  than  fcribbling  vilions. 
A  due  regard  to  me,  or  felf, 
Wou'd  always  make  you  dream  of  pelf; 
And  when  you  dreamt  your  nights  away. 
You'd  realize  your  dreams  by  day. 
Hence  far  fuperior  gains  wou'd  rife, 
And  1  be  fat,  and  you  be  wife. 

But,  Madge,  though  I  applaud  your  fcheme^ 
You'd  wifli  my  patients  ftill  to  dream  ! 
Waking,  they'd  laugh  at  my  vocation. 
Or  difapprove  my  education; 
And  they  deteft  your  folemn  hob, 
Or  take  me  for  profeflbr  L . 

Equipt  with  powder  and  with  pill. 
He  takes  his  licence  eut  to  kill. 
Pra6lis'd  in  all  a  dodlor's  airs, 
To  Batfon's  fenate  he  repairs, 
Drefs'd  in  his  flowing  wig  of  knowledge, 
To  greet  his  brethren  of  the  college  ; 
I'akes  up  the  papers  of  tlie  day. 
Perhaps  for  want  of  what  to  fay  ; 
Through  ev'ry  column  he  purfues, 
Alike  advertifements  and  news; 
O'er  lifts  of  cures  with  rapture  runs. 
Wrought  by  Apollo's  natural  fons  ; 
Admires  the  rich  Hibernian  flock 
Of  dodors,  Henry,  Ward,  and  Rock. 
He  dwells  on  each  iiluftrious  name. 
And  fighs  at  once  .for  fees  and  fame. 
Now,  like  the  doiflors  of  to-day. 
Retains  his  puffers  too  in  pay. 
Around  his  reputation  flev/, 
His  pra(^lice  with  his  credit  grew. 
At  length  the  court  receives  the  ftge, 
And  lordlings  in  his  caufe  engage. 
He  dupes,  befidc  plebeian  fowls. 
The  whole  Nobility  of  Owls. 
Thus  ev'ry  where  he  gains  renown, 
And  fills  his  purfe^  and  thins  the  to-ivar 
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THE  LAMB  AND  THE  PIG. 

Consult  the  moralift,  you'll  find 
That  education  forms  the  mind. 
But  education  ne'er  fupply'd 
What  ruling  nature  hath  dcny'd. 
If  you'll  the  following  page  jnirfue, 
JV!y  tale  fliall  prove  this  dodtrinc  true. 
Since  to  the  mufe  all  brutes  belong, 
The  Lambfiiall  uiher  in  my  fong  ; 
Whofe  fnowy  fleece  adorn'd  her  Ikin, 
Emblem  of  native  white  within. 
Meeknefs  and  love  pofTefs'd  her  foul, 
■And  innocence  had  crown'd  the  whole. 
It  chanc'd,  in  fpme  unguarded  hour, 
(Ah  !  purity,  precarious  flower  '. 
Let  maidens  of  the  prcfcnt  age 
Tremble,  when  they  perufe  my  page.) 
It  chanc'd  upon  a  lucklefs  day. 
The  little  wanton,  full  of  play, 
Rejoic'd  a  thymy  bank  to  gain, 
But  fhort  the  tr iump'ns  of  her  reign  ! 
The  treacherous  flopes  her  fate  foretel. 
And  foon  the  pretty  trifltr  fell. 
Beniarh,  a  dirty  ditch  imprefs'd 
Its  mire  upon  her  fpotlefs  veft. 
What  o-reater  ill  cou'd  lamb  bttide. 
The  butcher's  barbarous  knife  b.fide  ? 

The  Ihepherd,  wounded  with  her  cries. 
Strait  to  the  bleating  fufferer  flies. 
The  lambkin  in  his  arms  he  took, 
And  bore  her  to  a  neighbouring  brook. 
The  filver  P.reams  her  wool  refin'd, 
Her  fleece  in  virgin  whitenefs  fhin'd. 

Cleans'd  from  pollution's  every  flain. 
She  join'd  her  fellows  on  the  plain ; 
And  faw  afar  the  flinking  fliore. 
But  ne'er  approach'd  thofe  dangers  more. 
The  fliephcrd  blefs'd  the  kind  event. 
And  view'd  his  flock  vvith  fvveet  content^ 

To  market  next  he  fliap'd  his  way, 
And  bought  provilions  for  the  day. 
But  made,  for  winter's  lich  fupply, 
A  purchafe  from  a  farmer's  fty. 
The  children  round  their  parent  crowd, 
And  teflify  their  mirth  aloud. 
They  faw  the  flrangcr  with  furprife, 
And  all  admir'd  his  little  eyes. 
Familiar  grown,  he  fhar'd  th sir  joys, 
Shar'd  too  the  porridge  with  the  boys. 
The  females  o'er  his  drefs  prefide, 
They  wafh  his  face,  and  fcour  his  hide. 
But  daily  more  a  Swine  he  grew. 
For  all  thcfe  houfev.'ives  e'er  could  do. 
Hence  let  my  youthful  r.-iader  know. 
That  once  a  bog,  and  always  fo. 


DEATH  AND  THE  RAKE. 

A   DUTCH   TALE. 

When  pleafures  court  the  human  heart, 
Oh  :  'tis  relutSlant  work  to  part. 
Are  we  with  griefs  and  pains  opprefs'd? 
Woe  fays  that  Death's  a  welcome  gueft  ? 
'J'hough  fure  to  cure  our  evils  all, 
He's  the  laft  dodlor  we  wou'd  call. 
We  think,  if  he  arrives  at  morn, 
'Tis  hard  to  die,  as  foon  as  born. 
Or  if  the  conqueror  invade. 
When  life  projeds  the  evening  fliade. 
Do  we  not  meditate  delay. 
And  flill  requefl  a  longer  flay  ? 
We  fliift  our  homes,  we  change  the  air, 
And  double,  like  the  hunted  hare. 
Thus  be  it  morn,  or  night,  or  noon. 
Come  when  he  will,  he  comes  too  foon! 
You  wiih  my  fubjeift  I  wou'd  wave, 

The  preface  is  fo  very  grave. 

Come  then,  my  friend,  I'll  change  my  ftylej 

And  couch  in(lru6lion  with  a  fmile. 

But  promife,  ere  I  tell  my  tale, 

The  feriotis  moral  Ihall  prevail. 

Vanbruin  dy'd — hisfon,  we're  told. 

Succeeded  to  his  father's  gold. 

Flufli'd  with  his  wealth,  the  thoughtlefs  blad: 
Defpis'd  frugality  and  trade  ; 

Left  Amderdam  with  eager  hafle, 

Drefs  and  the  Hague  engrofs'd  his  tafte. 
Ere  long  his  paffion  chang'd  its  fiiape, 

He  grew  enamour'd  with  the  grape. 

Frequented  much  a  houfe  of  cheer, 

Jufl  like  our  fools  of  fortune  here  ; 

With  fots  and  harlots  fond  to  join, 

And  revel  o'er  his  midnight  wine. 

Once  on  a  time  the  bowls  had  flow'd. 

Quite  till  the  morning  cock  had  crov/'d. 

When  Death,  at  every  hour  awake, 

Enter'd  tlie  room,  and  claini'd  the  rake. 

The  youth's  complexion  fpoke  his  feats. 

Soft  Hole  adown  his  cheek  the  tears. 

At  length  the  anguiih  of  his  breaft 

With  fault'ring  tongue  he  thus  exprefb'd  : 
Thou  king  of  terrors,  hear  my  prayer. 

And  condeJcend  for  once  to  fpare. 

Let  me  thy  clemency  engage. 

New  to  the  world,  and  green  in  age. 

When  life  no  pleafures  can  difpenfe. 

Or  pleafures  pall  upon  the  fenfe ; 

When  tlie  eye  feels  departing  fight. 

And  rolls  its  orb  in  vain  for  light ; 

When  mufi'c's  joys  no  longer  cheer 

The  flck'ning  heart,  or  heavy  car ; 


Or  when  my  aching  limbs  forbear, 

Jn  fprightly  balls  to  join  the  fair ; 
I'll  not  repeat  my  fuit  to  Death, 

■But  cheerfully  refign  my  breath. 
Done,  fays  the  monarch — be  itfo; 

Obferve — you  promifc  then  to  go  1 
What  favour  fuch  protrafted  date 

From  the  flern  minifler  of  fate  ! 

Your  wonder  will  be  greater  foon. 

To  hear  the  wretch  perverts  the  boon, 

"Who,  during  years  beyond  a  fcorc, 

Ne'er  thought  upon  his  promife  more  ! 
But  were  thefe  terms  by  Death  forgot  ? 

Ah !  no — again  he  feeks  the  fot. 

The  wretch  was  in  the  tavern  found. 

With  a  few  gouty  friends  around. 

Dropfy  had  feiz'd  his  legs  and  thighs, 

Palfy  liis  hands,  and  rheum  his  eyes. 

When  thus  tlie  king — Intemperate  elf, 

Thus,  by  debauch,  to  dupe  yourfclf 

What  I  are  my  terrors  fpurn'd  by  thee  ! 

Thou  fool !  to  trifle  thus  with  me ! 

You  aik'd  before  for  length  of  days. 

Only  to  riot  various  ways. 

What  were  thy  pleas  but  then  a  fncer  ? 

I'll  now  retort  with  jefl  fevere. 

Read  this  fmall  print,  the  monarch  cries- 

You  mock  me,  fir,  the  man  replies. 

I  fcarce  could  read  when  in  my  prime. 

And  now  my  fight's  impair'd  by  thne. 

Sure  you  confider  not  my  age— 

I  can't  difcern  a  fingle  page. 

And  when  my  friends  the  bottle  pafs, 

1  fcarce  can  fee  to  fill  my  glafs. 

Here,  take  this  nut,  obferve  it  well— 

'Tis  my  command  you  crack  the  fhell. 
How  can  fuch  orders  be  obey'd  .' 

My  grinders,  fir,  are  quite  decay 'd. 
My  teeth  can  fcarce  divide  my  bread, 
And  not  a  found  one  in  my  head ! 

But  Death,  who  more  farcaflic  grew, 
Difclos'd  a  violin  to  view ; 
Then  loud  he  call'd.  Old  Bo)',  advance, 
Stretch  out  your  legs,  and  lead  the  dance. 

The  map  rejoin'd — When  age  furrounds, 
How  can  the  ear  diflinguifli  founds.' 
Are  not  my  limbs  unwieldy  grown  ? 
Are  not  my  feet  as  cold  as  {lone  ? 
Dear  fir,  take  pity  on  my  ftate — 
My  legs  can  fcarce  fupport  my  weight ! 

Death  drops  the  quaint,  infulting  joke, 
And  meditates  the  fatal  ftroke. 
AfTuming  all  his  terrors  now, 
He  fpeaks  with  anger  on  his  brow. 

Is  thus  my  lenity  abus'd, 
And  dare  you  hope  to  ftand  excus'd  ? 
You've  fpent  your  time,  that  pearl  of  price  ! 
To  the  detefled  ends  of  vice. 
Purchas'd  your  fliort-Iiv'd  pleafures  dear. 
And  feal'd  your  own  dcftruiilion  here. 
Inflam'd  your  reckoning  too  above. 
By  midnight  bowls,  and  lawlefs  love. 
Warning,  you  know,  I  gave  betimes— 
Now  go,  and  anfwer  for  your  crimes. 

Oh  !  my  good  lord,  reprefs  the  blow— 
1  am  not  yet  prepar'd  to  go. 
And  let  it,  fir,  be  further  told. 
That  not  a  neighbour  thinks  nic  old. 
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My  hairs  are  now  but  turning  gray, 
I  am  not  fixty,  fir,  till  May. 
Grant  me  the  common  date  of  men, 
I  aflc  but  threcfcore  years  and  ten. 

Dar'ft.  thou,  prevaricating  knave, 
Infult  the  monarch  of  the  grave .' 
I  claim  thy  folemn  contradi  pafl— - 
Wherefore  this  moment  is  thy  laft. 

Thus  having  laid,  he  fpeeds  his  dart, 
And  cleaves  the  hoary  dotard's  heart. 

THE  SECOND  ODE  OF  THE  SECONB 
BOOK  OF  HORACE. 

INSCRIBED    TO    T.    V.    ESq_. 

Dear  youth,  to  hoarded  wealth  a  foe. 
Riches  with  faded  luftre  glow ; 
Yes,  dim  the  treafures  of  the  mine, 
Unlefs  with  temperate  ufe  they  fhine. 
This  fi.amps  a  value  on  the  gold. 
So  Proculeius  thought  of  old. 

Soon  as  this  generous  Roman  faw 
His  father's  fons  profcrib'd  by  law. 
The  knight  difcharg'd  a  parent's  part. 
They  fhar'd  his  fortune  and  his  heart. 
Hence  Hands  confign'd  a  brother's  name. 
To  immortality  and  fame. 

Wou'd  you  true  empire  afcertain  ? 
Curb  all  immoderate  lufl:  of  gain. 
This  is  the  beft  ambition  known, 
A  greater  conquell  than  a  throne. 
For  know,  fhould  avarice  controul, 
Farewel  the  triumphs  of  the  foul. 

This  is  a  dropfy  of  the  mind, 
Refembling  the  corporeal  kind ; 
For  who  with  this  difeafc  are  curft, 
The  more  they  drink,  the  more  they  thlrfi-. 
Indulgence  feeds  their  bloated  veins. 
And  pale-ey'd,  fighing  languor  reigns. 

Virtue,  who  differs  from  the  crowd. 
Rejects  the  covetous  and  proud  ; 
Dlfdains  the  wild  ambitious  bread, 
And  fcorns  to  call  a  monarch  bleft  ; 
Labours  to  refcue  truth  and  fenfc 
From  fpecious  founds,  and  vain  pretence. 

Virtue  to  that  diftingullh'd  few. 
Gives  royalty  and  conquell  too  ; 
That  wife  minority,  who  own. 
And  pay  their  tribute  to  her  throne  ; 
Who  view  with  undefiring  eyc^, 
And  fpurn  that  wealth  which  mifers  prize. 

THE  TENTH  ODE  OF  THE  SECOND  BOOK . 

Wou'd  you,  my  friend,  true  blifs  obtain  ? 
Nor  prefs  the  coafl,  nor  tempt  the  main. 
In  open  feas  loud  tempcfts  roar. 
And  treacherous  rocks  begirt  the  ftiore. 

Hatred  to  all  extremes  is  feen. 
In  thofe  who  love  the  golden  mean. 
They  nor  in  palaces  rejoice. 
Nor  is  the  fordid  cot  their  choice. 


The  middle  {^ate  of  life  is  bed, 
PixaltL'cl  llationsfind  no  reft  ; 
Storms  fliake  th'  afpiring  pine  and  tower, 
And  mountaiRs  feel  the  thundtr's  power. 

The  mind  prepar'd  for  each  event, 
In  every  ftat^^iriiaintains  content. 
fciiie  Jiopes  the  beft,  when  florms  prevail. 
Nor  trufls  too  far  the  profp'rous  gale. 

Shou'd  time  returning  winters  bring, 
Rtturning  winter  yields  to  fpiing. 


L    E    5. 

Shou'd  darknefs  fhroi.ul  the  preHint  fkies, 
Hereafter  brighter  funs  fhali  rife. 

When  P.Tfln  fhoots  his  Sery  darts, 
Difeafe  and  death  transfix  our  hearts; 
But  oft  the  god  withiiolds  his  bow. 
In  pity  to  the  rice  below. 

A^''hen  clouds  the  angry  heavens  deform. 
Be  ftrong  and  brave  the  fwcllnig  llorm; 
Amidit  profperity's  full  gales 
Be  hamliie,  and  coiicrail  your  fails. 
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Rtader,  approach  my  urn— thou  need'ft  not  fear 

1  h"  extorted  promife  of  one  plaintive  tear, 

To  mourn  thy  unknown  friend — From  me  thou'lt 

leain 
J^Tore  than  a  Plato  taught—the  grand  concern 
Of  mortals' — Wrapt  iu  penlive  "thought,  furvey 
This  little  freehold  of  unthinking  clay. 
And  know  thy  end  ! 
Ihough  young,  though  gay,  this  fcene  of  death 

■explore, 
Alas !  the  young,  the  gay  is  now  no  more  ! 

ON  ROBERT  CLAVERING,  M.  B. 

Oh  !  come,  who  know  the  childlefs  parent's  figh, 
Ihe  breeding  bofjm,  and  the  flreaming  eye; 
Who  ieel  the  wounds  a  dying  friend  miparts. 
When  the  laft  pang  divides  two  focia!  hearts. 
This  weeping  marble  claims  the  generous  tear, 
Here  lies  the  friend,  tiie  Ion,  and  all  that's  dear. 

He  fell  full-bloffora'd  in  the  pride  of  youth. 
The  nobler  pride  of  fcience,  worth,  and  truth. 
Calm  and  ferene  he  view'd  his  mouldering  clay. 
Nor  fear'd  to  go,  nor  fondly  wiih'd  to  (tay. 
And  when  the  king  of  terrors  he  defcry'd, 
Kifs'd  the  ftern  mandate,  bow'd  his  head,  and  dy'd. 

ON  COLONEL  GARDINER. 

lV/,0  ivasjljin  ill  the  Battle  at  Frejoiipans,  1 745. 

While  fainter  merit  afks  the  powers  of  verfe, 
3ur  faithful  line  fhall  Gar  iner's  worth  rehearfe. 
The  bieeding  hero,  and  the  martyr'd  fault, 
Pranfccnds  the  poet's  pen,  the  herald's  paint. 
-lis  the  befl  path  to  fame  that  e'er  was  .trod, 
Vnd  lurely  his  a  glorious  road  to  God. 

ON  AIR.  SIBLEY,  OF  STUDHAM. 
iERE  lies  an  honcfl  man  !  without  pretence 
10  more  than  pruderxe,  and  to  common  fcnfe; 
ivho  knew  no  vanity,  difguife,  nor  art, 
Vho  fcorn'd  all  language  foreign  to  the  heart. 
W'.ifive  as  the  light  his  bountffpread, 
•'loth'd  were  the  naked,  and  the  hungry  fed. 

'■  Thefe  be  has  honours!"  honours  that  difclaim 
he  blazon'd  fcutcheon,  and  the  herald's  fame  ! 

»  '■ .  XI. 


Honours  !  which  boaft  defiance  to  the  graves 
Where,  fpiie  of  AniUs,  rots  the  garter'd  knave. 

ON  A  LADV, 

WHO    HAD    LABOURED   UNDER    A   CANCER. 

Str.-^nger,  thefe  dear  remains  contain'd  a  mind 
As  infants  guilelefs,  and  as  angels  kind. 
Ripening  ior  heav'n,  by  pains  and  fufferings  try'd. 
To  pain  fuperior,  and  unknown  to  pride. 
Calm  and  ferene  beneath  afli.dlion's  rod, 
Becaufe  fhe  gave  her  willing  heart  to  God. 
Bccaufe  fhe  trufled  in  her  Saviour's  pow'r. 
Hence  firm  and  fearlcfs  in  the  dving  hour! 

No  venal  mufe  this  faithful  piciture  draws, 
Bleft  faint  !  defert  like  yours  extorts  applaufc. 
Oh  !   let  a  weeping  friend  difcharge  his  due. 
His  debt  to  worth,  to  excellence,  and  you ! 

ON  MISS  GEE, 

WHO    DIED   OCTOBER   25.  17^(5.  JRT AT,  ^'^, 

Beauteous,  not  known  topride,  to  friends  fuicere 
Mild  to  thy  neighbour,  to  thyfelr"  fevere  ; 
Unftain'd  thy  honour — and  thy  wit  was  fuch. 
Knew  no  extremes,  nor  little,  nor  too  much. 
Few  were  thv  years,  and  painfilthrough  the  whole. 
Yet  calm  thy  paff.ige,  and  ferene  thy  foul. 

Reader,  amidft  thefe  facred  crowds  that  deep  *, 
View  this  once  lovely  form,  nor  grudge  to  weep. — > 
(i  deith.  ail  terrible  '.  how  fure  thy  hour  ! 
How  wide  thy  conquc-its  !  and  how  fell  thy  power  '. 
When  youth,  wit,  virtue,  plead  for  loriger  reir^n, 
Whenvouth,  when  wit,  uhen  virtue  plead  in  vain; 
Strangsr,  then  weep  afrefln — for  know  this  clay 
Was  once  the  good,  the  wife,  the  beautiful,  the  gay, 

ON  MR.  THOMAS  STRONG. 

WHO  DIED  DECEMBER   26.  I735. 

In  aiHrion  prudent,  and  in  word  fincere. 
In  fritndlhip  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear; 

*  The  author  is  fiippofed  to  be  irifcribmg  the 
character   of  the  deceajed  upon   her   torn!/,   and 
therefore  "  croii'ds  tlatflcep^''  mean  the  dead, 
4  (■' 
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Through  life's  vain  fcenes  the  fame  in  every  part, 
A  fleady  judgment,  and  an  honeft  heart. 
Thou  vaunt'ft  no  honours — all  thy  boaft  a  mind 
As  infants  guilelefs,  and  as  angels  kind. 

When  aik'd  to  whom  thefe  lovely  truths  belong, 
Thy  friends  (hall  anfwer,  weeping,  "  Here  lies 
"  Strong." 

r    ON  JOHN  DUKE  OF  BRIDGWATER, 

WHO     DIED    IN     THE    2IST.    YEAR    OF    HIS    AGE, 

1747-8- 
Intent  to  hear,  and  bounteous  to  beftoxv, 
A  mind  that  melted  at  another's  woe ; 


Studious  to  acfl  the  felf-approving  part. 
That  midnight-mufic  of  the  honeft  heart  ? 
Thofe  filent  joys  th'  illuftrious  youth  poffefs'd^ 
Thofe  cloudlefs  funfliines  of  the  I'potlefs  breaft  ' 
From  pride  of  peerage,  and  from  folly  free, 
Life's  early  morn,  fair  virtue  '.   gave  to  thee  ; 
ForbiKle  the  tear  to  ileal  from  fovrow's  eye, 
Bade  anxious  poverty  forget  to  figh  j 
Like  Titus,  knew  the  value  of  a  day. 
And  v;ant  went  fmiling  from  his  gates  away. 
The    reft    were    honours   borrow'd   from   the 
throne  ; 
Thefe  honours,  Egerton,  were  all  thy  own  1 
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AN  INVOCATION  OF  HAPPINESS, 

AFTER  THE    ORIENTAL    MANNER  OF  SPEECH. 

1.  Tell  me,  O  thou  faireft  among  virgins,  where 
dofl:  thou  lay  thy  meek  contented  head? 

a.  Doft  thou  dwell  upon  the  mountains  ;  deft 
thou  make  thy  couch  in  the  vallies  ? 

3.  In  the  dill  watches  of  the  night  have  I  thovight 

upon  my  fair  one;  yea,  in  the  vifions  of  the 
night  have  I  purfued  tlice. 

4.  When  I  awoke,  my  meditation  was  upon  thee, 

and  the  day  was  fpent  in  fearch  after  thy 
embraces. 

5.  Why  doft  thou  flee  from  mc,  as  the  tender 

hind,  or  the  young  roe  upon  the  hills  ? 

6.  Without  thy  prefence,  in  vain  blufhes  the  rofc, 

in  vain  glowsthe  ruby, the  cinnamon  brcatheth 
its  fragrance  in  vain. 

7.  Shall  I  make  thee  a  houfe  of  the  rich  cedars  of 

I^ebanon  ?  Shall  I  perfume  it  with  all  the 
ipices  of  Arabia  ?  Wilt  thou  be  tempted 
with  Sabean  odours,  with  myrrh,  frankin- 
cp.nfe,  and  aloes .' 

S>  Doth  my  fair  one  delight  in  palaces — doth  flie 

gladden  the  hearts  of  kings?     7'he  palaces 

'  are  not  a  meet  refidence  for  my  beloved— 

The  princes  of  the  earth  arc  not  favoured 

>vith  the  fniiics  of  her  countenance. 

0.  My  fair  one  is  meek  and  humble,  fhe  dwelleth 
among  the  cottages,  fhe  tendeth  the  iheep 
vpon  the  mountains,  and  lieth  down  am  id  ft 
the  flocks.  The  lilies  of  the  field  are  her 
couch,  and  the  heavens  her  canopy. 

to.  Her  words  are  fmoother  than  oil,  more  power- 
ful than  wine ;  her  voice  is  as  the  voice  of  the 
turr)c-dovc. 

1 1.  Thou  crownefl  the  innocence  of  the  hufband- 
man,  and  the  reward  of  virtue  is  with  thee. 

"    Tim,-  and  Chance  happenclh  to  them  all." 

Ecclefiafl:.  ch.ix.  ver.  II. 

Reabei,  if  fond  of  wonder  and  furprife, 
iJehold  in  mc  ten  thgoifand  wonders  rile. 


Should  I  appear  quite  partial  to  my  caufe. 
Shout  my  own  praife,  and  vindicate  applaufe ; 
Do  not  arraign  my  modefty  or  fenfe, 
Nor  deem  my  charadler  a  vain  pretence. 

Know  then  I  boafl  an  origin  and  date 
Coeval  with  the  fun — without  a  mate 
An  offspring  I  beget  in  number  more 
Than  all  the  crowded  fands  which  form  the  fliore 
That  inilant  they  are  horn,  my  precious  breed 
Ah  me  !  expire — yet  my  departed  feed 
Enter  like  fpedtres,  with  ccmmiflion'd  power, 
The  fecret  chamber  at  the  midnight  hour  ; 
Pervade  alike  the  palace  and  the  ihed, 
The  flatefman's  clofet,  and  tire  ruftic's  bed  ; 
Serene  and  fweet,  like  envoys  from  the  fkies, 
To  all  the  good,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wife; 
But  to  the  vicious  breaft  rcmorfe  they  bring, 
^\.nd  bile  like  ferpents,  or  like  fcorpions  fting. 

Being  and  birth  to  fciences  I  give. 
By  me  they  rife  through  infancy  and  live : 
By  me  meridian  excellence  difplay, 
And,  like  autumnal  fruits,  by  me  decay. 
When  poets,  and  when  painters  are  no  more. 
And  all  the  feuds  of  rival  wits  are  o'er ; 
'Tis  mine  to  fix  their  merit  and  their  claim, 
I  judge  their  works  to  darknefs  or  to  fame. 

I  am  a  monarch,  whofe  vidlorions  hands 
No  craft  eludes,  no  regal  power  withftands. 
R'ly  annals  prove  fuch  mighty  conquefts  won. 
As  flume  the  puny  feats  of  Philip's  fon. 
But  though  a  king,  1  feldom  f\\ay  alone. 
The  goddefs  Fortune  often  fliares  my  throne. 
The  human  eye  dete6i<,  our  blended  rule, 
Here  we  exalt  a  knave,  and  there  a  fool. 
Afl:  you  what  pov.  ers  our  fove;  eign  laws  obty? 
Creation  is  our  enipirt— we  convey 
Sceptres  and  crowns  at  v,  ill — as  we  ordain, 
Kings  abdicate  their  thrcnrs,  and  peafants  reigm. 

Lovers  to  us  addrefs  the  fervent  prayer; 
'Tis  ours  to  foften  or  fubdue  the  fa-,r  : 
We  now  like  angels  fraile,  and  now  deftroy. 
Now  bring,  or  hlufl,  the  long-expecH-rd  joy. 
At  our  fair  fhrine  ambitious  churchmen  bowj 
And  crave  the  iiiitrc  to  adorn  the  brow. 
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(io  to  the  inns  of  court— the  learned  drudge 
Implores  our  friendfhip  to  commence  a  judge. 
CJo,  and  confult  the  fons  of  Warwick  Lane; 
They  own  our  lavours,  and  adore  our  reign. 
Theirs  is  the  gold,  'tis  true — but  all  men  fee 
Our  claim  is  better  founded  to  the  fee. 

Reader,  thus  fublunary  worlds  we  guide, 
Thus  o'er  your  natal  planets  we  prefiJe. 
Kingdoms  and  kings  are  ours — to  us  they  fall. 
We  carve  their  fortunes  and  diipofe  of  all. 
Nor  think  that  kings  alone  engrofs  our  choice. 
The  cobler  fits  attentive  to  our  voice. 

But  fince  my  colleague  is  a  fickle  fhe. 
Abjure  my  colleague,  and  depend  on  me. 
Either  fhe  fees  not,  or  with  partial  eyes, 
Either  fhe  grants  anrifs,  or  fhe  denies. 
But  t,  who  pity  thofe  that  wear  her  chain, 
Scorn  the  capricious  mcafures  of  her  reign ; 
III  every  gift,  and  every  grace  excel. 
And  f  Idom  fail  their  hopes,  who  ide  me  v/eli. 
Yet  though  in  me  unnuniher'd  treafures  Ihine, 
Superior  to  the  rich  Peruvian  mine  ! 
Though  men  to  my  indulgence  hourly  owe 
The  choiceft  of  their  comfotts  here  below : 
(For  mens  beft  tenure,  as  the  world  agree, 
Is  all  a  perquifite  deriv'd  from  me) 
Still  man's  my  foe  !  ungrateful  man,  I  fay. 
Who  meditates  my  murder  every  day. 
"What  various  fcenes  of  death  do  men  prepare  ! 
And  what  affafllnations  plot  the  fair ! 
But  know  affuredly,  who  treat  me  ill, 
Who  mean  to  rob  me,  or  who  mean  to  kill  3 
Who  view  me  with  a  cold  regardlefs  eye, 
And  let  my  favours  pafs  unheeded  by; 
They  fiiall  lament  tlieir  folly  when  too  late; 
So  mourns  the  prodigal  his  lofl  efcate  ! 

While  they  v/ho  with  fuperior  forethought  blefl, 
Store  all  my  Icffons  in  their  faithful  bread  ; 
(For  where's  the  prelate,  wlio  can  preach  like  me, 
"With  equal  reafoning,  and  perfuafive  plea). 
Who  know  that  I  am  always  on  my  wings, 
And  never  flay  in  compliment  fo  kings; 
Who  therefore  v.'atch  me  with  an  eagle's  fight, 
Arrefc  my  pinions,  or  attend  my  flight; 
Or  if  perchance  they  loiter'd  in  the  race, 
Chide  their  {low  footfleps,  and  improve  their  pace  ; 
Yes,  thcfc  are  wifdom's  fons,  and  when  they  die. 
Their  virtues  Ihali  exalt  them  to  the  Iky. 

AN  ENIGMA,  INSCRIBED  TO  MISS  P. 

Cloe,  I  boall  celeflial  date, 

Ere  tinje  began  to  roll ; 
So  wide  my  power,  my  fceptre  fpurns 

The  limits  of  the  pole. 

When  from  the  myftlc  womb  of  night, 

The  Aliiiighty  call'd  the  earth; 
I  fmil'd  upon  the  infant  world. 

And  grac'd  the  wondrous  birth. 

Through  the  vaft  realms  of  boundlefs  fpacc, 

I  traverfe  uncontroll'd ; 
i^nd  ftarry  orbs  of  proudeft  blaze 

Infcribe  my  name  in  gold. 

There's  not  a  monarch  in  the  north 

But  bends  the  fuppliant  knee; 
The  haughty  fultan  waves  his  power,- 

And  owns  fuperior  mc. 


Both  by  the  favage  and  the  faint 

My  empire  ftands  confeft; 
I  thaw  the  ice  on  Greinland's  coafl^ 

And  fire  the  Scythian's  breaft. 

To  me  the  gay  aerial  tribes 

Their  glittering  plumage  owe  ; 
With  all  the  variegated  pride 

That  deck's  the  feather'd  beau. 

The  meaneft  reptiles  of  the  land 

My  bounty  too  partake; 
I  paint  the  in'fect's  trembling  wing, 

And  gild  the  crciled  fnake. 

Survey  the  nations  of  the  deep. 
You'll  there  my  power  behold ; 

My  pencil  drew  the  pearly  fcale. 
And  fin  bedropt  with  gold. 

I  give  the  virgin's  lip  to  glow, 

I  claim  the  crimlbn  dye ; 
Mine  is  the  rofe  which  fpreads  the  cheei:. 

And  mine  the  brilliant  eye. 

Then  fpeak,  my  fair ;  for  furely  thou 

My  name  canft  beft  defcry  ; 
Who  p-ave  to  thee  with  lavifh  hands 

What  thoufands  I  deny. 

THE  FIRESIDE. 

Dear  Cloe,  while  the  bufy  crowd. 
The  vain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proudj' 

In  folly's  maze  advance  ; 
Though  Angularity  and  pride 
Be  call'd  our  choice,  we'll  flep  afide^ 

Nor  join  the  giddy  dance. 

From  the  gay  world  weil  oft  retire 
To  our  own  family  and  fire, 

Wliere  love  our  hours  employs; 
No  noify  neighbour  enters  here. 
No  intermeddling  ftranger  neat. 

To  fpoil  our  heartfelt  joys. 

If  folid  happlnefs  we  prize, 
Within  our  bread  this  jewel  lies, 

And  they  are  fools  who  roam  ; 
The  world  hath  nothing  to  beftow, 
From  our  own  felves  our  blifs  mufl  floWj 

And  that  dear  hut  our  home. 

Of  reft  was  Noah's  dove  bereft, 
When  with  impatient  wing  flic  left 

'i'hat  fafe  retreat,  the  aik; 
Giving  her  vain  excurfions  o'er. 
The  difappointed  bird  once  more 

Explcr'd  the  facred  bark. 

Though  fools  fpurn  Hymen's  gentle  powers'^' 
We,  who  improve  his  golden  hours, 

By  fweet  experience  know. 
That  marriage,  rightly  underftood, 
Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good, 

A  paradife  below. 

Our  babes  ftiall  richcft  comforts  bring; 
If  tutor'd  right  they'll  prove  a  fpring 

"■'v'hence  pleafures  ever  rife: 
We'll  form  their  minds  with  ftudiou*  carC^* 
To  all  that's  manly,  good,  and  fair, 

And  train  thejffi  for  the  fltics. 
4  C  ij 


"While  fficy  our  wlfeft  hours  engage, 
They'll  joy  our  youth,  fupport  our  age. 

And  crown  our  hoary  hcurs; 
They'll  grow  in  virtue  every  day, 
And  they  our  fondefl  loves  repay, 

And  recon'jpenfe  our  cares. 

N«  borrow'd  joys !  they're  all  our  owr?^ 
While  to  the  world  we  live  unknown, 

Or  by  the  world  forgot : 
Monarchs !  we  envy  not  your  ftatCy 
We  look  with  pity  on  the  great. 

And  blefs  our  humble  lot. 

Our  portion  is  not  large,  indeer?, 
But  theH  how  littfe  do  we  need. 

For  nature's  calls  are  few  ! 
In  this  the  art  of  living  lies, 
To  want  no  more  than  may  fufTicCj 

And  make  that  little  do. 

We'll  therefoi^e  relifli  with  contenty 
Whate'er  kind  Providence  has  fent. 

Nor  aim  beyond  our  power; 
For,  if  our  flock  be  very  fmall, 
''Xis  prudence  to  enjo-y  it  all. 

Nor  lofe  the  prefect  hour. 

To  be  refign'd  when  ills  beticfe,. 
Patient  when  favours  are  deny'd, 

And  pleas'd  with  favours  given  j 
Dear  Cloe,  this  is  wifdom's  part, 
This  is  that  incenfe  of  the  heart, 

Whofe  fragrance  fmells  to  heaven. 

We'll  alk  no  long-protra<5lcd  treat,  ^ 
Since  winter-life  is  feldom  fweet ; 

But,  when  our  feart  is  o'er. 
Grateful  frorh  table  we'll  arife, 
]S'or  grudge  our  fons,  with  envious  eyssy 

The  relics  of  our  ftore. 

Thus  hand  in  hand  through  iife  v/e'li  go ; 
Its  cliecker'd  paths  of  joy  and  woe 

With  cautious  fleps  we'll  tread  ; 
Quit  its  vain  fccnes  without  a  tear, 
W  ithout  a  troubl;,  or  a  fear. 

And  mingle  with  the  dead. 

While  confcience,  like  a  faithful  friend. 
Shall  through  the  gloomy  vale  attend. 

And  cheer  our  dying  breath; 
Shall,  when  all  other  comforts  ceafe. 
Like  a  kind  angel  wnifper  peace. 

And  fniooth  the  bed  of  death. 

I'O  SOME  CHILDREN  LISTENING  TO  A 
LARK. 

f-'r.  E  the  Lark  prunes  his  aiSlive  wings, 
Rifes  to  iicaven,  and  foars,  and  fings. 
His  morning  hymns,  his  mid-(!ay  lays, 
Are  one  contirufd  fong  of  praife. 
He  fpeaks  his  Maker  all  he  can, 
And  (hames  the  lilent  tongue  of  man. 

When  the  declining  orb  of  lj"ht 
Reminds  hinl  of  approaching  night. 
His  warbling  vefper.s  I'wcll  his  breafl. 
And  as  he  fings  he  finks  to  reft. 

t-hall  birds  inftrudive  kffons  teach. 
And  we  be  deaf  to  what  they  preach? 
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No,  ye  dear  neftlings  of  my  heafE, 
Go,  a&  the  wifer  fongfler's  part. 
Spurn  your  warm  couch  at  early  dawrij 
And  with  your  God  begin  the  morn. 
To  Him  your  grateful  tribute  pay 
Through  every  period  of  the  day. 
To  Hmi  your  evening  fongs  dirtA  ; 
His  eye  fhall  watch,  his  arm  protecft. 
Though  darknefs  reigns,  He's  with  you  ftill. 
Then  lleep,  my  babes,  and  fear  no  ill. 

TO  A  CHILD  OF  FIVE  YEARS  OLD, 

Fairest  flower,  all  flowers  excelling, 

Which  in  Milton's  page  we  fee  ; 
Flowers  of  Eve's  embower'd  dwelling  * 

'Are,  my  fair  one,  types  of  thee. 

Mark,  my  Polly,  how  the  rofes 

Emulate  thy  damafk  cheek  ; 
How  the  bud  its  fweets  difclofes 

Buds  thy  opening  bloom  befpeak. 

Lilies  are  by  plain  diredtion 

Emblems  of  a  double  kind  ; 
Emblems  of  thy  fair  complexion, 

Emblems  of  thy  fairer  mind. 

But,  dear  girl,  both  flowers  and  beauty 

Bloffom,  fade,  and  die  away ; 
Then  purfue  good  fenfe  and  duty. 

Evergreens!  which  ne'er  decay. 

ON  LORD  COBHAM'S  GARDEN. 

In"  puzzles  much  the  fages'  brains, 

Where  Eden  ftood  of  yore  : 
Some  place  it  in  Arabia's  plains, 

Some  fay  it  is  no  more. 

But  Cobham  can  thefe  tales  confute. 

As  all  the  curious  know  ; 
For  he  hath  prov'd,  beyond  difputc, 

That  Paradife  is  Stow. 


TO-MORROW. 

"  Pereunt  et  imputantur." 

To-morrow,  didft  thou  fay  ! 

Me  though:  I  heard  Horatio  fay.  To-morrow, 

Go  to — I  will  not  hear  of  it — I'o-morrow ! 

'Tis  a  iliarper,  who  flakes  his  penury 

Againft  thy  plenty — who  takes  thy  ready  cafh. 

And  pays  thee  nought  but  wifhes,  hopes,  and  pre 

mifes. 
The  currency  of  idiots.     Injurious  bankrupt, 
That  gulls  the  eafy  creditor  ! — To-morrow  ! 
It  is  a  period  nowhere  to  be  found 
In  all  the  hoary  regiflers  of  time, 
Unlefs  perchance  in  the  fool's  calendar. 
■  Wifdorn  difclaim«  the  word,  nor  holds  fociety 
W^ith  thofe  who  own  it.     No,  my  Horatio, 
'Tis  Fancy's  child,  and  Folly  is  its  father  ; 
Wrought  of  fuch  fluff  as  dreams  are  ;  and  bafelefs 
As  the  fantaltic  vifions  of  the  evening. 

*  Allttd'wg  to  J\iiltgHi  defcriftion  a/  Ei/is  hwtt. 
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Sut  foft,  n-iy  friend arrefl  the  prefent  mo- 
ments ; 
For  be  afTur'd.  they  all  are  arrant  tell-tales ; 
And  though  their  flight  be  filent,  and  their  path 

tracklefs 
As  the  wing'd  couriers  of  the  air, 
They  port  to  heaven,  and  there  record  thy  folly. 
Becaufe,  though  ftation'd  on  the  important  watch, 
Thou,  like  a  fieeping,  faithlefsilntinel, 
Didft  let  them  pafs  unnotic'd,  unimprov'd. 
And  know,  for  that  thou  flumbcr'dil  on  the  guard, 
Thou  flialt  he  made  to  anfwer  at  the  bar 
For  every  fugitive  :  and  when  thou  thus 
Shalt  ftand  impleaded  at  the  high  tribunal 
Of  hood-winkt  juiHce,  who  fhall  tell  thy  audit  ? 

Then  Hay  the  prefent  inllant,  dear  Horatio ; 
Imprint  the  marks  of  wifdom  on  its  wings. 
'Tis  of  more  worth  than  kingdoms  !  far  more  pre- 
cious 
Than  all  the  crimfon  treafures  of  life's  fountain  ! — 
Oh  !  let  it  not  elude  thy  grafp,  but,  like 
The  good  old  patriarch  upon  record. 
Hold  the  fleet  angel  fafl  until  he  blefs  thee. 

AN  ALLUSION  TO  HORACE,   ODE  XVI. 
BOOK  II. 

INSCRIBED  TO  H.  W.  ESq. 

"  Otium  divos  rogat  in  patenti 
"  Prenfus  JEgxo,  fimul  atra  nubes 
"  Condidit  lunam,  neque  certa  fulgent 

"  bidera  nautis,"  Sic. 

Say,  heavenly  Quiet,  propitious  nymph  of  light, 
"Why  art  thou  thus  conceal'd  from  human  fight .'' 
Tir'd  of  life's  follies,  fain  I'd  gain  thy  arms. 
Oh  !  take  me  panting  to  thy  peaceful  charms ; 
Sooth  my  wild  foul,  in  thy  foft  fetters  caught, 
And  calm  the  furges  of  tum.ultuous  thought. 

Thee,  goddefs,  thee  all  ftates  of  life  implore, 
The  merchant  feeks  thee  on  the  foreign  fhore  : 
Through  frozen  zones  and  burning  ifleshe  flies, 
And  tempts  the  various  horrors  of  the  fkics.- 
Nor  frozen  zones,  nor  burning  ifles  controul 
That  thirfl  cf  gain,  that  fever  of  the  foul. 
But  mark  the  change — impending  florms  affright, 
Array'd  in  all  the  majefty  of  night — 
The  raging  winds,  diicharg'd  their  myflic  caves, 
Roar  the  dire  Cgnal  to  th'  infulting  waves. 
The  foaming  legions  charge  the  ribs  of  oak, 
And  the  pale  fiend  prefents  at  every  ftroke. 
To  thee  the  unhappy  wretch  in  pale  defpalr 
Bends  the  weak  knee,  and  lifts  the  hand  in  pra>'er; 
"Views  the  fad  cheat,  and  fwears  he'll  ne'er  again"^ 
Range  the  hot  clime,  or  trufl  the  faithlefs  m.ain,  f 
Or  ov?n  fo  mean  a  thought,  that  thou  art  brib'd  C 
by  gain.  _  J 

To  thee  the  harnefs'd  chief  devotes  his  breath, 
And  braves  the  thoufand  avenues  of  death ; 
Now  red  with  fury  feeks  th'  embattled  plain, 
"W'ades  floods  of  gore,  and  fcales  the  hills  of  flain ; 
Now  on  the  fort  with  winged  vengeance  falls. 
And  tempts  the  fevenfold  thunders  of  the  walls. 
Miftaken  man  !  the  nymph  of  peace  difdains 
The  roar  of  cannons,  and  the  fmoke  of  plains: 
"W'ith  milder  incenfc  let  thy  altars  blaze, 
And  in  a  fofter  note  attempt  her  praife. 
"What  various  herds  actend  the  virgin'sgate, 
Abjeiil  in  wealth,  and  impotent  in  ftate  S 
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A  crowd  of  offerings  on  the  altar  lie, 

And  idly  drive  to  tempt  her  from  the  flcy  : 

Biit  here  the  rich  magnificence  of  kings 

Are  fpecious  trifles  all,  and  all  unheeded  things. 

No  outward  fnow  celeftial  bofoms  warms. 

The  gaudy  purple  boafls  injlorious  charms; 

The  gold  here,  confcious  of  its  abjecfl  birth. 

Only  prefumts  to  be  fuperior  earth. 

In  vain  the  ge  n  its  fparkling  tribute  pays. 

And  meanly  trenujiates  in  buirow'd  rays. 

On  thefe  the   njm.ph  with  fcorntul  fmiies  looks 

down, 
Nor  e'er  eleds  the  favourite  of  a  crown. 
Supremely  great,  ihe  views  us  from  afar, 
Nor  deigns  to  om'u  a  fultan  or  a  czar. 
Did  real  happinefs  attend  on  ftate. 
How  would  I  pant  and  labour  to  he  great ! 
To  court  I'd  hallen  with  impetuous  fpecd; 
But  to  be  great's  to  be  a  ".vretch  indeed. 

I  fpeak  of  facred  truths  ;  believe  me,  Hugh» 
The  real  v/ants  of  nature  are  tut  few. 
Poor  are  the  charms  cf  gold — a  generous  heart 
^^"ould  blulh  to  own  a  blifs,  that  ihei'e  impart. 
'Tis  he  alone  the  mufe  diwes  ha]ipy  call. 
Who  wiih  fuperior  thought  enjoys  his  little  all. 
W'tliin  his  bread  no  fran! ic  palhons  roll, 
Soft  are  the  motions  of  the  virtuous  foul. 
The  night  in  fiikcn  llumbers  gldts  away. 
And  a  fweet  calm  leads  in  the  fmiiing  day, 

What  antic  notions  form  the  human  mind  1 
Perveriely  mad,  and  obftinately  blind. 
Life  in  ils  large  estent  is  I'carce  a  fpan. 
Yet,  wondrous  frenzy  '.   grcit  dcngns  we  plat 
And  flioot  our  thoughts  beyond  the  date  cf  md 

iNIan,  that  vain  creature's  but  a  wretched  elt. 
And  lives  at  coUilant  enmity  with  felf ; 
Swears  to  a  fouthern  climate  he'il  repair, 
But  who  can  change  the  mind  by  changing  air? 
Italia's  plains  may  purify  the  blood, 
And  with  a  nobler  purple  paint  the  flood  ; 
But  can  foft  zephyrs  aid  th'  ill-(h?.pen  thigh. 
Or  form  to  beauty  the  dillcrted  eye  : 
Can  ibey  with  life  inform  the  thoughtlefs  clay? 
Then  a  kind  gale  might  wiift  my  cares  a\vay. 
Where  roves  the  mufe  •'- — 'tis  all  a   dream,  my 

friend. 
All  a  wild  thought— for  Care,  that  ghaftly  fiend,, 
That  mighty  prince  of  the  infernal  powers, 
Haunts  the  (fill  watches  of  the  midnight  hours. 
In  vain  the  man  the  night's  proteClion  lought,  '~t 
Care  flings  like  pois'nous  alps  to  fury  wrought,     > 
And  wakes  the  mind  to  all  the  pains  of  thought.  J 
Not  the  wing'd  fliip,  that  fwceps  the  level  main. 
Not  the  young  roe  that  bounds  along  the  plain. 
Are  fwift  as  Care — that  montter  leaves  behind 
The  aerial  courfer  and  the  fleeter  wind  ; 
Through  every  clime  performs  a  coniiant  part. 
And  flieathes  ;ts  painful  daggers  in  the  heart. 
Ah  I  why  fiiould  man  an  idle  game  puifue. 
To  future  iVIay-be's  Itretch  the  dillant  view  ? 
May  more  exalted  thoughts  our  hours  employ, 
And  wifely  ftrive  to  tafle  the  prefent  joy. 
Lite's  an  inconft'ant  fea — the  prudent  ply 
"With  every  oar  to  improve  th'  aufpicious  (ky  : 
But  if  black  clouds  the  angry  heav'ns  deform^ 
A  cheerful  mind  will  fwetten  every  Itorm. 
4  C  iij 
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Though  foo3s  exptil  their  joys  to  flow  fincere, 
Yet  none  can  boaft  eternal  funfhine  here. 

The  youthful  chief,  that  like  a  fammer  flower 
Shines  a  whole  life  in  one  precarious  hour, 
Impatient  of  reftraint  demands  the  fight. 
While  painted  triumphs  fwini  before  his  fight. 
Forbear,  brave  youth,  thy  bold  defigns  give  o'er. 
Ere  the  next  morn  fhall  dawn,  thou'lt  be  no  more; 
Invidious  death  fliall  blaft  thy  opening  bloom, 
Scarce  blown,  thou  fad'ft,  fcarce  born,  thou  meet'ft 
a  tomb. 
WTiat  though,  my  friend,  the  young  are  fwept 
away, 
Untimely  cropt  in  the  proud  blaze  of  day ; 
Yet  when  life's  fpring  on  purple  wings  is  flown, 
And  the  brifk  flood  a  noifome  puddle  grown  ; 
When  the  dark  eye  fliail  roll  its  orb  for  li^ht, 
And  the  roli'd  orb  confefs  impervious  night ; 
When  once  untun'd  the  ear's  contorted  cell. 
The  filver  cords  unbrace  the  founding  fliell ; 
Thy  fick'ning  foul  no  more  a  joy  fliall  find, 
Mulic  no  more  fliall  ftay  thy  iab'ring  mind. 
The  breathing  canvas  glows  in  vain  for  thee, 
In  vain  it  blooms   a  gay  eternity. 
With  thee  the  ftatue's  boafts  of  life  are  o'er, 
And  Csfar  animates  the  brafs  uo  more. 
The  flaming  ruby,  and  the  rich  brocade. 
The  fprightly  bail,  the  mimic  mafquerade 
Now  charm  in  vain — in  vain  the  jovial  god 
XVith  blkifhing  goblets  plies  the  dormant  clod. 

Then  why  thus  fond  to  draw  fuperfluous  breath, 
When  every  gaip  protradls  a  painful  death  ? 
Age  is  a  ghaitly  fcene,  cares,  doubts  and  fears, 
Pne  dull  rough  road  of  fighs,  groans,  pains  and 
tears. 
Let  not  ambitious  views  ufurp  thy  foul. 
Ambition,  friend,  ambition  grafps  the  pole. 
The  luftful  eye  on  wealth's  bright  ftrand  you  fix, 
And  fl!;h  for  grandeur  and  a  coach  and  fix  ; 
With  golden  ftars  you  long  to  blend  your  fate, 
And  with  the  garter'd  lordling  Aide  in  ftate. 
An  humbler  theme  my  penfive  hours  employs, 
(Hear  ye  fweet  heavens,  and  fpeed  the diftant  joys! 
Of  thefe  poiVels'd  I'd  fcorn  to  court  renown, 
Or  blef>>  the  happy  coxcombs  of  the  town.) 
To  me,  ye  gods,  thefe  only  gifts  impart, 
An  eai'y  fortune,  and  a  cheerful  heart ; 
A  little  mufe,  and  innocently  gay, 
in  f|,ortive  icng  to  trifle  cares  away. 
Two  wiflies  gain'd,  love  forms  the  laft  and  beft. 
An  J.  heaven's  bright  raafter- piece  fliall  crown  the 
reii. 

REBUS. 

That  awful  name  which  oft  infpires 
Impatient  hopes,  and  fond  defires, 
Can  to  another  piin  impart. 
And  thrill  with  fear  the  fliudd'ring  heart. 
This  my  (fie  word  is  often  read 
P'er  the  lUU  chambers  of  the  dead. 
Say,  what  contains  iiie  breathlefs  clay, 
When  the  fleet  foul  is  wing'd  away  ?— 
Thofe  marble  monuments  proclajai 
My  little  wily  wanton's  name.    ■ 

TOMBS.  ' 


} 


ANOTHER. 

The  golden  ftem,  with  generous  aid. 
Supports  and  feeds  the  fruitful  blade. 
The  queen,  who  rul'd  a  thanklefs  ifie, 
-And  gladden'd  thoufands  with  her  fmile 
(V^'hen  the  weli-.'nanag'd  pound  of  goid 
Did  more,  than  now  the  fum  twice  toid)  : 
This  ftem  of  Ceres,  and  the  fair 
Of  Stuart's  houfe,  a  name  declare. 
Where  goodnefs  is  with  beauty  join'd, 
Where  queen  and  gcddefs  both  combin'd 
To  form  an  emblem  of  the  mind. 

ANOTHER. 

The  light-footed  female  that  bounds  or  the  hillsj 
Thar  feeds  among  lilies,  and  drini^s  of  the  rills, 

And  is  faui'd  for  being  tender  and  true  ; 
Which  Solomon  deemed  a  fimile  rare, 
To  liken  the  two  pretty  breafts  of  his  fair, 

Is  the  name  of  the  nymph  I  purfue. 

ROE. 

ANOTHER. 

Tell  me  the  fair,  if  fuch  a  fair  there  be. 
Said  Venus  to  her  fon,  that  rivals  me. 
Mark  the  tall  tree,  cried  Cupid  to  the  Dame, 
That  from  its  lilver  bark  derives  its  name  ; 
The  ftudious  infecl,  that,  with  wondrous  pow'r?. 
Extracts  myfcerious  fweets  from  fragrant  ilow'rs; 
Proclaim  the  nymph  to  whom  all  hearts  fubmit, 
Whofe  fiveetnels  foftens  majeity  and  wit. 

ASHBY. 

ANOTHER. 

The  name  of  the  monarch   that   abandon'd  his 

throne. 
Is  the  name  of  the  fair,  I  prefer  to  his  crown. 

JAMES. 

SOME  HASTY  RHYMES  ON  SLEEP. 

Mysterious  deify,  import 

From  whence  thou  com' ft,  and  what  thou  art. 

I  feel  thy  pow'r,  thy  reign  I  blefs. 

But  what  I  feel,  I  can't  exprefs. 

Thou  bind'ft  my  limbs,  but  canfln't  reflrain 

The  bufy  workings  of  the  brain. 

All  nations  of  the  air  and  land     > 
Afl;  the  foft  bleffing  at  thy  hand. 
The  reptiles  of  the  frozen  zone 
Are  clofe  attendants  on  thy  throne  ; 
Where  painted  bafilifl-:s  enfold 
Their  azure  fcalcs  in  rolls  of  gold. 

The  flave,  that's  deitin'd  to  the  oar. 
In  cme  kind  vifion  fwims  to  fiiore  ; 
The  lover  meets  the  willing  fair. 
And  fondly  grafps  impaflive  air. 
Laft  night  the  happy  mifer  told 
Twice  twenty  thoufand  pounds  in  gold. 

The  purple  tenant  of  the  crown 
Implores  thy  aid  on  beds  of  down  : 
While  Lubbin,  and  his  healthy  bride. 
Obtain  what  monarchs  are  denied. 

The  garter'd  ftatefman  thou  wouldfl  owb^ 
But  rebel  cunfcience  ipurns  thy  throne  ; 
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iBraws  all  the  poppies  of  the  fields, 

i  Ar.a  the  fam'd  gum  *  that  Turkey  yields. 
While  the  goud  man,  opprefs'd  with  piin, 

liShall  court  thy  Iniiles,  nor  i'lie  in  vain. 

I  Propitious  thou'It  his  prayer  attend, 
And  prove  hii^  guardian  and  his  tnend. 
Thy  faithful  hands  (hall  make  his  bed, 
And  thy  foft  arm  lupport  his  heai. 

A  SONG. 

Tell  me,  my  Cxlia,  why  fo  coy> 

Of  men  fo  much  afraid  ; 
Caslia,  'tis  better  for  to  die 
'       A  mother  than  a  maid. 

The  rofe,  when  paft  its  damafk  hue, 

Is  always  out  of  favour  ; 
And  when  the  plum  hath  loft  its  blue, 
[       It  loles  too  its  flavour. 

To  vernal  flow'rs  the  rolling  years 

Returning  beauty  bring  j 
But  faded  once,  thou'It  bloom  no  more. 

Nor  know  a  fecond  fpring. 

A  SUNDAY  HYMN, 

IK  IMITATION  OF  DR.  WATT'Sv 

This  is  the  day  the  Lord  of  life 

Afcei\ded  to  the  ikies  ; 
My  thoughts,  purfue  the  lofty  thefiie, 

And  to. the  heav'n  arife. 

Let  no  vain  cares  divert  ray  mind 

From  tJiis  celeftial  road ; 
Nor  all  the  honours  of  the  earth 

Detain  my  foul  from  God. 

Think  of  the  fplendors  cf  that  place. 

The  joys  that  are  on  high  ; 
Nor  meanly  reft  contented  here, 

With  worlds  beneath  the  ikf. 

Heav'n  is  the  birth-place  of  the  faints. 

To  heav'n  their  fouls  afcend  ; 
Th'  Almighty  owns  his  favourite  race. 
As  father  and  as  friend. 

Oh  !  may  thefe  lovely  titles  prove 

My  comfort  and  defence, 
When  the  lick  couch  Ihall  be  my  lot. 

And  death  fliall  call  me  hence. 

AN  ODE  ON  THE  MESSIAH. 

When  man  had  difobey'd  his  Lord, 
Vmdicftive  Jaftic-e  drew  the  fword  ; 
*'  The  rebel  and  his  race  fliall  die." 
He  fpake,  and  thunders  burft  the  iky. 

Lo  '.  Jefus  pard'ning  grace  difplays; 
Nor  thunders  roll,  nor  lightnings  blaze. 
Jefus,  the  Saviour  ftands  confelt, 
In  rays  of  mildeil  glories  dreft. 

As  round  Him  prefs  th'  angelic  crowd, 
Mercy  and  truth  he  calls  aloud ; 

#  Or  rather  infpijfaud Juice,  O^^m, 


1  he  fmiliuT  cherubs  wing'd  to  vie'w, 
fheir  pmions  founded  as  they  flew, 

"  Ye  favourites  of  the  throne,  arife. 

"  Bear  the  llrange  tidings  thrnugn  the  (kies  ; 

"  Say,  man,  th'  apoitate  rebel,  lives ; 

"  S,iy,  Jefus  bleeds,  and  Heav'n  forgives." 

Tn  pity  to  the  falUn  race, 
I'll  take  their  nature  and  their  place  ; 
ri!  bleed,  their  pardon  to  procure, 
I'll  die,  to  make  that  pardon  fure. 

Now  fcfus  leaves  his  bleit  abode, 
A  virgin's  womb  receives  the  God. 
Wheii'the  tenth  moon  had  wan'd  on  earth, 
A  virgin's  womb  difclos'd  the  birth. 

New  pr^ife  employs  th'  ethcrial  throng. 
Their  g.ilrlen  harps  r^)eat  the  fong  ; 
And  aiigels  waft  th'  immortal  Itrains 
To  humble  Bethl'em's  happy  plains. 

While  there  the  guardians  of  the  fheep 
By  night  their  faithful  vigils  keep, 
Celeftial  notes  their  ears  delight, 
And  floods  of  glory  drown  their  fight. 

When  Gabriel  thus,  "  Esillt.  ye  fwains, 
"   [efus,  your  own  Meffiah,  reigns. 
"  Aiife,  the  Royal  Babe  behold, 
«  Jefus,  by  ancient  bards  foretold. 

"  To  David's  town  direct  your  way, 
"  And  Ihout,  Salvation's  born  to-day  ; 
"  There,  in  a  manger's  mean  difguife, 
*'  You'll  find  the  Sovereign  of  the  Ikies." 

What  joy  Salvation's  found  imparts, 
You  beft  can  tell,  ye  guilelefs  hearts  ; 
Whom  no  vain  fcience  led  aftray. 
Nor  taught  to  fcorn  Salvation's  way. 

Though  regal  purple  fpurns  thefe  truths, 
rvlaiiitain  your  ground  ye  chofen  youths; 
Brave  the  llern  tyrant's  lifted  rod. 
Nor  bluili  to  own  a  dying  God. 

What '.  though  the  fages  of  the  eanh 
Proudly  dilpute  this  wondrous  birth  ; 
Though  learning  mocks  Salvation's  voice, 
K-now,  Heav'n  applauds  your  wifer  choice. 

Oh  '.  be  this  wifer  choice  my  own ! 
Bear  me,  fome  feraph  to  his  throne. 
Where  the  rapt  foul  diffolves  away 
In  villous  of  eternal  day. 

AN  ODE  ON  THE  NEW  YEAR. 

LorvD  of  my  life,  infpire  my  fong. 
To  thee  my  nobleft  powers  belong  ;  • 
Grant  me  thy  favourite  feraph's  flame. 
To  fing  the  glories  of  thy  name. 

My  birth,  my  fortune,  friends,  and  healtl^ 
My  knowledge  too,  fuperior  wealth  i 
Lord  of  my  life,  to  thee  I  owe  ; 
Teach  me  to  pradlife  what  1  know. 

Ten  thoufand  favours  claim  my  fong. 
And  each  demands  an  angel's  tongue ; 
4CiJij 
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THE   WORKS   OFCOTTO: 


M    cy  fits  fmiling  on  the  wings. 
Of  every  moment  as  it  fprings. 

But  oh  !  /With  infinite  fnrprife 

I  fee  returning  years  arife  ; 

When  unimprov'd  the  former  fcore, 

Lord,  wilt  thou  truft  me  ftill  with  more  I 

Thoufands  this  period  hop'd  to  fee; 
Deny'd  to  ihoufanns,  granted  me  ; 
'rhoufards  I   that  weep,  and  wi(h,  and  pray 
For  thofe  rich  hours  I  throw  away. 

The  tribute  of  my  heart  receive) 
'  lis  the  poor  all  T  have  to  give  ; 
Should  it  prove  faithlefs,  Lord.  I'd  wreft 
The  bleeding  traitor  from  my  breaft. 

ADDRESSED  TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

Whofe  favourite  Bird  ivas  almojl  killed  by  a  fall 
from  her  Finger. 

As  Tiney,  in  a  wanton  mood. 
Upon  his  Lucy's  finger  flood. 

Ambitious  to  be  free  ; 
With  breall  elate,  he  eager  tries, 
By  ilight  to  reach  the  diftant  Ikies, 

And  gain  his  liberty. 

All !  lucklefs  bird,  what  though  carefs'dj 
And  fondled  in  the  fair  one's  breafl, 

Taught  e'en  by  her  to  fing  ; 
Fnow  that  to  check  thy  temper  wild, 
Aiid  make  thy  manners  foft  and  mild. 

Thy  miflrefs  cut  thy  wing. 

The  feather'd  tribe,  who  cleave  the  air. 
Their  weights  by  equal  plumage  bear. 

And  quick  efcape  our  pow'r; 
Not  fo  with  Tiney,  dear  delight. 
His  fliorten'd  wing  reprefs'd  his  flight, 

AnJ  threw  him  on  the  floor. 

Stunn'd  with  the  fall,  he  feem'd  to  die, 
for  quickly  clos'd  his  fparkling  eye, 

Scarce  hcav'd  his  pretty  breafl ; 
Alarmed  for  her  favourite  care, 
Lucy  affumes  a  penfive  air. 

And  is  at  heart  dillreft. 

The  ftoic  foul,  in  gravefl:  flrain, 
May  call  thcfe  feelings  light  and  vain, 

Which  thus  from  fondnefs  flow: 
Yet,  if  the  bard  arightly  deems, 
'Tis  stature's  fount  which  feeds  the  flreams 

'i'hat  purefl  joys  beflow. 

So,  fhou'd  it  be  fair  Lucy's  fate, 
VVhcne'er  fhe  wilh  a  change  of  Itate, 

To  boaft  a  mother's  name  ; 
Thefe  feelings  then,  thou  charming  maidj 
In'  bi-iohtcil  lines  fhall  be  difplay'd. 

And  prailc  uncenfur'd  cjaim. 

RIDDLE, 

Fro.m  tVe  daik  caverns  of  the  earth 
Our  faniily  derive  their  birth; 
Ey  natuio  we  appear  to  view 
A  luggc  J  and  a  iiubborn  crew. 


But  Vulcan's  brawny  Tons,  by  art. 
Soften  the  hardnefs  of  our  heart ; 
Give  to  a  ilender  fhape  its  grace. 
And  a  bright  polifli  to  our  face. 
Thus  education  makes  us  mild. 
Pliant  and  ducSlile  as  a  child. 

Survey  the  attire  of  man,  you'll  trace 
Our  friendfhip  for  the  human  race. 
We  love  mankind,  indeed  we  do, 
Our  adlions prove  our  fpeeches  true. 
But  what  is  wondrous  ftrange  to  name. 
The  aged  female  is  our  flame. 
When  ftrength  decays,  and  optics  fail. 
And  cold  and  penury  prevail. 
Our  labours  fpare  the  matron's  fight. 
We  afk  but  faint  fupplies  of  light. 
Kindly  our  ancient  girls  regale, 
With  food,  with  fuel,  and  with  ale. 
We,  as  afliociates  to  mankind. 
All  adt  our  various  parts  aflign'd. 
No  ufelcfs  hands  obflrudl  our  fchenies, 
\Ke  fuit  our  numbers  to  our  themes; 
Hence  only  two  of  us  apply, 
To  form  a  bandage  for  the  thigh ; 
But  when  the  gray  indufirious  Peg 
Demands  a  veflment  for  the  leg, 
'Tis  then  in  little  crowds  we  join. 
To  aid  the  matron's  wife  defign. 
Thus  four  or  five  of  us  you'll  fee, 
And  each  as  bufy  as  a  bee ; 
Be  fides  a  kind  aflillant  near, 
Which  Peg  had  fluck  athwart  her  ear. 

Now  lalTes,  if  our  name  you'll  tell, 
And  vow  you'll  always  ufe  us  well. 
We'll  grant  youi  wilh  to  change  your  lif?, 
And-  make  each  fair  a  happy  wife. 

KNITTING  NEEDLE. 


ANOTHER. 

To  you,  fair  maidens,  I  addrefs. 

Sent  to  adorn  your  life  ; 
And  Ihe  who  firll  my  name  can  guefsj 

dhall  firll  be  made  a  wife. 

I  From  the  dark  womb  of  mother  earth, 
'       To  mortals'  aid  I  come  ; 


But  ere  I  can  receive  my  birth, 
1  many  fhapes  afiume. 

Paflive  by  naturje,  yet  I'm  made 

As  atftive  as  the  roe  ; 
And  oftentimes,  with  equal  fpeed, 

Through  flowery  lawns  I  go. 

When  wicked  men  their  wealth  confumej 
And  leave  their  children  poor. 

To  me  their  daughters  often  come. 
And  1  increafe  their  flore. 

The  women  of  the  wifer  kind. 

Did  never  once  refufe  me ; 
But  yet  1  never  once  could  find 

That  maids  of  honour  ufe  me. 

The  lily  hand  and  brilliant  eye, 
►    May  charm  without  my  aid; 
Beauty  may  firike  the  lover's  eyo 
And  love  infpirc  the  maid. 
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But  let  tbe  eachanting  nympth  be  told, 

Unlefs  I  grace  her  lile, 
£hf  muft  have  wondrous  ftore  of  gokl, 

Or  make  a  wretched  wife. 
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Although  I  never  hope  to  refl, 

V/ith  Chriitians  1  go  forth ; 
And  wliilc  they  worfhip  to  the  eall, 

I  proUrate  to  the  north. 

If  you  fufped:  hypocrify, 

Or  think  me  infinccre, 
Produce  the  zealot,  who,  like  me, 

Can  tremble  and  adhere. 

NEEDLE. 

ANOTHER. 

1  AM  by  nature  foft  as  filk, 
By  njtme  too  as  white  as  millc; 
1  am  a  conftant  friend  to  man. 
And  ferve  him  every  way  I  can. 
M  hen  dipt  in  wax,  or  plung'd  in  oil, 
I  make  his  winter  evenings  fmile  ; 
By  India  tau^'ht  I  fpread  his  bed, 
Or  deck  his  favourite  Celia's  head  ; 
Ktr  gayefl  garbs  I  oft  compofe, 
And  ah  !  fomctimes,  1  wipe  her  nofe. 

COTTON, 

ANOTHER. 

I  AM  a  fm'rill  volume,  and  frequently  bound 

In  filk,  fattin,  filver,  or  gold; 
My  worth  and  my  praifes  the  females  refound, 

By  females  my  fcience  is  told. 

My  I'-aves  are  ail  fcarlet,  my  letters  are  fteel, 
Each  letter  contains  a  great  treafure  ; 

To  the  poor  they  fpell  lodging,  fuel,  and  meal. 
To  the  rich  entertainment  and  pleai'ure. 

The  fempftrefs  explores  me  by  day  and  by  night, 
Not,a  ^dgt  but  ihe  turns  o'er  and  o'er  ; 

Though  fometinics  I  injure  the  milliner's  fight. 
Still  I  add  to  her  credit  and  flore. 

'Tis  true  I  am  fcldom  regarded  by  men, 
Yet  what  would  the  males  do  without  me  ? 

Let  them  boafl  of  cheirhead,  orboaft  of  their  pen. 
Still  vain  is  their  boalf,  if  they  flout  me. 

NEEDLE  BOOK. 

PSALM  xin. 

Offended  Majcfly  !  how  long 

W  ilt  thou  conceal  thy  face  ? 
How  long  refufe  my  fainting  foul 

The  fuccours  of  thy  grace  ? 

While  forrow  wrings  my  bleeding  heart. 

And  black  dei'pondence  reigns, 
Satan  exults  at  my  complaints, 

And  triumphs  o'er  my  pains. 

Let  thy  returning  fpirit,  Lord, 

Difpel  the  fhades  of  night; 
Smile  o    my  poor  deferted  foul. 

My  God,  thy  fniiles  are  light. 

While  fcoffers  at  thy  facred  word 
Deride  the  pangs  I  feel, 


Deem  my  religion  infinccre, 
Or  call  it  ufclefs  zeal. 


Yet  will  I  ne'er  repent  my  choice, 
I'll  ne'er  withdraw  my  trull: ; 

I  know  thee.  Lord,  a  pov/'rful  friend. 
And  kind,  and  wife,  and  juft. 

To  doubt  thy  goodnefs  wou'd  be  b.'ife 

Ingratitude  in  me ; 
Paft  favours  fliall  renew  my  hopes. 

And  fix  my  faith  in  thee. 

Indulgent  God!  my  willing  tongue 

Thy  praifes  fh:,ll  prolong; 
For  oh  1   thy  ijoiint)fc  fires  my  breaft. 

And  rapture  fwells  my  fong. 

PSALM  XLIL 

With  fierce  dcfire  the  hunted  hart 
Explores  the  cooling  flream; 

Mine  is  a  puffion  Uronger  far. 
And  mine  a  nobler  theme. 

Yes,  with  fuperior  fervors,  I^ord, 

1  thirft  to  fee  thy  face ; 
My  laiiguid  loul  would  tiiin  approach 

The  tountains  of  thy  grace. 

Oh  !  the  great  plenty  of  thy  houf»., 

The  rich  rcfrefiiments  there  ! 

To  live  an  exile  from  thy  courts, 

O'erwhelms  me  with  defpair. 

In  worfhip  when  I  join'd  thy  faints. 
How  fweetly  pafs'd  my  days ! 

Prayer  my  divine  employment  then, 
And  all  my  pleafure  praife. 

But  now  I'm  loll  to  every  joy, 
Bccaiife  detain'd  from  thee; 

Thofe  golden  periods  ne'er  return. 
Or  ne'er  return  to  me. 

Yet,  O  my  foul,  why  thus  depreft. 
And  whence  this  anxious  fear  ? 

Let  foimer  favours  fix  thy  trull. 
And  check  the  rifing  tear. 

When  darknefs  and  when  forrows  rofe, 

And  prefs'd  on  every  fide, 
Did  not  the  Lord  fuflain  thy  flcps. 

And  was  not  God  thy  guided 

Affliction  is  a  ftormy  deep. 

Where  wave  refonnds  to  wave; 

Though  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 
I  know  the  Lord  can  lave. 

Perhaps,  before  the  morning  dawns, 

He'll  rcinftatif  my  peace; 
For  he,  who  bade  the  tempefl  roar, 

Can  bid  the  tempell;  ceafe. 

In  the  dark  watches  of  the  night 

I'll  count  his  mercies  o'er; 
I'll  praife  him  for  ten  thoufand  pafl 

And  humbly  fue  for  more. 

Then,  O  my  foul,  why  thus  depreft, 
And  whence  this  anxious  fear  ? 

Let  former  favours  fix  thy  truft, 
And  check  the  rifing  tear. 
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Here  will  I  reft,  and  build  my  hopes, 

Nor  murmur  at  his  rod ; 
He's  more  than  all  the  world  to  me, 

My  health,  my  liie,  my  God! 


Though  death  appears  in  every  form. 
My  little  bark  ftiould  brave  the  ftorta. 


THE  NIGHT  PIECE. 

Hark!  the  prophetic  raven  brings 
My  fummons  on  his  boding  wings ; 
The  birds  of  night  my  fate  foretel, 
The  prefcient  death-watch  founds  my  knell. 

A  fblemn  darknefs  fpreads  the  tomb, 
But  terrors  haunt  the  midnight  gloom ; 
Methinks  a  browner  horror  falls, 
And  filent  fpe<£l;res  fvveep  the'walls. 

Tell  me  my  foul,  oh  tel!  me  why 
The  faultering  tongue,  the  broken  figh  ?  ' 
Thv  manly  cheeks  bedew'd  with  tears, 
Tell  me,  my  foul,  from  whence  thefe  fears? 

When  confcious  guilt  arrefls  the  miad. 
Avenging  furies  ftalk  behind, 
And  fickly  fancy  intervenes, 
To  diefb  the  vifionary  fcenes. 

Jefus,  to  thee  I'll  fly  for  aid, 
Prciitious  Sun,  difpel  the  {hade; 
All  che  paie  family  of  fear 
Would  vanifli,  were  my  Saviour  here. 

No  more  imagin'd  fpetSlres  walk. 
No  more  the  doubtful  echoes  talk ; 
Soft  zephyrs  fan  the  neighbouring  trees. 
And  meditation  mounts  the  breeze. 

How  fweet  thefe  facred  hours  of  reft. 
Fair  portraits  of  the  virtuous  breaft, 
Where  lawiefs  luft,  and  paflions  rude. 
And  folly  never  dare  intrude  i 

Be  others'  choice  the  fparkling  bowl. 
And  mirth,  the  poifon  of  the  foul ; 
Dr  midnight  dance,  and  pubhc  fhows. 
Parents  of  ficknefs,  pains,  and  woes. 

A  nobler  joy  my  thoughts  defign; 
Inftrudivc  folitude  be  mine ; 
Be  mine  that  filent  calm  repaft, 
A  cheerful  confcience  to  the  laft. 

That  tree  which  bears  immortal  fruit. 
Without  a  canker  at  the  root ; 
That  friend  which  never  fails  the  juft. 
When  other  friends  defert  their  trull:. 

Come  then,  my  foul,  be  this  thy  gueft. 
And  leave  to  knaves  and  fools  the  reft. 
With  this  thou  ever  flialt  be  gay. 
And  night  fliali  brighten  into  day. 

V/ith  this  companion  in  the  ftiade, 
Sarely  thou  couldft  not  be  dii'may'd : 
But  if  thy  Saviour  here  were  foundj, 
All  Paradife  would  bloom  around. 

"  Had  1  a  firm  and  lafting  faith," 
To  credit  what  the  Almighty  faith, 
!  could  defy  the  midnight  gloom, 
And  the  pale  monarch  of  the  tomb. 

Though  tempefts  drive  me  from  the  fhorc^ 
And  floods  dcfccnd,  and  billows  roar; 


Then  if  my  God  requir'd  the  life 
Of  brother,  parent,  child,  or  wife, 
Lord,  1  fhouid  blefs  the  flern  decree. 
And  give  my  deareft  friend  to  thee. 

Amidft  the  various  fcenes  of  ills, 
Each  ftroke  lome  kind  defign  fulfils; 
And  fhall  I  murmur  at  my  God, 
When  fovereign  love  diredis  the  rod  ? 

Peace,  rebel-thoughts — 111  not  complain. 
My  Father's  fmiks  fufpend  my  pain  ; 
Smiles — that  a  thoufand  joys  impart, 
And  pour  the  balm  that  heals  the  fniart. 

Though  Heaven  afRi'ils,  I'll  not  repine, 
Each  heart-felt  comfort  fti.l  is  mine  ; 
Comforts  that  fhall  o'er  death  prevail, 
And  journey  with  me  through  the  valo. 

Dear  Jefus,  fmooth  that  rugged  way. 
And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day, 
I'd  niilder  fkies,  and  brighter  plains. 
Where  everlafting  funfhine  reigns. 

TO  THE  REV.  JAMES  HERVEYj 

ON  HIS  MEDITATIONS. 

To  form  the  tafte,  and  raife  the  nobler  part. 
To  mend  the  morals,  and  to  warn  the  heart ; 
To  trace  the  genial  fource  we  nature  call. 
And  prove  the  God  of  nature,  friend  of  all ; 
Hervey  for  this  his  mental  landfcape  drew, 
Arid  Ikeich'd  the  whole  creation  out  to  view. 

Th'  enamell'd  bloom,  and  variegated  fiow'r, 
Whofe  crimfon  changes  with  the  changing  hour; 
The  humble  fhrub,  whofe  fragrance   fcents  the 

morn. 
With  buds  difclofing  to  the  early  dawn ; 
Tiie  oaks  that  grace  Britannia's  mountains'  fide» 
And  Ipicy  Lebanon's  fuperior  *  pride  ; 
All  loudly  fov'reign  excellence  proclaim. 
And  animated  worlds  confefs  the  fame. 

The  azure  fields  that  form  th'  extended  Iky, 
The  planetary  globes  that  roll  on  high. 
And  folar  orbs,  of  proudeft  blaze,  combine 
To  acl  fubfervient  to  the  great  defign.  j 

IVIen,  angels,  feraphs,  join  the  gen'ral  voice,         i 
And  in  the  Lord  of  nature  all  rejoice.  ' 

His  the  gray  winter's  venerable  guife. 
Its  (lirouded  glories,  and  initrudlive  ikies -f-;  [blade; 
His  the  fnow's  plumes,  that  brood  the  fick'ning 
His  the  bright  pendant  that  impearls  the  glade  ; 
The  waving  foreft,  or  the  whifp'ring  brake  ; 
The  furging  billow,  or  the  fleeping  lake. 
The  fame  who  pours  the  beauties  of  the  fpring. 
Or  mounts  the  whirlwind's  defolating  wing  : 
The  fame  who  fmiles  in  Nature's  peaceful  form. 
Frowns  in  the  tempeft,  and  diredls  the  Ilorm. 

'Tis  thine,  bright  teacher,  to  improve  the  age  ; 
'Tis  thine,  whofe  life's  a  comment  on  thy  page  ; 
Thy  happy  page  I  whofe  periods  fweetly  flow, 
Whofe  figures  charm  us,  and  whofe  colours  glow: 


«  Toe  Ceinr. 

t  RefciTing  to  the  Winter-Piece^ 


MISCEL 

Where  artlel's  piety  pervades  the  whole, 

Refines  the  genius,  and  exalts  the  foul. 

For  let  the  witling-  argue  all  he  can, 

Jt  is  religion  ftill  that  makes  the  man. 

Tis  this,    my  friend,  that  ttrealis  our  morning 

bright ; 
'Tis  this  that  gilJs  the  horrors  of  the  night. 
When  wealth  torl'akes  us,  and  when  friends  are 

few  ; 

When  friends  are  faithlefs,  or  when  foes  purfae  ; 
Tis  this  that  wards  the  blow,  or  Itills  the  fmart, 
Difarras  afflicftion,  or  repels  its  dart ; 
Within  the  breall  bids  pureft  rairture  rife  ; 
Bids  fmiling  coiifLieiice  fpread  her  cloudlefs  Hcies 

When  the  Itorni  thickens,  and  the  thunder  rolls, 
When  the  earth  treniMes  to  the  affrighted  poles, 
The  virtuous  mind  nur  rfoubts  nor  fears  aliail ; 
For  fiorms  are  zephyrs,  or  a  gentler  gale. 

And  when  difeale  obflni(fls  the  lab'ring  breath; 
When  the  heart  fickens,  and  each  puU'e  is  death  ; 
E'en  then  religion  (hall  fultain  the  juit, 
Grace  their  laft  moments,  nor  defert  their  duft. 

-^^'s  s- 1748- 

LINES 

DNDER    A    SUN-DIAL    IN   THE    CHURCH-YARD    AT 
TUORN3Y. 

Mark  well  my  fnade,  and  ferioufly  attend 
The  filent  lelTon  of  a  common  friend — 
Since  time  and  life  fpeed  haftily  away. 
And  neither  can  recai  the  former  dav,' 
Improxfe  each  fleeting  hour  before  'tis  pad, 
And  know,  each  fleeting  hour  aaay  be  thy  lai^. 
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TO  THE  MEMORY. 

OF  THE  REV.  IvIR.  SAMUEL  CLARK, 

WHO  DIED  DECEMBER  THE   26tu,  AGED  42*. 

In  all  the  intercourfes  of  humanity 

He  was  upright,  prudent,  and  courteous. 

Companionate,  kind,  and  beneticeut. 

In  opinion 

Candid,  diffident,  and  judicious. 

In  argument 

Calm,  ftrong,  and  perfualive. 

Under  difficulties  and  forrows 

Colledled,  firm,  and  relign'd. 

In  friendlhip 

Faithful,  entertaining,  and  infi:ru<£live. 

In  his  rainifterial  capacity 

lie  poffciRd  every  vahj;,-.ile  and  happy  talent 

To  retlify  the  judgsnent,  and  improve  the  heart. 

He  was  learned  without  pride. 

And  pious  viithout  oftentation  ; 

Zealous  and  indefatigable  to  advance  the  intereft 

Of  true  religion, 
And  the  everlafting  welfare  of  thofe  who  were  in- 
iriilled 

To  iis  paftoral  care. 

What !  though  fuch  various  worth  is  feldomknown, 
No  adulation  rears  thislacred  Itone, 
No  partial  love  this  genuine  pidlure  draws, 
No  venal  pencil  proltitutes  applaufe  : 
Juflice  and  truth  in  artlefs  colours  paint 
The   Man,   the  Friend,    the    Preacher,   and  the 
Saint. 

*  Tbc  year  is  wcnim^  hi  the  original  copy. 
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THOMAS  BLACKLOCK,  D.  D, 


Containing 


THE  GRAHAM, 

PANEGYRIC  ON  BRITAIN, 

OBES, 

ELEGIES, 

EPISTLES, 


HYMNS, 

SONGS, 
EPITAPHS, 
PROLOGUES, 
IMITATIONS, 


iSfe.  life.  l^c. 
To  which  is  prefixed, 

^HE    LIFE    OF    THE    AUTHOR. 


Nature,  when  fcarce  fair  light  he  knew, 
Snatch'd  heav'n,  earth,  beauty  from  his  view, 

And  darknefs  round  him  reigns: 
Tlie  mufe  with  pity  view'd  his  doom. 
And  darting  through  th'  eternal  gloom 

An  intelledtual  ray. 
Bade  him  with  mufic's  voice  infpire 
1'he  plaintive  flute,  the  fprightly  lyre. 

And  tune  th'  impaflion'd  lay. 

ODE  TO  A   YOUNG  GENTLEMAN,  BOUND  FSR  GUINEA. 


EDINBURGH: 

FRINTED  BY  MUNDELL  AND  SON,  ROYAL  BANK  CLOSE, 
uinn§  1795. 
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THE  LIFE  OF  BLACKLOCK. 


The  Life  of  Blacklock  has  a  claim  to  notice  beyond  that  of  mod  of  the  poets  of  our  nation, 
with  whom  he  is  now  affociated.  He  who  reads  his  poems  with  that  intereft  which  their  intrio- 
Cc  merit  deferves,  will  feel  that  intereft  very  much  incrcafed,  when  he  (hall  be  told  the  various 
difficulties  which  their  author  overcame  in  their  produftion,  the  obftacles  which  nature  and  for- 
tune had  placed  in  his  way,  to  the  pcffeflion  of  thofe  ideas  which  his  mind  acquired,  to  the  com- 
munication of  thofe  which  his  poetry  unfolds. 

A  fiiort  "  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings"  of  this  extraordinary  man,  was  prefixed  to  the  fecond 
edition  of  his  Poems,  printed  at  Edinburgh,  in  1754,  by  his  friend  Mr.  Gilbert  Gordon  of  Dumfries, 
author  of"  Tafte,  an  Epiftle  to  a  Lady,"  in  Donaldfon's  "  Collecftion  of  Poems,"  1760.  A  more 
elaborate  "  Account  of  his  Life,  Chara»3er,  and  Poems,"  was  given  to  the  world  by  Mr.  Spence, 
the  amiable  and  elegant  author  of  the  "  Effay  on  Pope's  Odyffey,'*  "  Polymetis,"  &c.  in  an  8vo 
pamphlet,  publifhed  at  London  in  the  fame  year,  and  afterwards  prefixed  to  the  410  edition  of 
his  Poems,  which  came  out  by  fubfcription  at  London  in  1756.  Thefe  accounts  having  been  writ- 
ten at  a  period  fo  early  as  to  include  only  the  opening  events  of  his  life,  a  more  full,  accurate  and 
interefting  "  Account  of  his  Life  and  Writings,"  was  prefixed  to  the  4(0  edition  of  his  Poems, 
printed  at  Edinburgh  in  1793,  by  Henry  Mackenzie,  Efq.  author  of  "  The  Prince  of  Tunis," 
"  The  Man  of  Feeling,"  and  other  ingenious  and  elegant  performances. 

The  fads  ftated  in  the  prefent  account,  are  chiefly  taken  from  Mr.  Mackenzie's  narrative,  which 
is  written  with  fuch  copioufnefs  of  intelligence,  as  leaves  little  to  be  fupplied,  and  fuch  felicity  of 
performance,  as  precludes  the  moft  diftant  hope  of  improvement.  Among  the  few  additional  par- 
ticulars detailed  here,  the  prefent  writer  has  endeavoured  to  give  a  complete  accoimt  of  his  writ- 
ings, the  want  of  which  is  the  principal  defe(5t  in  Mr.  Mackenzie's  narrative. 

Thomas  Hlacklock  was  born  at  Annan,  in  the  county  of  Dumfries,  Nov.  10. 17x1.  His  patents 
were  natives  of  the  county  of  Cumberland.  His  father  was  by  trade  a  bricklayer,  his  mother  the 
daughter  of  a  confiderable  dealer  in  cattle  ;  both  repeilable  in  their  chara6ters,  and  it  would  ap- 
pear p&ffcfTed  of  confiderable  knowledge  and  urbanity,  which,  in  a  country  where  education  was 
cheap,  and  property  a  good  deal  fubdivldcd,  was  often  the  cafe  with  perfons  of  their  ftation. 

Before  he  was  fix  months  old,  he  was  totally  deprived  of  his  eye-fight  by  the  fmall-pox,  and  re- 
duced to  that  fwrlorn  fituation  fo  feelingly  defcribed  by  himfelf  in  his  Soliloquy.  This  rendered  hin» 
incapable  of  any  of  thofe  mechanical  trades  to  which  his  father  might  naturally  have  been  inclined 
to  breed  him,  and  his  circumftances  prevented  his  afpiring  to  the  higher  profefllons.  The  good 
man,  therefore,  kept  his  fon  in  his  houfe,  and,  with  the  afliftancc  of  fome  of  his  friends,  foftered 
that  inclination  which  he  early  (bowed  for  books,  by  reading,  to  amufc  him ;  firft  the  fimple  fort 
of  publications  which  are  commonly  put  into  the  hands  of  children,  and  then  feveral  paffages  08t 
of  fome  of  our  poets.  His  companions,  whom  his  early  gentlenefs,  and  kindnefs  of  difpofition,  as 
well  as  their  compaflion  for  his  misfortune,  ftrongly  attached  to  him,  were  very  afTiduous  in  their 
good  cflvces,  in  reading,  to  inftrufl;  and  amufe  him.  By  their  alTiftance,  he  acquired  fome  know- 
ledge of  the  Latin  tongue ;  but  he  never  was  at  a  grammar  Cchool  till  at  a  more  advanced  period 
©f  life.  Poetry  was  even  then  his  favourite  readinp',  and  he  found  an  enthufiaftic  delight  in  the 
works  cf  Milton,  Spenfer,  Prior,  Pope  and  Addifon,  and   ia  iiiuk  of  his  countryman,  Kimfaj. 
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From  loving  and  admiring  them  fo  much,  he  foon  was  led  to  endeavour  to  imiutc  them;  sad 
when  fcarce  twelve  years  of  age,  he  began  to  write  verfes.  Among  thefe  early  effays  of  his  ge- 
nius, there  was  one  addreffed  To  a  little  girl  ivhtm  he  bad  offended,  ivritten  at  ttvel-oe  years  of  age,  which 
is  preferved  in  his  works,  and  is  not  perhaps  inferior  to  any  of  the  premature  compofitions  of 
hoys,  affifted  by  the  bell  education,  which  are  only  recalled  into  notice  by  the  future  fame  of  their 
authors. 

He  had  attained  the  age  of  nineteen,  when  his  father  was  killed  by  the  accidental  fall  of  a  malt- 
kiln  belonging  to  his  fon-in-law.  This  lofs,  heavy  to  any  one  at  that  early  age,  would  have  been, 
however,  to  a  young  man  poffi.ninfj  tiie  ordinary  advantages  of  education  comparatively  light ,  but 
to  him,  thus  fuddenly  deprived  of  that  fupport  on  which  his  youth  had  leaned,  deflitute  almoft 
cf  any  refource  which  induftry  affords  to  thofe  who  have  the  bleflings  of  fight,  with  a  body  feeble 
and  delicate  from  nature,  and  a  mind  congenially  fufceptible,  it  was  not  furprifing  that  this  blow 
was  doubly  fevere,  and  threw  on  his  fpirits  that  defpondent  gloom  to  which  he  then  gave  way,  and. 
■which  fomttimes  overclouded  them  in  the  fubfeq  ent  period  of  his  life. 

Though  dependent,  however,  he  was  not  deftitute  of  friends,  and  heaven  rewarded  the  pious 
confidence  which  he  exprelTed,  in  its  care,  by  providing  for  him  proteeSlors  and  patrons,  by  whofe 
afliftance  he  obtained  advantages,  which,  had  his  father  lived,  might  perhaps  never  have  opened  to 
him. 

He  lived  with  his  mother  about  a  year  after  his  father's  death,  and  began  to  be  diftinguifhed  as 
a  young  man  of  uncommon  parts  and  genius.  Thefe  were  at  that  time  unafiilltd  by  learning  ;  the 
circumftances  of  his  family  affording  him  no  better  education  than  the  fmattering  of  Latin  which 
his  companions  had  tauglit  him,  and  the  perufal  and  recollcdion  of  the  few  EngUlh  authors,  which 
they,  or  his  father,  in  the  intervals  of  his  profeffional  labours,  had  read  to  him. 

Poetry,  however,  though  it  attains  its  higheil  perfedtion  in  a  cultivated  foil,  grows  perhaps  as 
luxuriandy  in  a  wild  one.  To  poetry  he  was  devoted  from  his  earlieft  days,  and  about  this  time 
feveral  of  his  poetical  productions  began  to  be  handed  about,  which  confiderably  enlarged  the 
circle  of  his  friends  and  acquaintance. 

Some  of  his  compofitions  being  fliown  to  Dr.  Stevenfon,  an  eminent  phyfician  in  Edinburgh,  who 
was  accidentally  at  Dumfries,  on  a  profeffional  vilit,  he  formed  the  benevolent  defign  of  carrying 
him  to  the  metropolis,  and  giving  to  hi'  natural  endowmens  the  affiftance  of  a  clafilcal  education. 

He  came  to  Edinburgh  in  1741,  and"  was  enrolled,"  fays  JVIr.  Mackenzie,"  a  ftudent  of  divinity 
in  the  univerilty  there,  though  at  that  time  without  any  particular  view  of  entering  into  the  church." 
But  this  account  may  be  reafonably  doubted  :  for,  in  the  univerfity  of  Edinburgh,  no  ftudent  is  ad- 
mited  into  the  theological  clafs,  till  he  has  completed  a  courfe  of  languages  and  philoiophy.  Be- 
fides,  it  appears  by  the  following  letter  from  the  Rev.  Richard  Batty  of  Kirk  Andrews,  whofe  wife 
was  Blacklock's  coufin,  to  Sir  James  Johnllon,  Bart,  of  Weilerhall,  dated  January  ai.  1744-5,  print- 
ed in  the  "  Scottifh  P.cgifter"  J  7  94,  that  he  continued  at  the  grammar  fchool  in  Edinburgh,  till  the 
beginning  of  1745. 

«  I  had  a  letter  fonietime  ago  from  Mr.  Hoggan  at  Comlongan,  fignifying  that  Lady  Annandale 
had  fpohe  to  you  about  a  burfary  for  one  Thomas  Blacklock,  a  blind  boy,  wh()  is  now  at  the  gram- 
mar fchool  in  Edinburgh.  He  is  endued  with  the  moft  furprifing  genius,  and  has  been  the  author  of 
a  great  many  excellent  poems.  He  has  been  hitherto  fupported  by  the  bounty  of  Dr.  Stevenfon, 
a  gentleman  in  Edihburgh.  I  underltand  that  there  will  be  a  burfary  vacani.  againft  Candlemas ; 
if,  therefore,  you  would  pleafe  to  favour  him  with  your  incereft,  it  will  be  a  great  charity  done  to 
a  poor  lad,  who  may  do  a  great  dea}  of  good  in  his  generation." 

The  effcdl  of  this  application  is  not  known  ;  but  he  feems  to  have  continued  his  ftudies  under  the 
patronage  of  Dr.  Stevenfon  till  the  year  1745.  Of  the  kindnefs  of  Dr  Stevenfon,  he  always  fpoke 
with  the  greateft  warmth  of  gratitude  and  affedion,  and  addrelTed  to  him  his  imitation  of  the  frfi 
Ode  of  Horace. 

After  he  had  followed  his  ftudies  at  Edinburgh,  for  four  years,  on  the  breaking  out  of  the  Rebel- 
lion in  174;,  he  returned  to  Dumfries,  where  he  relided  with  Mr.  M'Murdo,  his  brother-in-law,  ia 
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wTinfe  houfe  he  was  treated  with  kindtiefs  and  aircclion,  aiu!  had  an  opportunity  from  the  fociety 
■which  it  nfTiirdec^,  of  c  nifiderahly  ificreaflnj;  the  ftore  of  his  ideas. 

In  I746,  he  puhhlh  tl  a  Imall  colledlion  of  his  Poems,  in  odtavo,  at  Glafgow 

After  the  ciofe  of  the  Rehcilioii,  and  c<implete  reftoration  of  the  jieace  of  the  country,  he  return- 
ed to  Edinburgrh,  «nd  purfued  his  ftudies  there  for  fix  years  longer. 

In  17^4,  he  publiHied  at  Edinhurj^h  a  feeond  edition  of  his  Poems,  very  much  improved  and  en- 
larged, in  o<5lavo,  to  which  was  prefixed,  "  An  Account  of  hi,-  Life,"  in  a  ''  letter  to  the  publifher," 
fr.  m  Mr  G.>rdon  of  Dan-fries.  On  the  title  puge  he  is  dcfijned  Student  of  PhUoJ':f'jy  in  the  Uni~ 
verfiiy  of  EJiiiburgb  ;  fo  that  he  wao  not  then,  as  i\Ir.  M;icki.uzic  I'up;  oles,  "  enr(.Ued  a  ftudent  of 
divini'y." 

i'his  publication  attracted  the  attention  of  Mr.  .''pence,  the  patron  of  Dodiley,  Duck,  and  Ri- 
chaf'fon,  and  other  perfmis  of  indigent  and  uncultivated  genius,  who  cc  nceivcd  a  great  regard 
for  Blacklctk,  and  forme. t  the  benevolent  dtfijrn  of  recommending  him  to  'he  patronage  of  peifons 
*'  in  affluence  or  power,"  by  writing  a  very  elaborate  and  ingenious"  Account  of  his  Life,  Cha- 
rad^er,  and  Pi. ems,"  which  he  publifhed  at  London,  in  8vo,  1754. 

During  his  laft  rtfidetce  in  Edinburgh,  among  other  literary  acquaintance,  he  obtiined  that  of 
the  celebrated  David  Hum;,  who,  with  that  humanity  and  benevolence  for  which  he  was  diftin- 
guifiied,  attached  himfelf  warmly  tO  Blacklock's  interefts.  He  wrote  a  "  letter  to  Dodlley,"  March 
la.  1754,  containing  a  very  favourable  reprefentation  of  the  "  goodnefs  vi  his  dif^ofition,  and  the 
beauty  of  his  genius,"  which  contributed  to  promote  the  fubfcription  for  an  edition  of  hi.s  Poems  in 
4to,  which  was  publiflxed  at  London  in  1756,  under  the  fuperintcndence  of  Mr.  Spence,  with  his 
"  Account  of  the  Life.  Charader,  and  Poems  of  Mr.  Blacklock,"  which  had  been  printed  feparate- 
ly  in  1754  He  teilificd  his  obligations  to  Mr.  Spence,  to  wnora  he  was  peifonally  unknown,  in 
an  Epijlle,  luritten  at  Dumfries,  I'JS')- 

In  the  c-ourfe  of  his  education  at  Edinburgh,  he  acquired  a  proficiency  in  the  learned  languages, 
and  became  more  a  mailer  of  the  French  tongue  than  was  common  there, from  the  fecial  intercourfe 
to  which  he  had  the  good  fortune  to  be  admitted  in  the  houfe  of  Provoft  Alexander,  who  had  mar- 
ried a  native  of  France. 

At  the  univerfity,  he  obtained  a  knowledge  of  the  various  branches  of  philofophy  and  theology, 
to  which  his  courl'e  of  lludy  naturally  led,  and  acquired  at  the  fame  time  a  confiderable  fund  of 
learning  and  information  in  thofe  departments  of  Science  and  Belles  Lettres,  from  which  his  want  o£ 
fight  did  not  abfolutely  preclude  him. 

In  1756,  he  publifhcd  at  Edinburgh,  An  EJfuy  to-wards  Unlverfal  Etymology,  or  the  Analyfis  of  a 
Sentence,  8vo.  In  this  pamphlet,  the  general  principles  of  grammar,  and  the  definitions  of  the 
feveral  parts  of  fpeech  are  given  in  verfe  ;  arid  illuflrations,  in  the  form  of  notes,  conftituting  the 
greateft  part  of  it,  are  added  in  piofe.  The  notes  and  illuftrations  are  concife,  but  judicious;  the 
verfes  are  not  remarkable  for  learning  or  poetical  embellilhment,  the  fubje(5t  did  not  allow  it;  the 
concluding  lines,  however,  on  the  Ad-vantages  of  Grammar^  are  in  a  ftyle  more  worthy  of  Black- 
lock. 

In  1757,  he  began  a  courfe  of  fludy,  with  a  view  to  give  ledlures  on  Oratory,  fo  young  gentle- 
men intended  for  the  bar  or  the  pulpit.  On  this  occaQon,he  wrote  to  Mr.  Hume,  informed  him  of 
his  plan,  and  requefted  his  afllftance  in  the  profecutlon  of  it.  But  Mr.  Hume  doubting  the  proba- 
bility of  its  fuccefs,  he  abandoned  the  project,  and  then  adopted  the  decided  intention  of  going  in- 
to the  church. 

After  applying  clofely  for  a  confiderable  time  to  the  fludy  of  theology,  he  puffed  the  ufual  trials 
in  the  prefbytery  of  Dumfries,  and  was  by  that  prefbytery  licenced  a  Preacher  of  the  Gofpel  in 

As  a  preacher,  he  obtained  high  reputation,  and  was  fond  of  compofing  fermons.  In  176©,  when 
the  nation  was  alarmed  by  a  threatened  invaCon  from  the  French,  he  publifned  "  The  Right  Im- 
frovement  of  Time,  a  Sermtn,  2¥0.    He  CeciB!  to  kave  imbibed  pretty  deeply  the  apprcbenfions  of  his 
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countrymen.  The  fenliments  it  contains  are  juft  and  folid,  and  the  advices  are  calculated  to  be  uk-' 
fui  at  all  times,  particularly  in  the  profpcdl  of  national  danger  or  diftrefs. 

The  fame  year  he  contributed  feveral  poetical  pieces  to  the  firfb  volume  of  Donaldfon's  "  Col- 
leflion  of  Original  Poems  by  Scotch  Gentlemen,"  lamo.  Mrs.  Blacklock  afctibes  the"  Epiftle  on 
Taflc,"  printed  in  this  volume,  as  Mr.  Gordon's,  to  Blacklock,  excepting  the  lines  relating  to  himfelf. 

In  1761,  he  publiihed,  "  Faith,  Hope,  and  Charity,  compared,  a  Sermon^  8vo.  Though  this  cannot 
he  called  a  firft  rate  performance,  it  abounds  with  juft  and  elegant  remarks,  and  his  favourite  topic 
of  charity  is  agreeably  and  forcibly  illuftrated. 

In  1762,  he  married  Mifs  Sarah  Johnfton,  daughter  of  Mr.  Jofeph  Johnfton,  furgeon  in  Dum- 
fries, a  man  of  eminence  in  his  profclTion,  and  of  a  charadter  highly  refpecfled  ;  a  connexion  which 
formed  the  great  folace  and  bleffing  of  his  future  life,  and  gave  him  with  all  the  tendernefs  of  a 
wife,  all  the  zealous  care  of  a  guide  and  a  friend.  This  event  took  place  a  few  days  before  his  be- 
ing ordained  minifter  of  Kirkcudbright,  in  confequence  of  a  prefentation  from  the  Crown,  obtained 
for  him  by  the  Earl  of  Selkirk,  a  benevolent  nobleman,  whom  Blacklock's  fituation  and  genius  had 
jnterelled  in  his  behalf.  But  the  inhabitants  of  the  parifli,  whether  from  an  averfion  to  patronage, 
fo  prevalent  among  the  lower  ranks  in  North  Britain,  from  fome  political  difputes  which  at  that 
time  fubfifted  between  them  and  l,ord  Selkirk,  or  from  thofe  prejudices  which  fome  of  them  might 
naturally  entertain  againft  a  ptrfon  deprived  of  fight,  or  perhaps  from  all  thofe  caufes  united,  were 
fo  extremely  difindined  to  receive  him  as  their  miniller,  that,  after  a  legal  difpute  of  nearly  two 
years,  it  was  thought  expedient  by  his  friends,  as  it  had  always  been  wilhed  by  himfelf,  to  compro- 
mife  the  matter,  by  refigning  his  right  to  the  living,  and  accepting  a  moderate  annuity  in  its  flead. 

The  following  anecdote  of  Blacklock,  mentioned  in  Dr.  Cleghorn's  Thefis,  De  Semno,  happened, 
at  the  inn  in  Kirkcudbright,  on  the  day  of  his  ordination,  and  is  authenticated  by  the  teftimo- 
ny  of  Mrs.  Blacklock,  who  was  prefent,  with  Mr.  Gordon  and  a  numerous  company  of  his  friends 
who  dined  with  him  on  the  occafion.  It  merits  notice  both  as  a  curious  fa<ft,  relative  to  the  (late 
of  the  mind  in  fieep,  and  on  account  of  the  jufl.  and  elegant  compliment  with  which  it  concludes. 

"  Dr.  Blacklock,  one  day,  haralfcd  by  the  cenfures  of  the  populace,  whereby  not  only  his  repu- 
tation, but  his  very  fubfiftence  was  endangered,  and  fatigued  with  mental  exertien,  fell  afleep  after 
dinner.  Some  hours  after,  he  was  called  upon  by  a  friend,  anfwered  his  falutation,  rofe  and  went 
with  him  into  the  dining  room,  where  fome  of  his  companions  were  met.  He  joined  with  two  of 
them  in  a  concert,  finging  as  ufual,  with  tafte  and  elegance,  without  mifling  a  note,  or  forgetting  a 
word ;  he  then  went  to  fupper,  and  drank  a  glafs  or  two  of  wine.  His  friends,  however,  obferved 
him  to  be  a  little  abfent  and  inattentive  ;  by  and  by  he  began  to  fpeak  to  himfelf,  but  in  fo  flow 
and  confufed  a  manner,  as  to  be  unintelligible.  At  laft  being  pretty  forcibly  roofed,  he  awoke 
with  a  fudden  llart,unconfcious  of  all  that  had  happened,  as  till  then  he  had  continued  fall  afleep." 
Dr.  Ckghorn  adds,  with  great  truth,  after  relating  this  fad.  "  No  one  will  fufpedl  either  the 
judgment  or  the  veracity  of  Dr.  Blacklock.  All  who  knew  him  bear  teftimony  to  his  judgment  ; 
his  fame  refts  on  a  better  foundation  than  fisSitious  narratives;  no  man  delights  in,  or  more  ftriiSlly 
adheres,  on  all  points,  to  the  truth." 

With  this  flcndcr  provifion,  he  removed,  in  1 764,  to  Edinburgh  ;  and  to  make  up  by  his  induftry, 
a  more  comfortable  and  decent  fubfiftence,  he  adopted  the  plan  of  receiving  a  certain  number  of 
young  gentlemen  as  boarders,  into  his  houfe,  whofe  ftudies  in  languages  and  philofophy,  he  might, 
ifneceflary,  afTiil.  In  this  fituation  he  continued  till  1787,  when  he  found  his  time  of  life  and 
llatc  of  health  required  a  degree  of  repofe,  which  induced  him  to  difcontinue  the  receiving  of  board- 
ers. 

In  the  occupation  which  he  thus  exerclfed  for  fo  many  years  of  his  life,  no  teacher  were,  per- 
haps, ever  more  agreeable  to  his  pupils,  nor  mafler  of  a  family  to  its  inmates,  than  Blacklock.  The 
gentlenefs  of  his  manners,  the  benignity  of  his  difpofition,  and  that  warm  interefl  in  the  happinefs 
of  others,  which  led  him  fo  conRantly  to  promote  it,  were  qualities  that  could  not  fail  to  procure 
him  the  love  and  regard  of  the  young  gentlemen  committed  to  his  charge;  while  the  fociety  which 
cflecm  and  rcfpe(5l  for  his  charader  and  his  gsnius,  often  alTcmbled  at  his  houfcj  afforded  them  an 
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advantage  rarely  to  be  found  in  eftabliHiments  of  a  fimilar  kind.  In  the  circle  of  his  friends,  ha 
appeared  entirely  to  forget  the  privation  of  fight,  and  the  melancholy  which  at  otlier  times  it  might 
produce.  He  entered,  with  the  cheerful  playfulnefs  t>i  a  young  man,  into  all  the  fprightly  narra- 
tive, the  f^'ortful  fancy,  the  humourous  jefl  that  rofe  around  him.  It  was  a  figlit  highly  gratify- 
ing to  philanthropy,  to  fee  hew  much  a  mind  endowed  with  knov/lcdge,  kindled  by  genius,  and 
above  all  lighted  up  with  innocence  and  piety,  like  Blacklock's,  could  overcome  the  weight  of  its 
own  calamity,  and  enjoy  the  content,  the  happinefs,  and  the  gaiety  t  f  others.  Several  cf  thofe  in- 
mates of  his  houfe,  were  ftudents  of  phyfic,  from  England,  Ireland,  and  America,  who  retained  in 
future  life,  all  the  warmth  of  that  impreiTion,  which  his  friendfhip  at  this  early  period  had  mads 
upon  them  ;  and  in  various  quarters  of  the  world,  he  had  friends  and  correfpondcnts,  from  whom 
no  length  of  time,  nor  diilance  of  place,  had  ever  eflranged  him.  Among  hia  favourite  correfpond- 
cnts may  be  reckoned  Dr.  Tucker,  author  of  "  The  Bermudian,"  a  poem,  and  "  The  Anchoret," 
and  Dr.  Downman,  author  of  "  Infancy,"  a  poem,  and  other  ingenious  performances. 

In  1766,  upon  the  unfolicitated  recommendation  of  his  friend  Dr.  Beattie,  the   degree  of  Dodor 
f  Divinity  was  conferred  on  him  by  the  Univerfity  and  Alarifchal  College  of  Aberdeen. 

In  1767,  he  publifhed  FaracUfis  ,  or,  Conjolations  deduced  from  Natural  and  Revealed  Religion;  in  two 
Dijferiations.  The  Jirjl  fuppejed  to  have  been  eompofcd  ty  Cicero,  noiv  rendered  into  Englifi  ;  ths  laji  ori- 
ginally ivrif.en  by  Tbomas  Llachlock,  D  D.  8vo.  His  motive,  he  tells,  in  -i.  Utter  to  a  friend,  prefixed 
to  this  work,  for  tranflating  the  firft,  and  wriring  the  laft  treatife  on  Coifolation,  was  to  alleviate  the 
preffure  of  repeated  difappointments,  to  footh  his  anguifii  for  the  lofs  of  departed  friends,  to  elude 
the  Tige  of  implacable  and  unprovoked  enemies,  and  to  fupport  his  own  mind,  which,  for  a  num- 
ber of  years,  befides  its  literary  difficulties,  and  its  natural  difadvantagcs,  had  maintained  an  inccf- 
fant  flruggle  with  fortune.  Of  the  Dijfertution  afcribed  to  Cicero,  he  endeavours  to  prove  the  au- 
thenticity; but  his  arguments  are  by  no  means  fatisfadlory.  The  generality  of  critics  have  que- 
flioned  its  authenticity.  Dr.  Middleton,  in  his  "  Life  of  Cicero,"  fays,  it  is  "  undoubtedly  fpu- 
rious."  The  tranllalion  is  well  executed  ;  it  is  both  faithful  and  elegant.  'The  fecond  Bijfcrtation 
is  moftly  tjikcn  up"  with  a  clear  and  fuccindl  view  of  the  evidences  of,  Chriftianity,  the  profefTed 
fubjeift  of  it ;  the  confulation  derived  from  revealed  religion,  is  touched  upon  towards  the  conclufion 
though  at  no  great  length. 

In  1768,  he  publifned,  without  his  name,  Tivo  Dlfcourfs  »«  tbe  Spirit  and  E-jideiices  of  CbriPianity. 
Tki  former  preached  at  tbe  Hague  the  2tb  «f  Srplember  1 763,  thi  latter  deli-jered  in  tbe  Irench  Church 'at 
Hiinau,  on  tbe  eccafion  of  the  late  Peace,  to  a  Congregation  compofid  of  Catholics  and  Protrflants,  tranjlated 
from  tbe  original  French  of  the  Rev.  Mr.  fames  j.rmand,  Minijler  of  the  iValoon  Church  in  Hanau,  and 
dedicated  by  the  tranflatar  ths  Rev.  Moderator  cf  the  Genital  Affembly,  8i'9.  The  dedication,  which  is  a 
long  one,  is  chiefly  intended  for  the  perufal  of  the  clergy  of  the  Church  of  Scotland,  but  dcferves 
the  attentive  confideraf ion  of  all  who  are  intended  for,  or  engaged  in,  the  work  of  the  miniflry. 
The  obfervations  it  contains  are  judicious  and  pertinent ;  the  ftyie  is  fprightly  and  animated  ;  and 
the  fpirit  it  breathes,  though  fometimes  remote  from  that  charity,  which  on  other  occafions  he  fa 
eloquently  enforced,  and  fo  generally  pradtifed,  is  the  fpirit  of  benevolence  and  love  to  mankind. 
The  Difcoutfes  themfelves  are  lively  and  animated  ;  and  the  Ityle  of  the  tranllations  clear,  nervous, 
and  fpirited.    - 

In  1773,  he  publifhed,  at  Edinburgh,  a  poem,  intituled,  A  Panegyric  on  Great  Britain,  8vo;  this 
poem,  which  is  a  kind  of  fatire  on  the  age,  eihibits  fiirewdnefs  of  oblervation,  and  a  farcaftic  vein 
which  might  have  fitted  him  for  fatirical  compofition,  had  he  chofen  to  employ  his  pen  more  fre- 
quently  on  that  branch  of  poetry. 

In  mufic,  both  as  a  judge  and  a  performer,  his  {kill  was  confidcrable ;  nor  was  he  unacquainted 

'with  its  principles  as  a  fcience.     Whether  he  compofed  much  is  uncertain,  but  there  is  pubUihed 

in  "  The  Edinburgh  Magazine  and  Review"  for  1  774,  Ahfence,a  Pafloral,fet  to  Muftc,  by  Dr.  Black.- 

loei ;  and  thofe  who  have  heard  him  Cng,  v/ill,  upon  perufal  of  this  little  piece,  have  the  idea  0? 

his  manner  and  tallc  ftrikingly  recalled  to  their  recollsft-on. 
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The  fame  year  he  publin^ed  the  Graham,  an  Heroic  Ballari,  in  Four  Cantos,  4to.  "  It  was  begun,'" 
he  tt-lls  us,  in  the  advertifement  prefixed  to  it,  "  and  purfued  by  its  author  to  divert  wakefnl  and 
melancholy  hours,  which  the  recolleftion  of  paft  misfortune^  and  the  fenfe  of  prefcnt  incoiive. 
riencies,  would  otherwife  have  feverely  embittered."  The  profcfled  intention  of  his  Graham,  is 
to  cherifh  and  encourage  a  mntuul  harmony  between  the  inhabitants  of  South  -and  North  Britain. 
To  this  end  he  has  exhibited,  in  ftrong  colours,  feme  parts  of  thofe  miferies  which  their  ancient 
animofities  had  occafioned.  His  Graham  is  an  affedting  ftory,  in  which  love  and  jealoufy  have  a 
principal  (liare.  The  narration  is  animated  and  aijrecable  ;  the  fable  is  beautifully  fancied,  and 
fufficiently  perfpicuous ;  the  charadlers  are  boldly  marked;  the  r.  anners  he  paints  fuit  the  times 
to  which  he  refers,  and  the  moral  is  momentous ;  and  we  perceive  fcattered  through  the  whole 
piece,  thofe  fecret  graces,  and  thofe  bewitching  beauties  which  the  critic  would  in  vain  attempt  to 
dcfcribe.  But  it  is  perhaps  too  far  fpun  out,  and  the  ftanza  in  which  it  is  written  is  not  the  beft 
chofen,  nor  the  mod  agreeable  to  the  ear. 

This  was  the  laft  publication  which  he  gave  to  the  world  with  his  name.     From   this  time,  the 
ftate  of  his  health,  which  had  always  been  infirm   and  delicate,  began   vifibly  to  decline.     He  fre- 
qnenily  complained  of  a  lovvnefs  of  fpirits,   and  was  occafionally  AibjecSl:  to  deafnefs,  which,  though 
be  feldom  felt  in  ar^y  great  degree,  was  fuflicient  in   bis  fituation,  to  whom   the   fenfe  <if  hearing 
■was  almoft  the  only  chaiinel  of  communication   with    the  external  world,  to  caufe  very  lively  un-   ■ 
eafinefs.     Amidft  thefe  indifpofitions  of  body,  however,  and  difquietudes  of  mind,  the  gentlenefs 
cf  his  temper  never  forfook  him,  and  he  felt  all  that  refignation  and  confidence  in  the  Sujireme  Be- 
ing, which  his  earlieR  and  latef>  life  equr.lly  acknowledged.     In  Sunimer  I79i,he  was  feized  with 
a  feverifh  diforder,  which  at  fjill  feemed  of  a  flight,  and  never  rofe  to   a  very  violent  kind;  but  a 
frame  fo  little  robufl  as  his  was  not  able  to  refill ;  and  after  about  a  week's  illnefs,  it  carried  him  off,   '• 
®n  the  7th  cf  July  1791,  in  the  7cth  year  of  his  age.     He  was  interred  in  the  burying-ground  of 
«he  Chaptl  of  Eafe,  in  the  parifh  of  St.  Cuthbert's,  where,  on  a  tomb-ilone  etedled  to  his  memorj;- 
"hy  his  wife,  is  the  following  infcription,  written  by  Dr.  Beattie  ; 

VIRO.    REVtRENDO.  ; 

THOMAE.    ELACKLOCK.     D.  D.  i 

PROEO.     PIO.    BENEVOLO. 
OKNICENA.    DOCTRINA.    EKVDITO. 

POETAE.    SVBLIMI. 

AB,    INCVNi^BVLIS.    VSQVE. 
'  OCVLIS.    CAPTO. 

AT.    HILARI.    FACETO. 
AMICISQVE.    SEMPER.    CARISSIMO.     , 
i^VI.    NATVS.    XXI.    NOVEMB.    MDCCXXI. 

OBirr.  VII.  ivx.ii.  mdccxci, 

MONVMENTVM.    HOCCE. 
VJDVA.    ;;JVS.    SARA,    JOHNSTON. 

MOEREiN'O.    P.  ■  ( 

lot  x'ioi  fjt.'^ci'  $ipik'/i(ri,  Si'Ss  5'  ayc'Jiv  T£,  xo-Kiv  ri, 

In  1793,  a'new  edition  of  his  Poems,  reprinted  from  the  4to  edition  1756,  with  feveral  additlcH- 
al  pieces  never  before  ^r'mttA^togdher  luith  an  F.Jay  on  the  Education  of  the  Blind,  tranflated  from  the 
French  of  M.  Hauy,  and  "  A  New  Account  of  the  Life  and  Writings  of  the  Author,"  vvritteK 
by  Mr.  Mackenzie,  was  publifhed  at  Edinburgh  in  one  volume  4'o.  In  this  edition,  the  follow- 
ing acknowledged  poetical  produiftions  of  Blacklock  are  not  jnferted  ;  Prologue  to  Sir  Harry  Gay- 
hve;  J hfence,  a  Pajloral ;  Panegyric  on  Great  Britain;  and  The  Graham,  publifhed  feparately  ;  and 
An  Epijile  to  T-wo  Sijlers  on  their  Wedding  day  ;  FJlimate  of  Human  Great ne  j  ;  to  the  Dutchefs  0/  Hami' 
Iton,  on  her  recovery  from  Child-be  1,  after  the  birth  of  the  Marquis  of  Clyde/dale  ;  Ode  en  a  favourite  Lapf 
dog:  Ode  to  a  Succcf.ful  Rival;  Cato  Uticenfis  ta  his  Wife  at  Rome;  Ihe  Chronicle  of  a  Heart;  Song 
Jnfcrihed  to  a  Friend,  in  imitation  of  Shenjlone,  originally  printed  in  the  firfl  volume  of  Donaldfon's 
?'  Colledion  of  Poems,  by  the  Rev.  Mr.  Blacklock,  and  other  Scotch  Gentlemen,"  lamo,  1760= 
It  may  be  obfcfved,  \,hat  iJhe  verfes "  To  a  Lady,  with,  Hammond's  Elegies,"  ioferted  in  this  editions 
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aire  not  printed  as  Blacklock's,  in  Donaldfon's  "  CoUedlion."  The  prefent  writer  has  not  ventur- 
ed, upon  the  authority  of  Mrs.  Blacklock,  to  deprive  Mr.  Gordon  of  the  "  Epiftlc  on  Tafle,"  to 
which  he  has  put  his  name.  His  Poevis,  reprinted  from  the  edition  1793,  trgether  with  the  feveral 
pieces  omitted  in  that  edition,  are  now,  lor  tlie  firfl  time,  received  ii;to  a  coUc&on  of  claiTical  Ea. 
gli(h  poetry. 

Befides  thefe  publications,  which  are  kn<»wn  to  he  Blackiock's,  and  to  feme  of  which  he  put 
his  name,  he  was  the  author  of  feveral  piece-,  not  fo  generally  known  to  have  come  from  him. 
Among  thefe,  there  are  fome  articles  in  the  "  Encyclopedia  Britannica,"  1783.  The  interefting- 
article  oi  Blind  (firft  publiflied  in  the  "  Edinburgh  Ma>;azine  and  Review"  for  J  774),  is  mention- 
ed with  juft  approbation  by  Mr.  Mackenzie.  The  article  of  Podry  in  the  "  Encyclopedia,"  as 
Well  as  fome  others  on  various  fid)je6ls  of  the  Belles  Lettres,  were  likewife,  it  is  believed,  the  pro- 
dudions  of  Blacklock-  and  it  is  faid  tliat  he  had  drawn  up  for  the  fame  work  an  EJfay  on  Ptedtjli' 
nation,  though  it  is  not  known  whether  the  manufcript  be  preferved.  He  is  known  alfo  to  have 
written  a  Tragdy  ;  the  manufcript  of  which  was  put  into  the  hands  of  the  late  Andrew  Crofbie^ 
Efq.  an  eminent:  advocate  at  the  Scottifli  bar,  but  has  not  been  recovered.  Some  Memoirs  of  his 
Life,  written  by  himfelf,  are  noW  in  tlie  pciTfflion  of  Dr.  Beaitie.  He  has  left  feme  volumes  of 
Sermon!  in  manufcript,  as  alfo  a  Treatifc  on  Morali,  both  of  which  it  is  in  contemplation  with  his 
friends  to  publifli.  It  is  probable  that  the  moft  important  of  his  other  pieces  maybe  coUedled  and 
republiflied  on  that  occafion. 

His  charafler,  private  habits,  domeflic  manners,  and  mod  obfcrvable  peculiarities,  have  been  de- 
lineated with  fo  much  accuracy  of  difcrimination,  and  fircngth  of  colouring,  by  the  happy  pencil 
of  Mr.  Mackenzie,  as  to  render  any  additional  ftrokes  from  a  cafual  hand  unneceflary. 

*'  The  tenor  of  his  occupations,"  fays  Mr  Mackenzie,  "  as  well  as  the  bent  of  his  mind,  during 
the  early  period  of  his  life,  will  appear  in  the  following  plain  and  unftudied  account,  contained  iii 
a  letter  from  his  mofl;  intimate  and  coiiRant  compaRion,  the  Rev.  Mr.  Jamefon,  formerly  miniiler 
of  the  Epifcopal  Chapel  at  Dumfries,  aftervvfards  of  the  Englifh  Congregiiion  at  Dantzic,and  who 
now  refidesat  Newcaftle  upon-Tyne. 

"  His  manner  of  life  was  fo  uniform,  that  the  hiflory  of  it  during  one  day,  or  one  week,  is  the 
hiftory  of  it  during  the  fevren  years  that  our  perfooal  intercourfe  lafted.  Reading,  muCc,  walking, 
converfing,  and  difputing  on  various  topics,  in  theology,  ethic.*,  &c.  employed  almoft  every  hour  of 
our  time.  It  was  pleafanc  to  hear  him  engaged  in  a  difpute,  for  no  man  could  keep  his  temper 
better  than  he  alv,;'ays  did  on  fuch  occafions.  1  have  known  him  frequently  very  warmly  engaged 
for  hours  together,  but  never  could  obferve  one  angry  word  to  fall  from  him.  Whatever  his  an- 
tagonifl  might  fay,  he  always  kept  his  temper  "  Semper  paratus  et  refcllere  fire  pertinacia,  et  re- 
"  felli  fine  iracundia."  He  was,  however,  extremely  fenfible  to  what  he  thought  ill  ufage,  and  e- 
qually  fo  whether  it  regarded  himfelf  or  his  friends.  But  his  refentiiient  was  always  confined  to  a 
fexv  fatirical  verfes,  which  were  generally  burnt  fuon  after.  The  late  Mr.  Spence  frequently 
urj'ed  him  to  j/vr'ne  a  tragedy;  and  affured  him  that  he  had  intereft  enough  with  Mr.  Garrick  ta 
get  ii  atSled.  Various  fubjeAs  were  propoftd  to  hini,  feveral  of  which  he  approved  of,  yet  he  never 
could  be  prevailed  on  to  begin  any  thing  of  that  kind.  It  may  feem  remarkable,  but  as  far  as  I 
knuw,  it  was  invariably  the  cafe,  that  he  never  could  think  or  v\rite  on  any  fi;bje<51:  propofed  to  hira 
by  another.  I  have  frequently  admired  with  what  readinefs  and  rapidity  he  could  fometinici 
make  verfes.  I  have  known  him  diiSlate  from  thirty  to  forty  verfes,  and  by  no  means  bad  ones,  as 
faft  as  I  could  write  them;  but  the  moment ;he  was  at  a  lofs  for  a  rhyme  or  a  verfe  to  his  liking, 
Le  fiopt  altogether,  and  cculd  very  fcldoni  be  ii.duccd  to  fiiiiili  what  he  had  begun  with  fo  muck 
ardour." 

"  This  account,"  Mr.  Mackenzie  obferves,  "  fufficiently  marks  that  eager  fenfibility,  chaftened 
at  the  fame  time  Viith  unccmm(n  gentlencfs  of  temper,  which  cliaraclcriztd  Blacklock,  and 
which  indeed  it  was  in^poflible  to  he  at  all  in  his  company  withost  perceiving.  In  the  fcitnce  of 
mind,  this  is  that  divifion  of  it  which  peihaps  one  would  peculiarly  appropriate  to  poetry,  at  leaft  to 
all  thofc  lighter  fptcies  which  rather  depci.d  on   quicknefs  of  fetling,  and  the  ready  conception  of 
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pleafing  images,  than  on  the  happy  arrangement  of  parts,  or  the  flcilful  con{lru(9;Ion  of  a  whoie, 
%vhich  are  eiTcntial  to  the  higher  departments  of  the  poetical  art.  The  firft  kind  of  talent  is  like 
thofe  warm  and  light  foils  which  produce  their  annual  crops  in  fuch  abundance ;  the  laft,  like 
that  deeper  and  firmer  mould  on  which  the  roots  of  eternal  forefls  are  fixed.  Of  the  firft  we  have 
feen  many  happy  inflances  in  that  fex  which  is  fuppofed  lefs  capable  of  ftudy  or  thought ;  from 
the  laft  is  drawn  that  mafculine  fublimity  of  genius  which  could  build  an  Iliad  or  a  Patadlfe  Lofl. 

"  All  thofe  who  ever  adled  as  his  amanuenfes,  agree  in  this  rapidity  and  ardour  of  compofition 
which  Mr.  Jamefon  afcribes  to  him.  He  never  could  dictate  till  he  flood  up  ;  and  as  his  blindnefs 
made  walking  about  without  afliftance  inconvenient  or  dangerous  to  him,  he  fell  infenfibly  into  a 
vibratory  fort  of  motion  of  his  body,  which  increafed  as  he  warmed  with  his  fubjedl,  and  was  pleaf- 
ed  with  the  conceptions  of  his  mind.  This  motion  at  lafl  became  habitual  to  him,  and  though 
he  could  fometimes  reftrain  it  when  on  ceremony,  or  in  any  public  appearance,  fuch  as  preaching, 
he  felt  a  certain  uneafinefi  from  the  effort,  and  always  returned  to  it  when  he  could  indulge  it  with- 
out impropriety.  This  is  the  appearance  wjiich  he  defcribes  in  the  ludicrous  piflure  he  has  drawn 
cf  himfelf  (in  the  Author  s  PiSiure.)  Of  this  portrait  the  outlines  are  true,  though  the  general 
effe(£l  is  overcharged.  His  features  were  hurt  by  the  difeafe  which  deprived  him  of  fight ;  yet 
even  with  thofe  difadvantages,  there  was  a  certain  placid  exprcfiion  in  his  phyfiognomy  which 
marked  the  benevolence  of  his  mind,  and  was  extremely  calculated  to  procure  him  attachment  and 
regard. 

"  Mufic,  which  to  the  feeling  and  to  the  penfive,  in  wliatcver  fituatien,  is  a  fource  of  extreme 
(delight,  but  which  to  the  blind  mufl  be  creative,  as  it  were,  of  idea  and  of  fentiment,  he  enjoyed 
highly,  and  was  himfelf  a  tolerable  performer  on  feveral  inftruments,  particularly  on  the  flute.  He 
generally  carried  in  his  pocket  a  fmail  flagelot,  on  which  he  played  his  favourite  tunes  ;  and  wts 
r.ot  difpleafed  when  aficed  in  company  to  play  or  to  fing  them ;  a  natural  feeling  for  a  blind  man,  ' 
who  thus  adds  a  fcene  to  the  drama  of  his  fociety. 

"  Of  the  happinefs  of  others,  however,  we  are  incompetent  judges.  Companionfliip  and  fympathy 
bring  forth  thefe  gay  colours  of  mirth  and  cheerfulnefs  whicli  they  put  on  for  a  while,  to  cover 
perhaps  that  fadncfs  which  we  have  no  opportunity  of  witnefiing.  Of  a  blind  man's  condition  we 
are  particularly  liable  to  form  a  miftaken  eftimate;  wc  give  him  credit  for  all  thofe  gleams  of  de- 
light which  fociety  afiords  him,  without  placing  to  their  full  account  thofe  dreary  moments  of  dark- 
fome  folitude  to  which  the  fufpenfion  of  that  fociety  condemns  him.  Blacklock  had  from  na- 
iure  a  conftitution  delicate  and  nervous,  and  his  mind,  as  is  almofl  always  the  cafe,  was  in  a  great 
degree  fubjecfl:  to  the  indifpofition  of  his  body.  He  frequently  complained  of  a  lownefs  and  de- 
prefi'ion  of  fpirits,  which  neither  the  attentions  of  his  friends,  nor  the  unceafing  care  of  a  mofl 
Tiffed ionate  wife,  were  able  entirely  to  remove.  The  imagination  we  are  fo  apt  to  envy  and  ad- 
:nirc  fervcs  but  to  irritate  this  diforder  of  the  mind;  and  that  fancy  in  whofe  creation  we  fo  much 
Helight,  can  draw,  from  fources  unknown  fo  common  men,  fnbjevSs  of  difguft,  difquietude,  and 
nfHiiSlion.  Some  of  Lis  later  poems,  now  firft  publifhed,  cxprefs  a  chagrin,  though  not  of  an  un- 
jjcntle  fort,  at  the  fuppofed  failure  of  his  imaginative  powers,  or  at  the  faftidioufnefs  of  modere 
times,  which  he  defpaired  to  plcafe. 

Such  were  his  efforts,  fuch  liis  cold  reward, 
Whom  once  thy  partial  t-^Bgue  pronounc'd  a  bard ; 
Kxcurfive,  on  the  gentle  gales  of  fpring, 
^  He  rov'd,  while  favour  imp'd  his  timid  wing; 

Exhnuftcd  genius  now  no  more  infpires, 
But  mourns  aliortive  hopes,  and  faded  fires ; 
'I'he  fhort-liv'd  wreath,  which  once  his  temples  grac'd, 
Fades  at  the  fickly  breath  of  fqueamifii  tafte; 
Wliiift  dnrkrr  days  his  fainting  fiames  immure 
In  cheerlefs  gloom,  and  winter  premature. 

Eptjlle  to  Dr.  Ogllv'te, 

' '  Thefe  lir.es  sre,  however,  no  proof  of  "  exhaufted  genius,"  or  "  faded  fires."  "  Abortive  hopes," 
intUcd,  nrjft  be  the  lot  of  all  who  reach  that  period  of  life  at  whi^h  they  were  written.     In  early 
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youth  the  heart  of  every  one  is  a  poet ;  it  creates  a  fcene  of  imagined  happinefs  and  delufivc  hopes; 
it  clothes  the  world  in  the  bright  colours  of  its  own  fancy  ;  it  refines  what  is  coarfe,  its  exalts  what 
is  mean  ;  it  fee«  nothing  but  difintereflednefs  in  friendlhip,  it  promifcs  eternal  fidelity  in  love. 
Even  on  the  diflrefles  of  its  fituation  it  can  throw  a  certain  romantic  (hade  of  melancholy,  that 
leaves  a  man  fad,  but  does  not  make  him  unhappy.  But  at  a  more  advanced  age,  "  the  fairy  vifions 
fade,"  and  he  fuffers  moft  deeply  who  has  indulged  them  the  mod." 

As  an  auihor,  under  difadvantages  which  feem  unfurmountable  to  nature,  Blacklock  has  eminently 
diftinguilhed  himfeif.  Though  blind  from  his  infancy,  the  impulfe  of  curiofity,  and  the  vigorous 
exertion  of  his  talents,  conducted  him  to  uncommon  knowledge.  He  acquired  tongues  and  arts 
by  the  ear,  in  many  of  which  he  excelled.  There  is  no  fcience  with  which  he  was  not  acquaint- 
ed; he  was  familiar  with  the  learned  languages,  and  he  knew  with  accuracy  thofc  of  modern  Eu- 
rope that  are  che  moft  cultivated.  Among  philofophers,  he  has  obtained  a  confpicflous  rank  by  his 
Paradefts.  His  little  treatife  tn  the  Education  of  the  Blind,  in  the  "  Encyclopedia  Britannica,"  is  va- 
luable, not  only  on  account  of  its  peculiarity,  as  being  the  produftion  of  a  blind  man,  but  of  its  in- 
trinfic  mctit.  It  contains  chiefly  refledlions  on  the  diftreffes  and  difadvantages  of  blindnefs,  and 
the  beft  means  of  alleviating  them  ;  dirttftions  for  the  education  of  the  ilind,  and  a  defcription  of 
various  inventions  fcr^enabling  them  to  attain  to,  and  to  praiStlfe  feveral  arts  and  fciences.  The 
fympathy  and  adive  benevolence  cif  Blacklock,  prompted  him  to  this  compofition,  as  well  as  to  the 
tranflation  of  M.  Hauy'i  account  cf  the  charitable  inflitution  for  the  blind  at  Paris,  which  'n  an- 
nexed to  the  laft  edition  of  his  poems. 

As  a  poet,  though  not  of  the  higheft  clafs,  he  is  entitled  to  a  rank  not  inferior  to  Addifon,  Par- 
rell,  r.nd  Shenftone,  with  refpeft  to  proper  imagery,  correcSl  flyle,  or  creative  genius.  His  com- 
pofitions  exhibit  ample  proofs  of  ready  invention,  lively -fancy,  ardent  feeling,  correal  taile,  and 
3  copioag  command  of  poetical  language.  They  are  the  produ(flions  of  a  mind  not  deficient  in 
f re  or  poetical  enthufiafm  ;  but  they  are  more  recommended  by  fimplicity,  tenderncfs,  anima- 
tion, and  harmony,  than  by  fublimity,  variety,  comprehenfian,  or  originality  ;  they  bear  evident 
marks  of  poetical  genius  and  claflical  tafte,  though  we  do  not  finJ  in  them  the  traces  of  that  pa- 
tient induftry  which  fixes  the  ftamp  of  faultlcfs  accuracy  upon  every  line.  Pope  feems  to  have 
been  his  model  for  verification,  and  it  muft  be  allowed  that  he  has  copied  his  paufes,  cadence,  and 
cafe  of  diflion,  with  confiderable  fuccefs;  many  pafTages  are  written  with  an  elegance,  correfl- 
nefs,  fpirit  and  harmnny,  which  rival  the  beft  produdlions  of  that  celebrated  poet ;  but  he  does  not 
uniformly  maintain  his  eafy  elegance,  nor  breathe  his  free  and  unwearied  fpirit. 

His  Elegies,  Hymns,  Odes  and  Epifles,  are  chiefly  diftinguilhed  by  ferioufnefs  of  fubje(5t,  fubli- 
mity of  thought,  opulence  of  imagery,  tendernefs  of  fentiment,  and  ftrength  and  elegance  of  com- 
pofition. Of  his  Pajlorals,  the  principal  merit  confifts  in  the  harmony  of  the  verfification.  The 
images  are  feldom  new,  and  the  fentiments  and  defcriptions  are  generally  trite  and  common.  His 
Sengs  are  commonly  tender,  delicate  and  fprightly.  I'he  Eraes  of  Ballendyne  ranks  with  the  moft 
pi.pular  compofitions  of  the  kind  in  the  Englifh  language.  His  Occajional  Poems,  and  pieces  of  hu- 
mour and  pleafantry,  have  their  brighter  paCTages,  and  may  be  read  with  pleafurc ;  but  they  re- 
quire no  diftin(5t  examination  or  particular  criticifm. 

Mr.  Spence's  eftimate  of  his  poetical  charadler  is  candid  and  judicioHS,  and  does  equal  honour 
to  the  taftc  and  benevolence  of  that  amiable  and  elegant  critic. 

"  There  is  a  great  perlpicuity,  neatnefs,  and  even  elegance  of  ftyle,  to  be  obferved  in  feveral  of 
his  pieces  ;  particularly,  in  his  Wijh  (which  has  fo  many  other  beauties),  in  his  Imitation  cf  one  cf 
the  PJa'ms  139th)  ;  his  To:m  an  the  Rcfmments  in  Metaphyftcai  Philofophy  (in  which  he  owns  he  had 
plunged  too  deep,  formerly,  himfeif),  in  his  new  drefiing  the  Old  Scatch  Seng,  and  his  Ode  to  a  Coquet. 
The  laft  mentioned  of  thtfe  is  written  with  fomething  of  a  gayer  air,  than  is  ufual  in  his  poems; 
though  he  is  far  from  wanting  a  talent  for  vivacity  and  fatire,  if  he  would  give  himfeif  leave  to 
indulge  it ;  but  he  is  fo  good-natured,  that  he  has  fcarce  given  us  any  dired  fpecimen  of  it  againft 
any  one,  except  himfeif.  This  is  in  the  piece  called  the  Author^s  PiBure ;  from  which,  and  his 
esrlieft  piece  of  all  (ihat.has  feme  glances  of  the  fame  kind),  it  may  fairly  enough  be  conjciturei, 

4D  iiij 
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that  he  haJ  a  natural  bent  this  way  :  and  it  might  probably  have  appeared  miich  more  frequent  J/, 
and  more  ftrongly  in  his  writings,  had  it  not  been  for  his  fuperior  goodnefsof  heart,  and  his  being 
flruck  (as  foon  as  he  came  to  a  reafoning  age)  fo  much  more  ftrongly,  with  the  charms  of  morality 
and  philofophy.  His  Pafioral  Song,  and  his  Ode  to  a  Friend  that  -was  going  Abroad,  are  very  well 
written,  each  in  their  way;  and  have  hefidc,  feveral  good  pathetic  ftroke-  in  them  Hi*  PaJloral,in- 
fcr'ihedto  Euantle^  is  poetical  as  well  pathetic,  to  a  great  decree;  and  his  Soliloquy  is  both,  in  a  very 
high  one.  His  Elegy  on  Conjlantisi  flows  on,  all  in  one  llream  of  diftrefs  and  paffiori  ;  and  rifes  about 
the  middle  of  the  piece,  to  very  high  poetry  This,  v/irh  the  foliloquy  jufl  mentioned,  and  two  of 
his  hymns,  one  to  the  Supreme  Bei/igy  and  the  other  to  Fortitude,  are  the  fdrts  of  his  poeTis  which 
•would  be  the  mod  proper  of  any  to  prove  that  he  is  not  incapable  of  himfelf  to  rife  to  a  true  fubli- 
mity,  both  of  thiriking  and  writing.  His  Hymn  to  Benevolence  is  an  amiable  piece,  for  its  enlarged 
notions  ;  and  both  that  and  his  Ode  to  a  Lady,  on  the  lof<.  of  her  Child,  abound  as  much  in  good  mo- 
xals,  as  they  do  in  good  fenfe  and  poetry.  His  tranflation  of  Buchannan  s  Defiderium  Lutetia,  and 
liis  own  Plaintive  Shepherd,  give  the  befl;  proofs  of  his  eafe  and  fluency  in  the  paftoral  fort  of  ver- 
jiflcation  ;  and  in  the  latter  of  thefe,  there  is  a  ftrong  inflance  of  his  varying  his  notes  according 
to  the  occafion.  I  mean,  where  he  fpeaks  of  his  own  diftrefs  in  flow  folemn  numbers;  and  of 
his  rival's  happinefs  in  a  more  enlivened  and  joyous  run  of  verfe.  Much  the  fame  thing  may  he 
obferved  in  his  two  odes,  printed  together;  one  writ  in  the  time  oi  ficknefs,  and  the  other  in 
health.  Thefe  forts  of  mifcellaneous  poems  have  not  generally  much  of  planning  in  them.  The 
heft  planned  among  Mr.  Blacklock's  feenis  to  be  his  IhVJfD  Satisfied,  and  the  Monody ;  the  latter  of 
which,  befide  this  merit,  is  very  pathetic,  and  very  poetical.  The  moft  diftinguiftiing  characfter  of 
poetry,  is  to  be  defcriptive  ;  and  it  is  this  which  gives  the  very  near  relation  that  there  is  between 
poetry  and  painting.  Mr.  Black'ock  is  very  defcriptive  in  inany  parts  of  his  poem»;  but  it  is  very 
eafy  to  be  obferved,  that  where  his  defcriptions  are  of  any  length,  they  are  generally  not  defcriptions 
<if  thincs,  but  of  paffions.  To  which  one  may  add,  that  they  turn  much  more  on  the  melancholy 
paffinns,  than  the  joyous  or  pleafing  ones.  Both  of  which  are  perhaps  to  be  accounted  for,  from 
his  unfortunate  lofs  of  fight  in  his  infancy. 

"  The  Gentleman,  who  has  given  the  account  of  our  author  prefixed  to  his  works,  fays,  that  It 
has  been  obferved  by  others,  "  That  it  muft  be  matter  of  amufenient  to  the  curious  reader,  to  re- 
mark how  well  the  poet  defcribes  cbjeifts  which  he  never  faw,  and  exprefi'es  fo  as  to  be  underftood 
by  others,  thofe  ideas  which  he  himfelf  could  never  conceive. 'T  It  is  remarkable  enough,  that  fome 
cf  the  greateft  poets  that  ever  were  in  the  world,  have  been  blind  ;  and  it  is  very  probable,  that  the 
lofs  of  their  fight  may  have  added  to  tlie  force  of  their  imagination,  as  far  as  it  went  ;  in  the  fame 
manner,  and  for  the  fame  realons,  that  vve  think  the  more  intenfely  of  any  one  thing,  when  we 
ihut  out  all  the  other  objtds  that  are  round  about  us.  But  a  poet  born  blind,  or  (which  is  much 
the  fame  thing)  one  who  has  been  blind  from  hi?  early  infancy,  is  ftill  a  novelty,  and  a  thing  much 
to  be  wondered  at.  Our  great  Milton  did  not  lofe  his  fight  till  he  was  about  fifty  years  old ;  and 
Homer,  for  ought  we  know,  might  have  enjoyed  his  till  after  he  had  finiftied  his  two  moft  celebrat- 
<'d  poems.  Our  author  loft  his  fight  entirely,  before  he  was  a  year  old  ;  and  confequently  whatever 
ideas  he  may  have  in  relation  to  vifible  objedls,  muft  have  been  acquired  tmly  from  the  charadlers  he 
has  learnt  6f  them  from  books  and  converfation  ;  and  fome  fuppofed  analogies  between  thofe  cha- 
radlers,  and  any  of  the  ideas  in  the  flock  he  has  laid  in,  either  from  his  other  fenfes,  or  his  own  re- 
flexions upon  them.  Notwithftanding  which,  he  fpeaks  very  frequently  of  the  ohjecfls-and  idea* 
belonging  to  fight,  with  great  familiarity  and  boldnefs,  and  generally  without  impropriety.  Af- 
ter putting  many  paflages  together  relating  to  vifible  objects,  from  our  author's  works,  I  am 
lefs  furprifed  than  I  was  in  the  firft  reading  of  them,  at  his  fpcaking  fo  frequently,  as  if  he  a<Sually1 
enjoyed  his  eye-fight.  The  flock  of  ideas  which  he  has  ftored  up  in  his  mind,  and  fubftjtuted  in 
the  room  of  tur  ideas  of  things  vifible,  and  with  like  names  afiixed  to  them,  are  fo  familiar  to  him, 
and  are  ufed  by  him  In  fo  uncommon  and  unaccountable  a  manner,  that  they  feem  to  ferve  him  as 
a  fubfidiary  fort  of  fight,  and  put  one  in  mind  of  his  own  expreflions  of  intelledual  rays,  internal 
day,  and  the  mental  eye ;  as  well  as  of  that  pafTage  cited  from  the   Pfalmift,  in  the    title  page. 
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Kufie;  foioi  rvfXai,  or  as  our  trar.flators  (by  joining  the  fenfe  of  the  original,  to  their  own)  might 
iiave  rendered  it,  "  The  Lord  giveth  [internal]  fight  to  the  blind." 

Mr.  Mackenzie's  obfcrvations  on  his  poetical  writings  and  charafter  are  no  lefs  juft  than  elegant. 
The  theory  of  his  imaginative  and  dtlcrlptive  powers  is  ingenious,  and,  though  long,  is  too  valu- 
able to  be  withheld. 

"  In  this  coUecftion  of  poems,  the  rcadei^  will  find  thofe  qualities  of  fancy,  tendernefs,  and  fometimes 
fublimity  in  the  thoughts,  cf  elegance,  and  often  force  in  the  langu-ige,  which  charaifterize  the  ge- 
nuine produd.ions  of  the  poetical  talent.  One  other  praifc,  which  the  good  will  value,  belongs  tu 
thofe  poems  in  a  high  degree;  they  breathe  the  pureft  fpirit  of  piety,  virtue,  and  benevolence. 
Thefe  indeed  are  the  mufes  of  BKicklock  ;  they  infpire  his  poetry,  as  they  animated  his  life  ;  and  he 
never  approaches  the  facred  ground  on  which  they  dwell,  without  an  expanfion  of  mind,  and  an 
elevation  of  language. 

"  The  additional  poems,  now  flrft  publiflied  in  this  volume,  will,  I  think  be  found  to  poffefs  equal 
merit  with  thofe  which  their  author  formerly  gave  to  the  world.  There  is  perhaps  a  certain  de- 
gree of  languor  diffufed  over  fome  of  them,  written  during  the  latter  period  of  his  life,  for  which 
the  circumftances  I  have  mentioned  above  may  account ;  but  the  delicacy  and  the  feeling  remain 
undiminiihed  :  One  of  thofe  later  poems,  the  OJe  to  Aurora,  en  Melijfas  Birth-Day,  is  a  compli- 
ment and  tribute  of  affedlion  to  the  tender  affiiluity  of  an  excellent  wife,  which  I  have  not  any 
where  feen  more  happily  conceived  or  more  elegantly  exptelTed. 

"  His  peculiar  fituation  I  do  not  mean  to  plead  as  an  apology  for  defefts  in  his  compofitions.  I 
am  fufficiently  aware  of  a  truth  which  authors  or  their  apologifts  are  apt  to  forget,  that  the  public 
e«pcds  entertainment,  and  liftens  but  ill  to  excufes  for  the  want  of  it.  But  the  circiimflance  of  the 
■writer's  blindnefs  will  certainly  create  an  intereft  in  his  produdliens  beyond  what  thofe  of  one  pof- 
felTed  of  fight  could  have  excited,  efpecially  in  fuch  paffages  of  his  works  as  are  defcriptive  of  vi- 
fible  objefts.  Mr.  Spence  has  treated  this  defcriptive  power,  which  the  poetry  of.  Blacklocfc 
feerned  to  evince  in  its  author,  as  a  fort  of  problem  which  he  has  illuftrated  by  a  very  great  num- 
ber of  quotations  from  the  poems  themfclves,  by  hypothetical  conjedures  of  his  own,  drawn  from 
thofe  pafiages,  and  from  the  nature  of  a  blind  man's  fenfations  and  ideas. 

"  Without  detracting  from  the  ingenuity  of  Mr.  Spence's  deduftions,  I  am  apt,  in  the  cafe  of 
Blacklock,  to  afcribe  much  to  the  effeiSt  of  a  retentive  and  ready  memory  of  that  poetical  language 
in  which,  from  his  earlieft  infancy,  he  delighted  ;  and  that  apt  appropriation  of  it  which  an  habitual 
acquaintance  with  the  beft  poets  had  taught  him. 

"  This  I  am  fcnfible  by  no  means  affords  a  complete  folution  of  the  difficulty  ;  for  though  it  may 
account  for  the  ufe  which  he  makes  of  poetical  language,  it  throws  no  light  on  his  early  pafiion 
for  reading  poetry,  and  poetry  of  a  kind,  too,  which  lies  very  much  within  the  province  of  fight ; 
nor  does  it  clearly  trace  the  foiirce  of  that  pleafure  which  fuch  reading  sTidently  conveyed  to  his 
mind. 

"  It  is  obferved,  and  I  think  very  juflly,  by  Dr.  Reid,  that  there  is  very  little  of  the  knowlec!«»-e  ac- 
quired by  thr.fe  who  fee,  that  may  not  be  communis  ated  to  a  man  born  blind ;  and  he  illuftrates  his  re- 
mark by  the  evample  of  the  celebrated  Sanderfon.  Another  writer  (Mr.  Burke),  feems  difpofed 
to  extend  a  fin>:lar  obfervation  to  fome  of  thofe  pleafurcs  o{  which  the  fenfe  of  fight  is  com- 
monly underftood  to  be  the  only  channel;  and  he  appeals,  in  proof  of  his  dodlrine,  to  the  poetry 
of  Blacklock  :  "  Here  (fays  he)  is  a  poet  doubtkls  as  much  affevfted  by  his  own  defcriptioijs  aa 
any  that  reads  them  can  be  ;  and  yet  he  is  affeded  with  this  flrong  enthufiafm,  by  things  of  which 
he  neither  has,  nor  can  poffibly  have  any  idea,  furtlier  than  that  of  a  bare  found."  The  fame  au- 
thor mentions,  as  a  confirmation  of  his  do6trine,  the  fcientific  aquirements  of  Sanderfon,  which  he 
feems  to  think  explicable  on  the  fame  principles  with  Blacklock's  poetry. 

"  But,  in  truth,  there  appears  to  be  very  little  analogy  between  the  two  cafes;  nor  does  the  ge- 
nius of  Sanderfon  furnifh  by  any  means  fo  curious  a  fubjedt  of  philofophical  difquifition  as  that  of 
Blacklock.  The  ideas  of  extenfion  and  figure,  about  which  the  fpeculations  of  the  geometer  are 
employed,  may  be  conveyed  to  the  mind  by  the  fenfe  of  touch  as  v/ell  as  by  that  of  fight :  and  (if 
we  except  the  jheromeca  of  colour)  the  cafe  is  the  fame  with  all  the  fubjeds  of  our  reafoni/'g  in 
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natural  philofophy.  But  of  the  pleafures  which  poetry  excites,  fo  great  a  proportion  arlfes  from 
allufions  to  vifible  objeifls,  and  from  defcriptions  of  the  beauty  and  fublimity  of  nature ;  fo  much 
truth  is  there  in  the  maxim,  "  ut  pidtura  poefis,"  that  the  word  imagination,  which  in  its  prima- 
ry fenfe  has  a  dircft  reference  to  the  eye,  is  employed  to  exprefs  that  power  of  the  mind,  which  is 
confidered  as  peculiarly  chara<5leriftic  ef  poetical  genius;  and  therefore,  whatever  be  the  degree  of 
pleafure  which  the  blind  pnet  receives  from  the  exercife  of  his  art,  the  pleafure  muft,  in  general, 
be  perfectly  different  in  kind  from  that  which  he  imparts  to  his  readers. 

"  Sanderfon,  we  are  told,  though  blind,  could  ledure  on  the  prifmatic  fpeSlrum ,  and  on  the  theory 
of  the  rainbow ;  but  to  his  mind  the  names  of  the  different  colours  were  merely  fignificant  of  the  re- 
lative arrangement  of  the  fpaces  which  they  occupied,  and  produced  as  little  effeft  on  his  imagina- 
tion as  the  letters  of  the  alphabet,  which  he  employed  in  his  geometrical  diagrams.  By  means  of 
a  retentive  memory,  it  might  have  been  poflible  for  him  to  acquire  a  knowledge  of  the  common 
poetical  epithets,  appropriated  to  the  different  colours :  it  is  even  conceivable,  that  by  long  habits 
of  poetical  reading,  he  might  have  become  capable  of  producing  fuch  a  defcrlption  of  their  order  in 
itht fpeSirum ^  as  is  contained  in  the  following  lines  of  Thomfon  : 

Firft:  the  flaming  red 
Sprung  vivid  forth ;  the  tawney  orange  next, 
And  next  delicious  yellow  ;  by  whofe  fide 
Fell  the  kind  beams  of  all-refrefhing  green  : 
Then  the  pure  blue,  that  fwells  autumnal  Ikies, 
Etherial  pUy'd  ;    and  then  of  fadder  hue 
Emerg'd  the  deepen'd  indico,  as  when 
The  heavy-flcirted  evening  droops  with  frofl ; 
While  the  laft  gleamings  of  refradied  light 
Dy'd  in  the  fainting  violet  away. 

•'  But  fuppofing  all  this  pofiible,  how  different  muft  have  been  the  effeiJl  of  the  defcription  on 
his  mind  from  what  it  produced  on  that  of  Thomfon  ?  or  what  idea  could  he  form  of  the  rapture 
which  the  poet  felt  in  recalling  to  his  imagination  the  innumerable  appearances  in  the  earth  and 
heavens,  of  which  the  philofophic  principles  he  referred  to  afford  the  explanation  ? 

Did  ever  poet  image  aught  fo  fair, 

Dreaming  in  whifp'ring  groves,  by  the  hoarfe  brook; 

Or  pro^ihet  to  whofe  rapture  heav'n  defcends ! 

Even  now  the  fetting  fun  and  fhifting  clouds  \ 

Seen,  Greenwich,  from  thy  lovely  heights,  declare, 

How  juft,  how  beauteous,  the  refraeftive  law. 

*'  Yet,  though  it  be  evidently  impoffible  that  a  defcription  of  this  fort,  relating  entirely  to  the 
peculiar  perceptions  of  fight,  fhould  convey  to  a  blind  man  the  fame  kind  of  pleafure  v/hich  we  re- 
ceive from  it,  it  may  be  eafily  imagined,  that  the  fame  words,  which  in  their  ordinary  acceptation, 
exprefs  vifible  objeAs,  may,  by  means  of  early  affociations,  become  to  fuch  a  perfon  the  vehicle  of 
many  other  agreeable  or  difagreeable  emotions.  Thefe  affociations  will  probably  vary  greatly  in 
the  cafe  of  different  individuals,  according  to  the  circumftances  of  their  education,  and  the  peculiar 
bent  of  their  genius.  Blacklock's  affociations  in  regard  to  colours,  were  (according  to  his  own 
account)  chiefly  of  the  moral  kind — But  into  this  inquiry,  which  opens  a  wide  field  of  fpeculation  to 
the  metaphyfician,  I  do  not  mean  to  enter.  I  Ihall  content  myfelf  with  remarking,  that  in  other 
arts,  as  well  as  thofe  which  addrefs  themfelves  to  fight,  the  fame  diftindion  is  to  be  found.  What 
may  be  termed  the  arithmetic  and  mathematics  of  mufic  and  of  the  fole,  depend  not  on  a  mufical 
ear,  any  more  than  the  theory  of  vifion  depends  on  fight.  In  both  cafes,  pleafure  and  feeling 
arc  eafily  diftinguilhable  from  knowledge  and  fcience  ;  the  firft  require,  and  cannot  e.xift  without 
an  eye  for  colour,  and  an  ear  for  found;  the  laft  are  independent  of  either. 

"  It  is  indeed  the  boaft  of  genius  to  do  much  on  fcanty  materials,  to  create  and  "  body  forth  the 
forms  of  things,"  to  give  charadler  to  what  it  has  not  known,  and  pifture  to  what  it  has  not  fecn. 
The  genius  of  Shakfpeare  has  entered  into  the  cabinets  of  ftatefmen,  and  the  palaces  of  kings,  and 
made  them  fpea)t  lite  ftatefmen  and  like  kings.  It  has  given  manners  as  well  as  language  to  Imaginary 
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beings,  which,  though  we  cannot  criticTe  like  the  other,  every  one  intuitively  owns  true.  It  has 
kindled  the  wizards  fire,  and  tr.mmed  "  the  fairy's  glow-worm  lamp  ;"  has  moulded  a  Caliban's 
lavage  form,  and  fpun  the  light  down  of  an  Ariel's  wing.  But  this  imaginative  power,  how  ex- 
tenfive  and  wonderful  foever  its  range,  had  dill  fome  elements  from  which  it  could  rafe  this  < 
world  of  fancy,  fome  analogies  from  which  its  ideas  could  be  drawn.  To  the  blmd  no  degree 
of  genius  can  fupply  the  want  of  thefe  with  regard  to  v.fible  cbjefis,  nor  teach  them  that  entrely 
d  ftin<a  fpecies  of  perception  wh'ch  belongs  to  fight.  "  Obje<5ts  of  fight  and  touch  (fays  Berkeley 
very  jufily)  conftitute  two  worlds,  which,  though  neai4y  connected,  bear  no  refcmblance  to  one 
another." 

"  If  we  do  not  afTign  to  Blacklock  any  extraordinary,  or  what  might  be  termed  preternatu- 
ral conception  of  vifible  objed^s,  yet  we  may  fa'rly  claim  for  him  a  fingular  felicity  of  combination 
in  his  ufe  of  the  cxpreflions  by  which  thofe  obje(fl<t  are  diftinguilhed. 

"  Whatever  idea  or  imprefiion  thofe  objedls  of  fight  produced  in  his  mind,  how  Imperfedt  foever 
tliat  idea,  or  how  difierent  foever  from  the  true,  ftill  the  imprefiion  would  be  felt  by  a  mind  fuf- 
ceptible  and  warm  like  Blacklock'*,  that  could  not  have  been  fo  felt  by  one  of  a  coarfcr  and  more 
lluggifli  mold.  Even  the  memory  that  could  treafure  up  the  poetical  attributes  and  expreflions  of 
fuch  objedis,  mufl  have  been  affifted  and  prompted  by  poet.cal  feeling  ;  and  the  very  catalogue  of 
words  which  was  thus  ready  st  command,  was  an  indication  of  that  ardour  of  foul,  which,  from 
hii  infancy,  led  h.m 

Where  the  mufes  haunt 
Smit  with  the  love  of  facred  fong  ; 

as  the  unmean'ng  fyllables  which  compofe  a  name  give  to  the  lover  or  the  friend,  emotions  which 
others  m  :t  were  impufllble  they  fliould  cx'ite." 

The  following  unhiaffed  decifion  of  an  ingenious  foreigner  in  his  favour,  on  confidering  his  po- 
ems, relatively  to  his  fituation,  merits  particular  attention,  as  i:  is  not  liable  to  the  fufpicion  of  par. 
tiality. 

"  Blacklock,"  fays  Profeflor  Denina,  in  his  "  Eflay  on  the  Revolutions  of  Literature,"  to  pofte- 
rlty  will  feem  a  fable,  as  to  the  prefent  age  he  is  a  prodigy.  It  will  be  thought  a  fidtion,  that  a 
man  blind  from  his  infancy,  befides  having  acquired  a  furprifing  knowledge  of  Greek,  Latin  Ita- 
lian, and  French,  ihould,  at  the  fame  time,  be  a  great  poet ;  and,  without  having  almoft  ever  feca 
th£  liglit,  ftiould,  notwitliftanding,  be  Angularly  happy  in  his  defcriptions."' 
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POEMS. 


HORACE,  ODE  I.  IMITATED. 

INSCRIBED  TO 

DR.  JOHN  STEVENSON,  PHYSICIAN  IN 

EDINBURGH. 

O  THOU,  whofe  goodnefs  unconfin'd 
Extends  its  wilh  to  human  kind  ; 
£y  whofe  indulgence  I  afpire 
To  ftrike  the  fweet  Horatian  lyre  : 

There  are  who,  on  th'  Olympic  plain, 
Delight  the  chariot's  fpeed  to  rein; 
Involv'd  in  glorious  dull  to  roll ; 
To  turn  with  glowing  wheel  the  goal ; 
Who  by  repeated  trophies  rite. 
And  ihare  with  gods  their  pomp  and  Ikies, 
This  man,  if  changeful  crowds  admire, 
Fermented  ev'n  to  mad  defire, 
Their  foul  or  villain  to  elate 
To  all  the  hcnours  of  the  ftatc; 
That,  if  his  granary  fecures 
Whate'er  th'  autumnal  fun  matures, 
Pleas'd  his  paternal  field  to  plow. 
Remote  from  each  ambitious  view; 
Vaft  India's  wealth  would  bribe  in  vain, 
To  launch  the  bark,  and  cut  the  main. 

The  merchant,  while  the  weftern  breeze 
Ferments  to  rage  th'  Icarian  feas, 
Urg'd  by  th'  impending  hand  of  fate, 
Extols  to  heav'n  his  country-feat: 
Its  fweet  retirement,  fearlefs  eafe, 
The  fields,  the  air,  the  ftreams,  the  trees  J 
Yet  fits  the  Ihatter'd  bark  again, 
Refolv'd  to  brave  the  tumid  main, 
Refolv'd  all  hazards  to  endure, 
l^Ior  lliun  a  plague,  but  to  be  poor. 

One  with  the  free,  the  gen'rous  bowl, 
Abforbs  his  cares,  and  warms  his  foul: 
Now  wrapt  in  eafe,  fupinely  laid 
Beneath  the  myrtle's  am'rous  fhade  ; 
Now  where  fome  facred  fountain  flows, 
Whole  cadeace  foft  invites  repofe  ; 
"While  half  the  fultry  fumraer's  day 
Pa  filent  piniess  ftea^s  awaj. 


Some  bofoms  boaft  a  fioHer  flame. 
In  fields  of  death  to  toil  for  fame. 
In  war's  grim  front  to  tempt  their  fate ; 
Curft  war  !   which  brides  and  mothers  hate  ; 
As  in  each  kindling  hero's  light 
Already  glows  the  promis'd  fight ; 
Their  hearts  with  more  than  tranfport  bound;, 
While  drums  and  trumpets  mix  their  found. 

Unmindful  of  his  tender  wife, 
And  ev'ry  home-felt  blifs  of  life. 
The  huntfman  in  th'  unflielter'd  plains, 
Heay'n's  whole  inclemency  fuftains  ; 
Mow  fcales  the  fteepy  mountain's  iide. 
Now  tempts  the  torrent's  headlong  tide  ; 
Whether  his  faithful  hounds  in  view. 
With  fpeed  fome  timid  prey  purfue  '. 
Or  fome  fell  monller  of  the  wood 
At  once  his  hopes  and  fnares  elude. 

Good  to  beftow,  like  Heav'n,  is  thine. 
Concurring  in  one  great  defign  ; 
To  cool  the  fever's  burning  rage. 
To  knit  the  feeble  nerves  of  age  ; 
To  bid  young  health,  with  pleafure  crown'd, 
in  rofy  luftre  fmile  around. 

My  humbler  funcflion  fliall  I  name  ; 
My  fole  delight,  my  higheft  aim  ? 
Iiifpir'd  through  breezy  fhades  to  ftray, 
Where  choral  nymphs  and  graces  play  ; 
Above  th'  unthinking  herd  to  foar. 
Who  fink  forgot,  and  are  no  more  ; 
To  fnatch  from  fate  an  honeft  fame. 
Is  all  I  hope,  and  all  I  claim. 
If  to  my  vows  Euterpe  deign 
The  Doric  reed's  mellifluent  flrain, 
I  Nor  Polyhymnia,  darling  mufe  ! 
To  tune  the  Lefbian  harp  refufe. 
But,  if  you  rank  me  with  the  choir. 
Who  touch,  with  happy  hand,  the  lyre; 
Exulting  to  the  (tarry  frame, 
Suftain'd  by  all  the  wings  of  fame. 
With  bays  adorn'd  I  then  (hall  (bar, 
Obfcure,depref5'd,  and  fcorn'd  no  more  ; 
While  envy,  vainly  merit's  foe. 
With  fiible  wings  (hall  flag  below  j 
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And,  doom'd  to  breathe  a  grofler  air, 
To  reach  my  glorious  height,  deipair. 


PSALM  I,  IMITATED. 

How  bleft  the  man,  how  more  than  blefl  I 
Whofe  heart  no  guilty  thoughts  employ  ; 

God's  endlefs  funlTiine  fills  his  breafl, 

And  faiiiing  confcieiice  whilpers  peace  and  joy. 

Fair  retflitude's  unerring  way 

His  heav'n-condudled  fteps  purfiie  • 

While  crowds  in  guilt  and  error  Itray, 

Unftain'd  his  foul,  and  undeceiv'd  his  view. 

While,  with  unmeaning  laughter  gay, 

Scorn  on  her  throne  eredled  high, 
Emits  a  falfe  delufive  ray, 

To  catch  th'  aftoniih'd  gaze  of  folly's  eye ; 

Deep  in  herfelf  his  foul  retir'd, 

Unmov'd,  beholds  the  meteor  blaze, 

And,  with  all-perfed  beauty  fir'd, 

Nature,  and  nature's  God,  intent  furveys- 

Him  from  high  heav'n,  her  native  feat, 

Eternal  wifdom's  felf  infpires  ; 
While  he,  with  purpofe  fix'd  as  fate, 

Purfues  her  didlates,  and  her  charms  admires. 

In  funfliine  mild,  and  temp'rate  air. 
Where  fome  refrefliing  fountain  flows> 

So  nurs'd  by  nature's  tend'rell  care, 

A  lofty  tree  with  autumn's  treafure  glows. 

Around  its  boughs  the  fummer  gale 
With  pleafure  waves  the  genial  wing; 

There  no  unfriendly  colds  prevail. 

To  chill  the  vigour  of  its  endlefs  fpring. 

Amid  its  hofpitable  fliade 

Heav'ns  fueetefl.  warblers  tune  the  lay  ; 
Nor  (hall  its  honours  ever  fade, 

Kor  immature  its  plenteous  fruit  decay. 

By  God's  almighty  arm  fulliiin'd. 

Thus  virtue  foon  or  late  fhall  rife  ; 
Enjoy  her  conqueft,  nobly  gain'd, 

And  fliare  imisortal  triumph  in  the  feies. 

But  fools,  to  facred  wifdom  blind. 

Who  vice's  tempting  call  obey, 
A  dif^"rent  fale  fliali  quickly  find, 

To  every  roaring  ftorm  an  eafy  prey. 

Thus  when  the  warring  winds  arife, 

With  all  their  lawlefs  fury  driv'n. 
Light  chaff  or  dult  inceffant  flies, 

Whirl'd  in  fwift  eddies  through  the  vault  of 
heav'n. 

When  in  tremendous  pomp  array'd, 

Defcending  from  the  op'ning  fky, 
With  full  omnipotence  difplay'd, 

Her  God  fliall  call  on  nature  to  reply  : 

Then  vice,  with  fhame  and  grief  dcprefs'd, 

Tranfix'd  with  horror  and  defpair. 
Shall  feel  hell  kindling  in  her  breaft. 

Nor  to  her  judge  prefer  her  trembling  pray'r : 
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For  with  a  father's  fond  regard, 
To  blifs  he  views  fair  virtue  tendj 

While  vice  obtains  her  juft  reward. 

And  all  her  paths  ia  deep  perdition  encj.. 


AN  HYMN  TO  THE  SUPREME  BEING, 

IN  IMITATION  OF  THE  CIV,  PSALM.  , 

Quid  prius  dicam  folitis  parentis 
Laudibus?  qui  res  horninum  ac  deorum. 
Qui  mare  et  terras,  variifque  mundum 
Teniperat  horis  ?  HoR. 

Arise,  my  foul,  on  wings  feraphic  rife. 
And  praife  th'  Almighty  Sov'reign  of  the  Ikies ; 
In  whom  alone  effential  glory  lliines. 
Which  not  the  heav'n  of  heav'ns,  nor  boundlefs 
fpace  confines. 

When  darknefs  rul'd  withuniverfal  fway. 
He  fpoke,  and  kindled  up  the  blaze  of  day  ; 
Firft,  faireft  offspring  of  the  oranific  word  I 
Which,  like  a  garment, cloth'd  its  fovereign  Lordo 
On  liquid  air  he  bade  the  columns  rife. 
That  prop  the  ftarry  concave  of  the  fkies  * 
Diffus'd  the  blue  expanfe  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  fpread  circumfluent  ether  round  the  whole. 

Soon  as  he  bids  impetuous  tempefts  fly, 
To  wing  his  founding  chariot  through  the  Iky ; 
Impetuous  tempelts  the  command  obey, 
Sultain  his  flight,  and  fweep  the  aerial  way. 
Fraught  with  his  mandates,  from  the  realms  on 

high, 
Unnumber'd  hofts  of  radiant  heralds  fly 
From  orb  to  orb,  with  progrefs  unconiin'd. 
As  lightning  fwift,  rcfilllefs  as  the  wind. 

In  ambient  air  this  pond'rous  ball  he  hung. 
And  bade  its  centre  reft  forever  ftrong  ; 
Heav'n,  air,  and  fea,  with  all  their  ftorms,  iii 

vain 
Aflauljt  the  bafis  of  the  firm  machine. 

At  thy  almighty  voice  old  ocean  raves. 
Wakes  all  his  force,  and  gathers  all  his  v/aves; 
Nature  lius  mantled  in  a  wat'ry  robe. 
And  ihorelefs  billows  revel  round  the  globe  ; 
O'er  higlieft  hills  the  higher  furges  rife, 
Mix  with  tiie  clouds,  and  meet  the  fluid  (kiei. 
But  when  in  thunder  the  rebuke  was  giv'n, 
That  ^loo'^:  th'  eternal  firmament  of  heav'n  ; 
The  grand  rebuke  th'  affrighted  waves  obey^ 
And  in  confufion  fcour  their  uncouth  way  ; 
And  pofting  rapid  to  the  place  decreed, 
Vv'md  down   the  hills,  and   fweep  the   humble 

mead. 
Reludlant  in  their  bounds  the  waves  fubfide  ; 
rhe  bounds,  impervious  to  the  lafhing  tide, 
Retrain  its  rage ;  whilft,  with  incefl'ant  roar. 
It  Ihakes  the  caverns,  and  affaults  the  fliore. 

By  him,  from  mountains  cloth'd  in  lucid  fnow, 
Through  fertile  vales  the  mazy  rivers  flow. 

Here  the  wiLl  horfe,  unconfcious  of  the  rein. 
That  revels  boundlefs  o'er  the  wide  campaign, 
Imbibes  the  filver  furge,  with  heat  oppreft, 
To  cool  the  fever  of  his  glowing  breaft. 
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Here  rifmg  boughs,    adorn'J    with    fummer's 
pride, 
Projedl  their  waving  umbrage  o'er  the  tide  ; 
While,  gently  perchlRir  on  the  leafy  Ipray, 
Each  feather'd  warbler  tunes  his  various  lay  : 
And,  while  thy  praife  they  fvmphonize  around, 
<Jieatioti  echoes  to  the  grateful  found. 
Wide  o'er  the  heav'ns  the  various  bow  he  bends, 
Its  tincflures  brightens,  and  its  arch  extends: 
At  the  glad  fign  the  airy  conduits  flow. 
Soften  the  bills,  and  cheer  the  meads  below: 
By  genial  fervour  and  prolific  rain. 
Swift  vegitation  clothes  the  fmiling  plain  : 
Nature,  profufely  good,  with  blifs  o'erfiows. 
And  ftiU  is  pregnant,  though  flie  fllll  bellows. 

Here  verdant  paftures  wide  extended  lie. 
And  yield  the  grazing  herd  exuberant  fupply. 
Luxuriant  waving  in  the  wanton  air. 
Here  golden  grain  rewards  the  peafawt's  care  : 
Here  vines  mature  with  frefli  carnation  glow, 
And  heav'n  above  difTufes  heav'n  below. 
Erecl  and  tall  heie  mountain  cedars  rife, 
Wave  in  the  ftarry  vault,  and  emulate  the  fkies. 
Here  the  wing'd  crowd,  thatfliim  the  yielding  -j 

air,  I 

With  artful  toil  their  little  domes  prepare  ;         S 
Here  hatch  their  tender  young,  and  nurfe  their  | 

rifingcare.  J 

Up  the  fleep  hill  afcends  the  nimble  doe,  "1 

While  timid  conies  fcour  the  plains  below,  J" 

Or  in  the  pendant  rock  elude  the  fcenting  foe.  J 

He  bade  the  filver  majefty  of  pight 
Revolve  her  circles,  and  increafe  her  light; 
Affign'd  a  ])roviiice  to  each  rolling  fphere. 
And  taught  the  fun  to  regulate  the  year. 
At  his  command,  wide  hov'ring  o'er  the  plain. 
Primaeval  night  rcfumes  her  gloomy  reign  : 
1'hen  from  their  den«,  impatient  of  delay. 
The  favage  monfttrs  bend  iheir  fpeec 
Howl  through   the  fpacicus  walte,  ana  cnaie  » 
their  frighted  prey.  _) 

Here  Halks  the  fliaggy  monarch  of  the  wood. 
Taught  from  thy  providence  to  alk  his  food  : 
To  thee,  O  Father,  to  thy  bounteous  (liies, 
He  rears  his  mane,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eyes  ; 
He  roars;  the  defert  trembles  wide  around, 
And  repercufljve  hills  repeat  the  found. 

Now  orient  pems  the  eaftern  fkies  adorn. 
And  joyful  nature  hails  the  op'ning  morn; 
'I'he  rovers,  confcious  of  approaching  day, 
riy  to  their  flielters,  and  forget  their  prey. 
Laborious  man,  with  mod'rate  (lumber  bleft, 
Springs  cheerful  to  his  toil  from  downy  reft  ; 
Till  grateful  evening,  with  her  argent  train, 
Bid  labour  ceafe,  and  eafe  the  weary  fwain. 

"  Hail  I  fov'reign  goodnefs,  all-produdlive  mindl 
*'  On  all  thy  works  thyfelf  infcril)'d  we  find  : 
■*'  How  various  all,  how  varioufly  endow'd, 
''  How  great  their  number,  and  each  part  how 

•'    good  I 

"  How  pcrfedl  then  mufl  the  grcatParent  fliine,"J 
*'  Who,  with  one  a(ft  of  energy  divine,  > 

•«  Laid  thQ  vaft  plniij  and  finllVd  the  dc.%n  !"  J 


ny  reign  : 
)f  delay,         "i 
eedy  way,      I 
e,  and  chafe  \ 
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Whcr-e'er   the    pleaGng  fearch   my  thoughts 
purfue. 
Unbounded  go«dncfs  rifes  to  my  view; 
Nor  does  our  world  alone  its  influence  fhare ; 
Kxhaufticfs  bounty,  and  unwearied  care 
Extends  through  all  th'  infinitude  of  fpace, 
And  circles  Nature  with  a  kind  embrace. 

'I'hc  azure  kingdoms  of  the  deep  below, 
Thy  povv'r,  thy  wifdom,  and  'hy  goodnefs  fliow; 
Here  multitudes  of  various  beings  flray, 
Crowd  the  profound,  or  on  the  furface  play; 
Tall  navies  here  their  doubtful  way  explore. 
And  ev'ry  produtil  waft  from  ev'ry  fliore  ; 
Hence  meagre  want  expeil'd,  and  fanguine  flrife. 
For  the  mild  charms  of  cultivated  life  ; 
Hence  fecial  union  fpreads  from  foul  to  foul. 
And  India  joins  in  frlendfliip  with  the  pole. 
Here  the  huge  potent  of  the  fcaly  train 
Enormous  fails  incumbent  o'er  the  main. 
An  animated  ifle  ;  and  in  his  way, 
Dalhes  to  hcav'n's  blue  arch  the  foamy  fea  : 
When  fkies  and  ocean  mingle  florni  and  flame. 
Portending  inflant  wiecl:  to  nature's  f.'ame, 
Pleas'd   in   th^;  fccne,  he  mocks,  with  confcious 

pride, 
The  volley'd  light'ning,  and  the  furging  tide; 
And,  while  the  wrathful  element';  engage. 
Foments  with  Jiorrid  fport  the  teinpelt's  rage. 
All  thefc  thy  watchful  providence  fupplies, 
I'o  thee  alone  they  turn  their  waiting  eyes  ; 
For  them  thou  open'll  thy  e^haufllel's  Ifore, 
Till  the  capacious  wiih  can  grafp  no  more. 

But,  if  one  moment  thou  thy  face  fliould'fl  hide. 
Thy  glory  clouded,  or  thy  fmiles  deny'd. 
Then  widow'd  nature  veils  her  mournful  eyes. 
And  vents  her  grief  in  univerfal  cries: 
Then  gloomy  death  with  all  his  meagre  train, 
Wide  o'er  the  nations  fpreads  his  diimal  reign  ; 
Sea,  earth,  and  air,  the  boundlefs  ravage  mourn. 
And  all  their  holls  tx>  native  dud  return. 

But  when  again  thy  glory  is  difplay'd, 
Reviv'd  creation  lifts  her  chcerfal  head  ; 
New  rifing  forms  thy  potent  fmi'es  obey, 
And  life  rekindles  at  the  genial  ray  : 
United  thanks  replenilh'd  nature  pays. 
And  heav'n  and  earth  rcfound  their  maker's  praife. 

When  time  fhall  in  eternity  be  lofl. 
And  hoary  nature  languifh  into  dufl; 
For  ever  young  thy  glory  Ihall  remain, 
Vail  as  thy  being,  endlcfs  as  thy  reign. 
Thou,  from  the  regions  of  eternal  day, 
View'il  all  thy  woiks  at  one  immenfe  furvey  : 
Pleas'd,  thou  behold'fl  the  whole  propenfcly  tend 
To  perfc(Su  happinefs,  its  glorious  end. 

If  thou  to  earth  but  turn  thy  wrathful  eyes. 
Her  balls  trembles,  and  her  offspring  dies. 
Thou  fmit'll  the  hills,  and,  at  th'  Almighty  blow, 
Tiieir  funimits  kindle,  and  their  iinvaids  glow. 

While  this  immortal  fpark  of  heav'nly  flame 
Diifends  my  breaft,  and  animates  my  frame; 
To  thee  my  ardent  praifes  fuall  be  borne 
On  the  firfl  breeze  tiiat  wakes  the  hlufhing  morn : 
The  latell  flar  fhall  hear  the  pleafiiig  found. 
And  nature  in  full  choir  fliall  join  around. 
^Vhen  full  of  thee  my  foul  excurfive  flies 
'J'hrough  air,  earth,  ocean,  or  thy  regal  fkies; 
From  world  to  world,  new  wonders  flill  I  findj 
And  all  the  Godhead  flaflies  on  my  niiod» 
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When,  wine'd  with  whirlwinds,  Vice  fliail  take  its 

flight 
To  the  deep  bofom  of  eternal  night, 
To  thee  my  foiil  fhall  endkfs  praifes  pay: 
Join,  men  and  angels,  join  th'  exalted  lay  ! 

PSALM  CXXXIX.     IMITATED, 

Me,  O  my  God  !  thy  piercing  eye. 

In  motion,  or  at  rtft,  furveys; 
If  to  the  lonely  couch  I  fly. 

Or  travel  through  frequented  v/ays ; 
Where'er  I  move,  thy  boundlefs  reign, 
Thy  mighty  prefcnce,  circles  all  the  fcenc. 

Where  fliall  my  thoughts  from  thee  retire, 
Whofe  view  pervades  my  inmoft  heart  I 

The  latent,  kindling,  young  defire. 
The  word,  ere  from  my  lips  it  part, 

To  thee  their  various  forms  diiplay. 

And  fhine  reveal'd  in  thy  unclouded  day. 

Sehind  me  if  I  turn  my  eyes. 

Or  forward  bend  my  wand'ring  fight, 

Whatever  objecSls  round  me  rile 

Through  the  wide  fields  of  air  and  light  i 

With  thee  imprefs'd,  each  various  frame 

The  forming,  moving,  prefent  God  proclaim. 

Father  of  all,  omnifcient  mind, 

Thy  wifdom  vjho  can  comprehend? 

Its  highefl  point  what  eye  can  find, 
Or  to  its  lowefl;  depths  defcend? 

That  wifdom,  which,  ere  things  began, 

Saw  full  exprefl  th'  all-comprehending  plan ! 

What  cavern  deep,  what  hill  fublime, 

Beyond  thy  reach,  (hall  1  purfue  ? 
What  dark  recefs,  what  dillant  clime, 

Shall  hide  me  from  thy  diflant  view  ? 
Wiiere  from  thy  fpirit  {hall  I  fly, 
Diffufive,  vital,  felt  through  earth  and  Iky  ? 

If  np  to  heav'n's  ethereal  lieight, 

Thy  profpecS  to  elude,  I  rife ; 
In  fplendour  there,  fcverely  bright, 

Thy  prefence  Ihall  my  fight  furprife  : 
There,  beaming  from  their  fource  divini, 
In  full  meridian,  light  and  beauty  Ihine. 

Ecneath  the  pendant  globe  if  laid, 
If  pluiig'd  m  hell's  abyfs  profound, 

!  call  on  night's  impervious  Ihade 
To  fpi-cad  effential  blacknefs  round; 

Conlpicuous  to  thy  wide  furvey, 

Ev'n  hell's  grim  horrors  kindle  into  day. 

Thee,  mighty  God  !  my  wond'ring  foul. 
Thee,  all  her  confcious  powers  adore ; 

Whofe  being  circUmfcribes  the  whole, 
Whofe  eyes  its  utnioft  bounds  explore  : 

Alike  ilkini'd  by  native  light, 

Amid  the  fan's  full  blaze,  or  gloom  of  night. 

If  through  the  fields  of  ether  borne. 
The  living  winds  my  flight  fullain; 

If  on  tlic  rofy  wings  of  morn, 
1  feek  the  diilaiit  weftern  main: 

There,  O  my  G«9d  !  thou  ftill  art  found. 

Thy  pow'r  upholds  pie,  an4  thy  araas  furround. 
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Thy  eff;ncc  fills  this  breathing  frame. 

It  glows  in  cv'ry  confcious  part; 
Lights  up  my  foul  Vv'itli  livelier  flame. 

And  feeds  with  life  my  beating  heart: 
Unfelt  along  my  veins  it  glides, 
And  through  their  mazes  rolls  the  purple  tides. 

While  in  the  filentwomb  enclos'd, 

A  growing  embryo  yet  I  lay. 
Thy  hand  my  various  parts  difpos'd. 

Thy  breath  infus'd  life's  genial  ray; 
Till,  finilh'd  by  thy  wond'rous  plan, 
I  role  the  dread,  majcftic  form  oi  man. 

To  thee,  from  whom  my  being  came, 
Whofe  Imile  is  all  the  heav'n  I  know. 

Replete  with  all  my  wond'rous  theme, 
To  thee  my  votive  ftnims  fhall  flow: 

Great  Archetype!   who  firfl:  defign'd, 

ExprefTive  of  thy  glory,  humankind. 

Who  can  the  (lars  of  heav'n  explore. 

The  flow'rs  that  deck  the  verdant  plain, 

Th'  unnumber'd  fands  that  form  the  fhorc, ' 
The  drops  that  fwell  the  fpacious  main  ? 

Let  him  thy  wonders  publifh  round. 

Till  earth  and  heav'n  s  eternal  throne  refound. 

As  fubterraneous  flames  confin'd. 

From  earth's  dark  womb  impetuous  rife. 

The  conflagration,  fann'd  by  wind. 
Wraps  realms,  and  blazes  to  the  Ikies: 

In  lightning's  flaih,  and  thunder's  roar. 

Thus  vice  fhall  feel  the  tempefl  gf  thy  pow'r. 

Fly  then,  as  far  as  pole  from  pole. 

Ye  fons  of  flaughter,  quick  retire  ; 
At  whofe  approach  my  kindling  foul  i 

Awakes  to  unextinguiflt'd  ire  : 
Fly;  nor  provoke  the  thunder's  aim, 
You,  who  in  fcorn  pronounce  th'  Almighty's  name. 

The  wretch  who  dares  thy  pow'r  defy, 

And  on  thy  vengeance  loudly  call, 
On  him  not  pity's  melting  eye, 

Nor'partial  favour,  e'er  fhall  fall : 
Still  fhall  thy  foes  be  mine,  ilili  Ihare 
Uripity'd  torture,  and  unmix'd  defpair. 

Behold,  O  God !  behold  me  ftand, 

And  to  thy  flricSl  regard  dii'clofe 
W'hate'er  was  adled  by  my  hand, 

Whate'er  my  innioll  thoughts  propofe ; 
If  Vice  indulg'd  their  candour  ftain, 
Be  all  my  portion  bitternefs  and  pain. 

But,  O  !  if  nature,  weak  and  frail. 
To  ftrong  temptations  oft  give  way; 

If  doubt,  or  paflion,  oft  prevail 

O'er  wand'ring  reafon's  feeble  ray; 

I^et  not  thy  frowns  my  fault  reprove. 

But  guide  thy  creature  with  a  father's  love. 

AN  HYMN  TO  DIVINE  LOVE, 

IN    IMITATION    OF    SPENSER. 

No  more  of  lower  flames,  whofe  pleafing  rage 
With  fighs  and  foft  complaints  I  weakly  fed  ; 
At  whole  unworthy  Ihrine,  my  budding  age. 
And  willing  mule,  their  firft  devotion  paid^ 
Fly,  aurfe  of  madncfs,  to  eternal  ihade ; 
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Far  from  my  foui  abjur'd  and  baniHiVi  fiy, 
And  yield  to  nobler  ilrcs,  tha:  lilt  the  i'uul  more 
high. 

O  love  !  coeval  with  thy  parent  God, 
To  thee  1  knec'l,  thy  prcfciit  aid  implore ; 
At  whofe  cclelHai  voice  and  pow'rful  nod 
Old  diL'ord  lied,  and  chaos  ceas'd  to  roar. 
Light  fmil'd,  and  order  rofe,  uufecn  bei'ore, 
jdut  in  the  plan  of  the  eternal  mind, 
When  God  dcfign'd  the  work,  and  lov'd  the 
work  defigri'd. 

Thou  fiU'dft  the  wafte  of  ocean,  earth,  and  air, 
W'itii  multitudes  that  fwim,  or  walk,  or  fly  : 
From  rolling  worlds  defcends  thy  generous  care, 
To  infecfl  crowds  that  'icape  tlie  nicefl  eye  : 
For  each  a  fphere  was  circumicrib'd  hy  thee, 

To  blcf-,  and  to  be  blefi'd,  their  nobleft  end  ; 

To  v/hicli,  with  Ipcedy  courl'c,  they  all  unerrnig 
tend. 

ConFcious  of  thee,  with  nobler  pow'rs  elidu'd, 
Next  man,  thy  darling,  into  being  rofe. 
Immortal,  form'd  for  high  beatitude, 
Which  neither  end  nor  interruption  knov/s, 
Till  evil,  couch'd  in  fraud,  began  his  woes  : 
Theji  to  thy  aid  was  boundiefs  wifdom  join'd, 
And  for  apoilate  man  redemption  thus  deiign'd. 

By  thee,  his  glories  veird  in  mortal  fliroud, 
God's  darling  offspring  left  his  feat  on  high ; 
Andheav'u  andearth,ama2'dandtrembl!ng,V!evv'd 
Their  wounded  So  v'r eign  groan,  and  bleed,  and  die. 
By  thee,  in  triumph  to  his  native  iky. 
On  angels  wings,  the  viiSlor  God  ;ifpir'd. 
Relenting  juilice  fmii'd,  and  frowning  wrath 
retir'd. 

I'o  thee,  munific,  ever-flaming  love! 

One  endleis  hymn  united  nature  fings : 

To  thee  the  hriglit  inliubitants  above 

Tune  the  glad  voice,    and  fweep    the   w:>vbling 

filings. 
From  pc!e  to  pole,  on  ever-waving  wings. 

Winds  waft  thy  pradfe,  by  rolling  planets  tun'd  ; 
Aid  then,  O  Love  !    my  voice  to  emulate  the 
found. 

Jt  comes !  It  comes !  T  feel  internal  day  ; 
T:ansfufive  warmth  through  all  my  bofom  glows; 
My  foul  expanJnig  gives  the  torrent  way  ; 
Tiirough  all  my  veins  it  kindles  as  it  flow:. 
'J'lr.is,  raviih  d  from  the  fccnc  of  night  and  woes. 

Oh  !  fnatch  me,  bear  me  to  thy  happy  reign  ; 

There  teach  my  tongue  tliy  praif;  in  more  exalt- 
ed flrain. 

AN  HYiMN  TO  BENEVOLENCE, 

Hail  !  fource  of  tranfport  ever  new; 
Whilll:  thy  kind  di(flates  I  puriue, 

I  tafte  a  joy  fincere  ; 
Too  vail  for  little  minds  to  know, 
"Wlio  on  themfelves  alone  beftow 

Their  wifaes  and  their  care. 

Daughter  of  God  !  delight  of  man  ! 
From  thee  felicity  began  ; 

Which  ftiil  thy  hand  fi.flaiiu  i 

Vcfc.  XI. 
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By  thee  fv/eet  Tezcz  her  empire  fpread, 
Fair  Science  rais'd  her  laurei'd  head. 
And  Djfcord  gnalh'd  in  chains. 

Enr  as  the  pointed  fi.inbeam  flies, 
I'lirough  peopled  earth  and  fharry  fitles, 

All  nature  owns  thy  nod  : 
xVe  fee  thy  energy  prevail 
Through  being's  evcr-riflng  fcale. 

From  nothing  ev'n  to  God. 

Envy,  that  tortures  her  own  heart 
•With  plagues  and  ever-burning  fmart, 

Tliy  charms  divine  expel : 
Aghail  {he  Ihuts  her  livid  eyes. 
And,  wing'd  with  tenfold  lury,  flies' 

To  natiyc  night  and  hell. 

By  thee  infpir'd,  the  gen'rous  breaft, 
In  biefling  others  only  blefl, 

With  goodnels  large  and  free, 
Delights  the  widow's  tears  to  flay, 
To  teach  the  blind  their  fmoothefl  way. 

And  aid  ths  feeble  knee. 

O  come  !  and  o'er  my  bofom  reign, 
Ex]wnd  my  heart,  inflame  each  vein, 

'Ihrough  ev'ry  a&ion  (bine; 
Each  low'^  each  felhfh,  wifh  controul, ,' 
With  all  thy  effence  warm  my  foul. 

And  make  mc  wholly  thine. 

Nor  let  fair  "Virtue's  mortal  bane, 
Ihe  foul-contradling  thirfl  of  gain, 

Jvly  faintefl  wiihes  fway ; 
Ey  her  polfofs'd,  ere  hearts  refine, 
hi  heil's  dark  depth  fliall  mercy  fhine. 

And  kindle  endlefs  day. 

If  from  thy  facred  paths  I  turn, 

Nor  feci  their  griefs,  while  others  motirnj 

Nor  v.-r.h  their  pleafure>  glow: 
Banifli'd  from  God,  from  I]iif6,  and  thee, 
My  own  tormentor  let  me  be, 

And  groan  in  hopelcfs  vi'oc. 
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AN  HYMN  TO  FOP.TITUDE. 

Night,  brooding  o'er  her  mute  domain, 
in  awful  filcnce  wraps  her  reign; 
Clouds  prefs  on  clouds,  and,  as  they  rife, 
Condeufe  to  foiid  gloom  the  Ikies. 

Portentous,  through  the  foggy  air. 
To  wake  the  drsmun  of  defpair, 
Tlie  raven  hoaife,  and  boding  owl, 
To  Hecate  curit  antlienis  howl. 

Intent,  with  execrable' art, 
To  burn  the  veins,  and  tear  the  heart, 
Tiie  witch,  unhallov>''d  bones  to  raife. 
Through  fun'ral  vaults  and  charnels  flrays ; 
Calls  the  damm'd  fhade  from  ev'ry  cell, 
And  adds  new  labours  to  their  hell. 

And,  fliield  me  Hcav'n!  what  hollow  found^ 
Like  fate's  dread  knell,  runs  eclioing  round  ? 
The  bell  ftrikes  one,  that  magic  iiour, 
Wht.n  rifing  fiends  exert  thei-r  pow'r. 
And  now,  fure  now,  foinc  caui'c  unbleft 
Breathes  more  than  horror  through  mybreall; 
How  deep  tlie  breeze!   how  dim  the  light  I 
V/hat  fpedrcs  fwim  before  my  fight! 
4  ^ 
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My  frozen  limbs  pale  terror  chains, 
And  in  wild  eddies  wheels  my  brains : 
My  icy  blood  forgets  to  r-ell, 
And  death  ev'n  feemsto  feize  my  foul. 
W^hat  facred  pow'r,  what  healing  art. 
Shall  bid  my  foul  herfelf  aiTert ; 
Shall  rouze  th'  immortal  adtive  flame. 
And  teach  her  whence  her  b^ing  came  ? 

O  Fortitude  !  divinely  bright, 
O  Virtue's  child,  and  man's  delight! 
Defcend,  an  amicable  guefl, 
And  with  thy  firmnefs  flcel  my  breail : 
Defcend  propitious  to  my  lays, 
And,  while  my  lyre  refounds  thy  praife, 
With  energy  divinely  llrong. 
Exalt  my  foul,  and  warm  my  fong. 

When  raving  in  eternal  pains. 
And  loaded  with  ten  thoufand  chains. 
Vice,  deep  in  Phlegeton,  yet  lay, 
Nor  with  her  vifage  bladed  day  ; 
No  fear  to  giiiltlefsman  was  known. 
For  God  and  Virtue  reign'd  alone. 
But,  when  from  native  flames  and  night, 
The  curfed  monfler  wing'd  her  flight, 
Pale  Fear,  among  her  hideous  train, 
Chas'd  fweet  Contentment  from  her  reign; 
Plac'd  death  and  hell  before  each  eye. 
And  wrapt  in  mill  the  golden  fky  ; 
Banifli'd  from  day  each  dear  delight. 
And  fhook  with  confcious  flarts  the  night. 

When  from  the  imperial  feats  on  high. 
The  Lord  of  nature  turn'd  his  eye 
To  view  the  ftate  of  things  below ; 
Still  blefl:  to  make  his  creatures  fo  : 
From  earth  he  fav/  Aflrsa  fly, 
And  ftek  her  manfions  in  the  fky  ; 
Peace,  crown'd  with  olives,  left  her  throne. 
And  white  rob'd  Innoc^'nce  was  gone  : 
While  Vice,  revcal'd  in  open  day. 
Sole  tyrant,  rul'd  with  iron  fway  ; 
And  Virtue  veil'd  her  weeping  charms, 
And  i?ed  for  refuge  to  his  arms. 
Her  altars  fcorn'd,  her  fhrines  defac'd — 
Whom  thus  th'  effential  Good  addrefs'd: 

"  Thoii,  whom  my  foul  adores  alone, 
EfTulgent  Iharcr  of  my  throne, 
Fair  emprefs  of  eternity ! 
Who  uncreated  reignTt  like  me  ; 
Whom  I,  who  fole  and  boundlefs  fway, 
With  pleafure  infinite  obey  : 
To  )'on  diurnal  fcenes  belo\v. 
Who  feel  their  folly  in  rheir  woe. 
Again  propitious  turn  thy  flight. 
Again  oppofe  yon  tyrant's  might ; 
To  earth  thy  cloudlefs  charms  difclofe. 
Revive  thy  friends,  and  blafl  thy  foes: 
'l"hy  triumphs  man  fhall  raptur'd  fee, 
j\6i,  fuffer,  live,  and  die  for  thee. 
Bur  fince  all  crimes  their  hell  contain. 
Since  all  mufl  feel  who  merit  pain, 
I.ct  Fortitude  thy  fteps  attend. 
And  be,  like  thee,  to  man  a  friend; 
To  urge  him  on  the  arduous  road. 
That  leads  to  virtue,  blifs,  and  God ; 
'.!'o  blunt  the  fling  of  ev'ry  grief, 
And  be  to  all  a  near  relief." 

He  faid  ;  and  (he,  with  fmiles  divine. 
Which  made  all  hsav'n  more  brightly  fliine, 


To  earth  return'd  with  all  her  traiH, 

And  brought  the  golden  age  again. 

Since  erring  mortals,  unconftrain'd, 

The  God,  that  warms  their  breall,  profan'd. 

She,  guardian  of  their  joys  no  more. 

Could  only  leave  them,  and  deplore : 

They,  now  the  eafy  prey  of  pain, 

Curft  in  their  wilh,  their  choice  obtain  ; 

Till  arm'd  with  heav'n  and  fate,  flie  came 

Her  deflin'd  honours  to  reclaim. 

Vice  and  Iier  Haves  beheld  her  flight. 

And  fled,  like  birds  obfcene,  from  light. 

Back  to  th'  abode  of  plagues  return. 

To  fm  and  fmart,  blajipheme  and  burn. 

ThoTj,  goddefs  !  fince,  with  facred  aid. 
Had  ev'ry  grief  and  pain  allay'd, 
To  joy  converted  ev'ry  fmart. 
And  plac'd  a  heav'n  in  ev'ry  heart: 
By  thee  we  adt,  by  thee  fuilain. 
Thou  facred  antidote  of  pain  ! 
At  thy  great  nod  the  *  Alps  fubfide, 
Relu6>ant  rivers  turns  their  tide  ; 
With  all  thy  force  Alcides  warm'd. 
His  hand  againft  oppreflion  arm'd: 
By  thee  his  mighty  nerves  were  flrung. 
By  thee  his  ftrength  for  ever  young; 
And  whilft  on  brutal  force  he  prefs'd. 
His  vigour,  with  his  foes,  increas'd. 
By  thee,  like  Jove's  almighty  hand, 
Ambition's  havock  to  withlland, 
f  Timoleon  rofe,  the  fcourge  of  fate, 
And  hurl'd  a  tyrant  from  his  flate  ; 
The  brother  in  his  foul  fubdu'd. 
And  warm'd  the  poniard  in  his  blood; 
A  foul  by  fo  much  virtue  fir'd. 
Not  Greece  alone,  but  heav'n  admir'd.  . 

But  in  thefe  dregs  of  human  kind, 
Thefe  days  to  guilt  and  fear  refign'd. 
How  rare  fuch  views  the  heart  elate  ! 
To  brave  the  lafl:  extremes  of  fate  ; 
Like  Heav'n's  almighty  pow'r  ferene. 
With  fix'd  regard  to  view  the  fcene. 
When  nature  quakes  beneath  the  florm. 
And  horror  wears  its  direft  form. 
Though  future  worlds  are  now  defcry'd, 
Though  Paul  has  writ,  and  Jefus  dy'd, 
Difpell'd  the  dark  infernal  Ihade, 
And  all  the  heav'n  of  heav'ns  difplay'd  ; 
Curft  with  unnum.ber'd  groundlei's  fears, 
How  pale  yon  fniv'ring  wretch  appears  ! 
For  him  the  day-light  fiiines  in  vain. 
For  him  the  fields  no  joys  contain  ; 
Nature's  whole  charms  to  him  are  lofl. 
No  more  the  woods  their  mufic  boafl ; 
No  more  the  meads  their  vernal  bloom, 
No  more  the  gales  their  rich  perfume : 
Impending  mills  deform  the  iky, 
And  beauty  withers  in  his  eye. 
In  hopes  his  terror  to  elude. 
By  day  he  mingles  with  the  crowd  ; 
Yet  finds  his  foul  to  fears  a  prey, 
In  bufy  crowds,  and  open  day. 


*   y^Uuu/ng  io  the  Hipory  of  Hamnhat, 
■j-   Tinwleon,  having  !or,g  in  nmin  importuned  his  l>7 
ther  to  rcftgn  the  dcjpoftf/n  of  Corhitb,  at   lajl   rejlor 
the  liberty  of  the  people,  byfatbir.g  */«.— Vide  Vlv 
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'  night  his  lonely  vfvMc  furprift', 
''hit  horrid  vifions  round  him  rife! 
hat  blalled  oak,  wliieh  mtets  his.  way, 
town  by  the  meteor's  fudden  ray, 
he  midniglu  injrd'rer's  kuo\\.'ii  retreat, 
ill  heav'n's  avengeful  boh:  of  lato  ; 
he  clafhing  chain,  the  groan  profound, 
oud  from  yon  ruin'd  tow'tr  relound ; 
ad  now  the  fpot  he  feems  to  tread, 
''here  fome  fclf-fliughter'd  corfe  was  laid ; 
^e  feeis  fixt  earth  beneath  him  bend, 
eep  mumurs  from  her  caves  afceud  ; 
iU  ail  hii  foul,  by  fancy'd  fway'd, 
;es  lurid  phantoms  crowd  the  ihade  ; 
i'hile  (hroudcd  manes  palely  itarc, 
nd  beck'ning  wilh  to  breathe  their  care : 
hus  real  woes  from  ralfc  he  bears, 
.nd  feels  the  death,  the  htii,  he  fears. 
O  thou  !   whole  fniric  warms  my  fong, 
Ihh  energy  divinely  ftrong, 
red:  his  foul,  confirm  his  breaft, 
.nd  let  hull  know  the  tweets  of  refl ; 
ill  ev'ry  human  pain  and  care, 
.11  that  rnay  be,  and  all  that  are, 
lit  faife  imagin'd  ills  appear 
encath  our  hope,  or  grief,  or  fear, 
tnd,  if  I  right  invoke  thy  aid, 
y  thee  be  all  my  woes  allay'd  ; 
iith  fcorn  inltruft  me  to  defy 
npofmg  fear,  and  lawlels  joy  ; 
b  ftruggie  through  this  fcene  of  (Irife, 
'he  pains  of  death,  the  pangs  of  life, 
^ith  conflant  brow  to  meet  my  fate, 
Old  meet  ftiU  more,  huanthe's  hate, 
ind,  when  fome  fwain  her  charm.-  Ihall  claim, 
/ho  feels  not  half  my  gen  rous  flame, 
/ho[i  cares  her  angcl-voice  beguiles, 
•n  whoiTi  fhe  bends  her  hcav'iiiy  fiiijles; 
or  whom  Ihe  weeps,  for  whom  ihe  glows, 
In  whom  her  treaiur'd  foul  bellows; 
/hen  perfedt  mutual  joy  they  iliare, 
Lh!  joy  enlianc'd  by  my  d^fpair  1 
di.x  beings  in  each  flaming  kifs, 
Lnd  bleil,  ftiU  rife  to  higher  blifs: 
'hen,  then,  e.Kcrt  thy  utmoil  pow'r, 
ind  teach  me  being  to  endure  ; 
iCil  reafc'i  from  the  helm  fliould  ftart, 
md  lawlefs  fury  rule  my  heart ; 
,eil  madnefo  all  my  foul  fubdue, 
'o  alk  her  Maker,  what  doll  thou  .' 
'et,  coald'fl  thou  in  tiiat  dreadful  hour, 
»n  my  rack'd  foul  a  1  Letiie  pour, 
)r  fail  me  v/ith  the  gelid  breeze, 
"hat  chains  in  ice  th"  indignant  feas; 
»r  w!  ap  my  heart  in  tenfold  ileel, 
.ftili  am  man,  and  ftill  muil  feel. 

THE  WISH  SATISFIED. 

AN    IRREGULAR   ODE. 

'oo  lon?r,  my  fonl !   thou'rt  toft  below. 
From  hope  to  hope,  from  fear  to  fear : 

[ovv  great,  hov  laiting  eVry  woe! 
Each  joy  how  fliort,  how  infmcerc  ! 

urn  around  thy  fearching  -yes 
"hrough  all  the  bright  varieties; 
And,  with  cxadleil  care, 


Scled  fiom  all  the  fliining  crowd. 
Some  laiting  j«y,  fome  lov' reign  good. 
And  fi.'i  iliy  vvilhes  there. 

With  toil  amafs  a  mighty  flore 

t)f  glowing  ftones,  or  yeibw  ore  ; 

Plant  the  iietds  with  golden  gra;:i. 

Crowd  with  lov>  ing  herds  the  piaai, 

Bid  the  marble  dji.ies  afceud, 

liid  the  pleafant  vie>v'  extend, 

Streams  and  griives,  and  woods  appear. 

And  fpiiiig  and  autumn  fill  the  vxa.-  : 

Sure,  thelc  are  joys.,  lull,  permanent,  ilncere; 

Sure,  now  each  boundlefs  wilh  can  alk  no  more. 

On  rofesnow  reciia'd, 

1  languilh  into  re.'; 
No  vacuum  in  my  mind, 

No  craving  wiih  unbitll : 
But  ah  I    ill  v:iin, 
Some  abfcnt  joy  ftill  gives  me  pain. 

By  toys  elated,  or  by  toys  depreft. 

What  melting  joy  cAn  footh  my  grief? 
What  balmy  pieafare  yield  my  Ibu!  relief? 
'  f  is  found;  the  biifs  already  warms, 
Sunk  in  love's  perfualive  arms, 

Enjoying  and  enjoy 'd  : 
To  talle  variety  of  charms 

Be  ev'ry  happy  hour  employ'd- 

As  the  fpeedy  moments  roll, 

Let  fome  new  joy  confpire; 
Hehe,   fill  the  rofy  bowl ; 

Orpheus,  tune  the  lyre  ; 
To  new-born  raprure  wake  the  foul. 

And  kindle  young  defirc: 
While,  a  beauteous  choir  around. 
Tuneful  virgins  join  the  .•'ound. 
Panting  bcfonis,  fpeaking  eyes. 
Yielding  fmiles,  and  tremDiing  fighs: 
Throiigh  melting  error  let  their  voices  rove. 
And  trace  the  inchanting  maze  of  harmony  and 
love. 

Still,  ftill  infatiate  of  delight 

iVly  withes  open,  as  my  joys  increafe  : 

Wha.  now  (hall  ilop  the^r  relllefa  flight. 
And  yield  them  kind  rddrefs  ? 

For  fonietliing  ilill  unknown  I  figh, 

Beyond  what  ftrikes  the  touch,  the  ear,  or  eye ; 

Whence  fhall  I  feek,  or  how  purfue 

'i  he  phantom,  that  eluiles  my  view, 
And  cheats  my  fond  embrace. 

Thus,  while  her  wanton  toils  fond  pleafure  fpread) 

By  ftnfe  and  p.ilTion  biindly  led, 

I  chas'd  the  Syren  through  the  flow'ry  maze, 

And  courted  deafh  ten  thoufand  ways: 

Kind  Heav'n  beheld,  with  pitying  eyes, 

My  reftkfs  toil,  my  fruitiefs  fighs  ; 

And,  from  the  realms  cf  cndiefs  day, 

A  bright  immortal  wing'd  his  way  ; 

Swift  as  a  fun-beam  down  he  flew. 

And  ftood  difciosd,  eflulgcnt  to  njv  view. 

«  Fond  man,  he  cry'd,  thy  fruitiefs  fearch  fof' 

"  bear ; 
"  Nor  vainly  hope,  within  this  narrow  fphere, 
"   A  Certain  happiiiefs  to  find, 
"  Unbounded  us  diy  wifli,  eternal  as  thy  mind; 
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"  In  God,  in  perfect  good  alone,  i 

"  The  anxious  foul  can  find  repofe  ;  i 

"  Nor  to  a  blifs  beneath  his  throne, 

"  One  hour  of  full  enjoyment  owes: 
"  He.  only  he,  can  fill  each  wide  defire, 

"  Whe  to  each  wifli  its  being  gave; 
"  Not  all  the  charms  which  mortal  wiihes  fire, 
"  Not  a'l  which  angels  in  the  Ikies  admire, 

•'  But  God's  paternal  fmile,  can  bid  it  ceafe  to 
"  crave. 
"  Him  then  purfue,  without  delay; 
"  He  is  thy  prize,  and  virtue  is  thy  way." 
Then  to  the  winds  his  radiant  plumes  he  fpread, 
And  from  my  wondring  eyes,  more  fwift  than 
lightning  fled.. 

TO  HAPPINESS. 

AN    ODE. 

The  morning  dawns,  the  ev'ning  fliades 

Fair  nature's  various  face  difguife  ; 
No  fcene  to  reft  my  heart  perfuades. 

No  moment  frees  from  tears  my  eyes  i 
Whate'er  once  charm'd  the  l.iughing  hour, 
Nov,'  boafts  no  more  its  plcafing  povv'r; 
Each  former  objedi  of  delight, 
Beyond  redemption,  wings  its  flight ; 
And,  where  it  fmil'd,  the  darling  of  my  fight, 

Profpedls  of  woe  and  horrid  phantoms  rife. 

O  Happinefs !  immortal  fair, 

V/here  does  thy  fubtile  effence  dwell .? 

Dofl:  thou  relax  the  hermit's  care. 
Companion  in  the  lonely  cell? 

Or,  dofl.  thou  on  the  funny  plain 

Infpire  the  reed,  and  cheer  the  fwain  ^ 

Or,  fcornful  of  each  low  retreat, 

On  fortune's  favour  dofh  thou  wait; 

And,  in  the  gilded  chambers  of  the  great, 
Protradl  the  revel,  and  the  pleafure  fwell ! 

Ah  me  !  the  hermit's  cell  explore ; 

'I  hy  abf;nce  he,  like  me,  com.plalns; 
Wiiil:  murm'ring  ftreams  aloiig  the  fhorej 

Echo  the  love-fick  Ihepherd's  flrains  : 
Nor,  vherc  the  gilded  domes  afpirc, 
Dc'gn'fl  thou,  O  goddefs!  to  retire  : 
Though  there  the  loves  and  graces  play, 
Though  wine  and  mufic  court  thy  ftay  ; 
I'iiou  fly'ft,  alas  !   and  who  can  trace  thy  v/av. 

Or  fay  what  place  thy  heav'nly  form  contains  ? 

If  to  mankind  I  turn  my  view, 

Flatter'd  with  hopes  of  Iccial  joy; 
Rapine  and  blood*  mankind  purfue, 

As  God  had  form'd  them  to  deflroy, 
Difcord,  at  v.hofe  tremendous  view 
Hell  quakes  with  horror  ever  new, 
No  mcjre  by  endlefs  niglu  deprelt. 
Fours  all  her  venom  through  eachbrenf!:; 
And,  while  deep  groans  and  carnage  are  increas'd, 

Smiles  grim,  the  rifing  mifchief  to  enjoy. 

Hence,  hence,  indignant  turn  thine  eyes, 

To  my  dejeded  foul  1  faid  ; 
See,  to  the  flradc  Kuainlie  files, 

Go,  find  Euanthe  in  ,he  fliade: 
Her  angcl-i'orm  thy  fight  fliall  charm. 
Thy  heart  hex  angcd-goodntfs  warm ; 
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There  fliall  no  wants  thy  fleps  purfutf. 
No  wakeful  care  contradt  thy  brow  ; 
Mufic  each  found,  and  beauty  ev'ry  vieWj 
Shall  ev'ry  fonfe  with  full  delight  invade. 

Exulting  in  the  charming  tliought. 

Thither  with  Jiafty  fleps  I  prefs; 
And  while  th'  enchanting  maid  I  fought, 

Thank'd  heav'n  for  all  my  pafl  diflrefi; 
increafing  hopes  my  journey  cheer'd. 
And  now  in  reach  the  blifs  appear'd  ; 
Grant  this  fole  boon,  O  fate  !  1  cry'd  ; 
Be  all  thy  other  gilts  deny'd, 
In  this  fhall  all  my  ■^'ifhcs  be  fupply'd; 

And  fure  a  love  like  mine  deferves  n«  lefs* 

In  vain,  alas!  in  vain  my  pray'r ; 

Fate  mix'd  the  accents  with  the  wind; 
Th'  ilkifive  form  diflblv'd  in  air, 

ylnd  left  my  foul  to  grief  refign'd : 
As  far  from  all  my  hopes  fhe  5ies, 
As  deepefl  feas  from  loftieft  fliies : 
Yet,  fliil,  on  fancy  deep  impreft, 
The  fad,  the  dear  ideas  refl;; 
Yet  fliil  the  recent  forrov/s  heave  my  breafl. 

Hang  black  o'er  life,  and  prey  upon  my  mind 

Ah  !  goddefs,  fcarce  to  mortals  known. 
Who  with  thy  fliadov/  madly  ftray. 

At  length  from  Heav'n,  thy  facred  throne. 
Dart  through  my  foul  one  cheerful  ray  : 

Ah!   with  fome  facred  lenient  art, 

Allay  the  anguifli  of  my  heart ; 

Ah!  teach  me,  patient  to  fuftain 

Life's  various  flores  of  grief  and  pain; 

Or,  if  I  thus  prefer  my  pray'r  in  vain, 
Soon  let  me  find  thee  in  eternal  day. 

ON  EUAWTHE's  ABSCENCE, 

AN    ODE. 

Blest  Heav'n!  and  thou  fair  world belovft 
Is  there  no  cure  to  footh  my  fmart  ? 

No  balm  to  heal  a  lover's  woe, 

That  bids  his  eyes  for  ever  flow, 

Confnmes  his  foul,  and  pines  his  heart? 

And  will  no  friendly  arm  above 

Relieve  my  tortur'd  foul  from  love  ? 

As  fwift  defcending  fhow'rs  of  rain. 

Deform  with  mud  the  cleareft  ftreams ; 
As  rifing  mlfts  heav'n's 'azure  ftain, 
Tir.g'd  with  Aurora's  blufti  in  vain  ; 

As  fades  the  flow'r  in  mid-day  beams ; 
On  life  thus  tender  forrows  prey, 
And  wrap  in  gloom  its  promis'd  day. 

Ye  plains,  where  dear  Euanthe  ftrayg, 

Ye  various  objects  of  her  view, 
Bedeck'd  in  beauty's  brighteft  blaze  ; 
Let  all  its  forms,  and  all  its  rays, 

Where-e'er  flie  turns,  her  eyes  purfue  : 
All  fair  as  fhe  let  nature  fliine  : 
Ah  !  then  how  lovely  !  how  divine ! 

VVhere-c'er  the  thymy  vales  defcend, 

And  breathe  ambrofial  fragrance  round. 
Proportion  juft,  thy  line  extend. 
And  teach  the  profpecS  where  to  end ; 
While  woods  or  mountains  isark  the  bsunir 
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That  each  fajr  fcene  which  firikes  her  eye, 
Ivl-y  charm  v^ith  fweet  variety. 

Ye  ftreams  that  in  perpetual  flow, 

.Still  warbk  on  your  mazy  way, 
Murmur  Kuanthe,  as  you  go  ; 
J^furmur  a  love-fick  poet's  woe  : 

Yc  ftathei'd  warbltrs,  join  the  lay; 
Sing  how  I  fufier,  how  complain  ; 
Yet  name  not  hira  v/ho  feels  the  pain. 

And  thou,  eternal  ruling  Pow'r! 

lilpotlefs  virtue  claims  thy  care, 
Around  unheard-of  bleffings  fliow'r ; 
Let  fome  new  plcafiire  crown  each  hour, 

And  maki'  her  bleft,~as  good  and  fair : 
Of  all  thy  works,  to  mortals  known, 
TJie  bell  and  fairell  Ihe  alone. 

TO  A  YOUNG  GENTLEMAN  BOUND 
FOR  GUINEA. 

AN    ODE. 

Attend  ihe  mufe,  whofe  numbers  flow 
Paithful  to  lacred  friendfhip's  woe  ; 

And  let  the  Scotian  lyre 
Obtain  thy  pity  and  thy  care  : 
While  thy  lov'd  walks  and  native  air 

The  folemn  founds  infpire. 

That  native  air,  thefe  walks  no  rnofc 
iikft  with  their  fav'rite,  now  deplore, 

And  join  the  plaintive  ftrain  : 
While,  urg'd  by  winds  and  waves,  he  files, 
"Where  uuknown  ilars,  through  unknown  ikies, 

Their  tracklefs  courfe  maintain. 

Yet  tliink  :  by  ev'ry  keener  fmart. 
That  thrills  a  friend  or  brother's  heart ; 

By- all  the  griefs  that  rife. 
And  with  dumb  anguiih  heave  thy  breafl:, 
When  abfence  robs  thy  foul  of  reft. 

And  fwells  with  tears  the  eyes  : 

By  all  our  farrows  ever  new, 

Think  v-'hom  you  Hy,  and  what  purfue; 

And  judge  by  your's  our  pain  : 
Trom  tViendfhip's  dear  tenacious  arms. 
You  f.y  perhaps  to  war's  alarms, 

To  angry  fkies  and  main. 

The  fmiling  plain,  the  folemn  fnade, 
V/ith  all  the  various  charms  difplay'd, 

That  fummer's  face  adorn  ; 
Summer,  v/ith  all  that's  gay  or  fweet. 
With  tranfport  longs  thy  fenfe  to  meet. 

And  courts  thy  dear  return. 

The  gentle  fun,  the  fanning  gale. 
The  vocal  wood,  the  fragrant  vale. 

Thy  prefence  ail  implore  : 
Can  then  a  wafle  of  fea  and  fky, 
That  knows  no  limits,  charm  thine  eye. 

Thine  car  the  tempefl's  roar  .•' 

Bet  why  fuch  weak  attraclions  name, 
"While  ev'ry  warmer  focial  claim 

Derriands  the  mournful  lay  ? 
Ah  !  hear  a  brother's  moving  fighs. 
Through  tears,  behold  a  filler's  ej-»8 

^wit  a  faded  ray. 
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I  Thy  young  allies,  hy  nature  taught 
'I'o  f'-el  the  tender  pang  of  thought. 

Which  friends  in  abfence  claim; 
To  tliee,  with  forrow  all-Gncerc, 
Oft  pay  the  tributary  tear. 

Oft  iifp  with  joy  thy  name. 

Nor  thefe  thy  abfence  mourn  alone, 

O  dearly  lov'd  !   though  faintly  known; 

One  yet  unfung  remains  : 
Nature,  when  fcarcc  fair  light  he  knew, 
Snjtch'd  heav'n,  earth,  beauty  from  his  vlc^, 

And  darkucfs  round  him  reigns. 

Tlie  mufe  with  pity  view'd  his  doom  ; 
And  darting  thrciigh  th'  eternal  gloom 

An  intelledual  ray. 
Bade  him  with  aiufic's  voice  infpire 
The  plairjtive  flute,  the  fprightly  lyre, 

And  tune  th'  impalTion'd  lay. 

Thus,  though  defpairing  of  relief, 
W itli  ev'ry  mark  of  heart-felt  grief, 

Thy  abfence  we  complain  : 
While  now  perhaps  th'  aufpicious  gale 
Invites  to  fpread  the  flying  fail. 

And  all  our  tears  are  vain. 

Proted  him  Heav'n  :  but  hence  each  fear  y 
Since  endlefs  goodnefs,  endlefs  care 

This  mighty  fabric  guides  ; 
Con^nands  the  tempefl  vv'hcre  to  flray. 
Directs  the  hghtning's  Hunting  way. 

And  rules  the  refluent  tides. 

^'ec,  from  th'  eff'ulgence  of  his  reign, 
With  pleas'd  furvey,  Omnifcience  dcig« 

I'hy  wondrous  yvorth  to  view  : 
See,  from  the  realms  of  endlefs  day, 
immortal  guardians  wing  their  way. 

And  all  thy  fteps  purfue. 

If  fable  clouds,  whofe  wombs  contain 
The  murm'ring  bolt,  or  dafliing  rain. 

The  blue  fcrene  deform ; 
Myriads  from  hcav'n's  etherial  height, 
bh:ill  clear  the  gloom,  reftore  the  light. 

And  chafe  th'  impending  ftorm. 

AN  IRREGULAR  ODE, 

SENT   TO    A    LADY   ON    HER   M  AR  RI  AGE-DA  V, 

Wi  rn  all  your  wings  ye  moments  fly. 

And  drive  the  tardy  fun  along  ; 
Till  that  glad  morn  {hall  paint  the  Iky, 

Vi'hich  wakes  the  mufe,  and  claims  the  rap. 
tur'd  fong. 

Pee  nature  with  our  wilhes  join, 
To  aid  the  dear,  the  blefl  riefign  ; 
See  time  precipitate  his  way. 
To  bring  th'  expected  happy  day  ; 
See,  th.e  wifh'd-for  dawn  appears, 
A  more  than  wonted  glow  fhe  wears : 

Hark  !  hymencals  found  ; 
Each  mufe  awakes  her  fofteft  lyre ; 
Each  airy  warbler  fwells  the  choir; 

'Tis  mufic  all  around. 

Awake  ye  nymphs  the  blulhlng  bride, 
T'  eclipfe  Aur»ra'»  loiy  pride ; 
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While  virgin  fhame  retards  her  way, 

And  Love,  haU-angry,  chides  her  ftay  ; 

'While  hopes  and  fears  alternate  reign, 

lEterniinelinjr  Hifs  and  pain  ; 

O'er  al!  her  ;iiarms  diffuie  peculiar  grace, 

Paut  in  her  fhiv'ring  heart,  and  vary  in  her  face. 

At  length  confent,  reludlant  fair, 

To  olefs  thy  long-expedting  lover's  eyes  ! 
Too  lorg  his  fighs  are  loft  in  air. 

At  leneih  refign  the  hhfs  for  which  he  dies: 
Th<-  mules,  prefcitnt  of  your  futuie  joys. 

Dilate  my  foul    and  prompt  the  cheerful  lay  ; 
Whi  e  they,  through    coming   times,    with    glad 
furprife. 

The  long  fuccefllve  brightning  fcenes  furvey. 

Lo '   to  your  fight  a  blooming  offspring  rife. 
And  add  new  ardour  to  tlie  nuptial  ties, 

^V'hilv  in  each  form  you  both  united  fhine  ; 
Frefh  honoi-rs  v^'ait  )'our  temples  to  adorn  : 
For  you  glad  Ceres  fills  the  flowing  horn. 

And  Heav'nandfaie  to  blefs  your  days  combine. 

Wh  le  life  gives  pleafure,  life  fhall  ftill  remain, 
Til;  death,  with  gentle  hand,  fliall  fhut  the  plea- 

fing  fcene  : 
Safe  fable  guide  to  that  celeflial  fhore. 
Where  pleafure  knows  no  end,  and  change  is  fear'd 

no  more ! 


TO  A  COQUETTE, 


At  length  vain,  airy  flutt'rer  fly; 
Nor  vex  t!  e  public  car  and  eye 

With  a  1  h  •  noifie  und  glare  -. 
Thy  wiler  kindred  gnats  b'-hold, 
All  flirouded  in  their  parent  mould, 

Forfake  the  chilling  air. 

Of  conquefl  there  they  fafely  dream  ; 
Nor  gentle  breeze,  nor  tranfient  gleam,, 

Allures  them  forth  to  play  : 
But  thou    alike  in  froft  and  flame, 
Infatiate  of  the  cruel  game, 

Still  on  mankind  would'fl  prey. 

Thy  confcious  charms,  thy  pracStis'd  arts, 

1  hofe  adventitious  beams  that  round  thee  fhine 

Referve  for  unexperienc'd  hearts: 

Superior  fpells  defpair  to  conquer  mine. 

Go,  bid  the  funfliine  of  thine  eyes 
Melt  rigid  winter,  warm  the  Ikies, 

And  let  the  rivers  free; 
O'er  fields  immers'd  in  frofl  and  fnow. 
Bid  flow'r-  with  fmiling  verdure  grow; 

Then  hope  to  loften  me. 

No,  Heav'n  and  freedom  witnefs  bear. 
This  heart  no  fecond  frown  fhall  fear. 

No  fecond  yoke  fu flain  : 
Enough  of  female  fcorn  I  know  ; 

Scarce  fate  could  break  my  chain. 

Ye  hours,  confum'd  In  hopelefs  pain. 

Ye  trees,  infcnb'd  with  many  a  flamino-  vow 

Ye  echoes,  olt  invok'd  in  vain, 

Ye  moon-light  walks,  ye  tinkling  riils,  adieu  ! 


THE   WORKS   OF   BLACKLOCK. 


Your  paint  that  idle  hearts  contronis; 
Your  fairy  nets  for  feeble  fouls, 

By  partial  fancy  wrought; 
Your  Syren  voice,  your  tempting  air. 
Your  borrow'd  vifage  falfely  fair. 

With  me  avail  you  nought. 

Let  ev'ry  charm  that  wakes  defire. 
Let  each  enfnaring  art  confpire ; 

Not  all  can  hurt  my  reft : 
Touch'd  by  *  Ithuriel's  potent  fpear, 
At  once  unmafk'd  the  fiends  appear, 

In  native  blacknefs  dreft. 

The  fpeaking  glance,  the  heaving  breaft. 
The  cheek  with  lilies  ting'd  and  rofy  dye; 

Falie  joys,  which  ruin  all  who  tafte. 

How  fwifc  they  fade  in  reafon's  piercing  eye  I 

Seefl  thou  yon  taper's  vivid  ray. 
Which  emulates  the  blaze  of  day, 

Diffufing  far  its  light  f 
Though  it  from  blafls  fhall  fland  fecurc. 
Time  urges  on  the  deflin'd  hour, 

And  lo  !  it  finks  in  night. 

Such  is  thy  glory,  fuch  its  date, 
Wav'd  by  the  Iportive  hand  of  fate, 

A  while  to  catch  our  view  : 
Now  bright  to  hcav'n  the  blaze  afpires, 
Then  fudden  from  our  gaze  retires. 

And  yields- to  wonders  new. 

Like  this  poor  torch,  thy  haughty  airs. 

1  hy  fhort-liv'd  fplendor  on  a  pufF  d  pends; 
And  loon  as  fate  the  flroke  prepares. 

The  fiafli  in  dull  and  nauleous  vapours  ends. 

ON  THE  REFINEMENTS  IN  METAPHY- 
SICAL PHILOSOPHY. 


False  wifdom,  fly  Vk^ith  all  thyf  owls; 
The  duff  and  cobwebs  of  the  Ichools 

i  or  me  have  charms  no  more; 
The  giofs  Minerva  of  our  d.ys. 
In  mighty  bulk  my  learn'd  |  effays 

Reads  joyful  o'er  and  o'er. 

Led  by  her  hand  a  length  of  time, 

ihiough  lenfe  and  nonfcnfe,  profe  andrbymCj 

1  beat  my  painful  vi^ay  ; 
Long,  longrevoiv'd  tlie  myflic  page 
Uf  many  a  Dutch  and  German  fage, 

And  hop'd  at  lafl  for  day. 

But  as  the  mole,  hid  under  ground, 

Jjtill  works  more  dark,  as  more  proloundj 

So  all  my  toils  were  va;n  : 
For  truth  and  fenle  mJignant  fly, 
As  far  as  ocean  from  the  fky, 

From  ail  the  formal  train. 


*   Sc-e  Paradife  Lcjl,  look  IV.  verfd  8lO. 

■)■  fonnc'Uy  the  hird  of  Jf/lineriia^  Lirt  by  the  moderns 
.fcrlbed  .0  Dullnefs. 

\  Thi  ^utbot,  like  others  of  ore.it er  name,  had  for- 
malj  aitiiiijititt  ts  demofiflraU  matters  of  fact  a  priori« 


POEM    S. 


ti7S 


The  *  Stagyrite,  whofe  fruitful  quill 
OVr  free-born  nature  lords  it  Hill, 

Sudain'd  by  foiui  ana  phrafe 
Of  dire  porttnt  and  folemn  lound, 
Where  meaning  feldom  can  be  found, 

From  me  fhall  gam  no  praife. 
But  you  who  would  be  truly  wife, 
To  nature's  light  unveil  your  eyes, 

Her  gentle  call  obey  : 
She  leads  by  no  fall'e  wand'ring  glare, 
No  voice  ambiguous  {liikes  your  ear. 

To  bid  you  vainly  Ihay. 
Not  in  the  gloomy  cell  reclufe, 
For  noble  deeds  orgen'rous  views, 

She  bids  us  watch  the  night ; 
Fair  virtue  {hints,  to  all  diiplay'd. 
Nor  alks  the  tardy  fchoolman's  aid, 

To  teach  us  what  is  right. 

Pleafure  and  pain  fhe  fets  in  view, 
And  which  to  fliun,  and  which  purfue, 

Inllrucls  lier  pupil's  heart : 
Then  letter'd  pride,  fay  what  they  gain. 
To  maik  with  fo  much  fruitlefs  pain, 

Thy  ignorance  with  art  ? 

Thy  fliff  grimace,  and  awful  tone, 
An  idiot's  wonder  move  alone  ; 

And,  fpite  of  all  thy  rules. 
The  wife  in  ev'ry  age  conclude 
Thyfairefl  profpedis,  rightly  view'd, 

The  paradife  of  fools. 

The  gamefter's  hope,  when  doom'd  to  lofe, 
The  joys  of  wine,  tl;e  wanton's  vows. 

The  faithlefs  calm  at  fea. 
The  courtier's  word,  the  crowd's  applaufe, 
The  Jefuit's  faith,  the  fei;fc  of  laws, 

Are  not  more  falfe  tlian  thee. 

Bleft  he  !  who  fees,  without  furprife, 
1'he  various  fyllems  fail  and  nle. 

As  fliifts  the  fickle  gale; 
"W'hile  all  their  utinolt  force  exert. 
To  wound  the  foe's  unguarded  part. 

And  all  alike  prevail. 

Thus  (facrtd  f  bards  of  yore  have  fung). 
High  Heav'n  with  martial  clamours  rung, 

And  deeds  of  mortal  >vraih ; 
When  cranes  and  pigmies  glory  fought. 
And  in  the  fields  of  ether  lought. 

With  mutual  wounds  and  death. 

Let  Logic's  fons  mechanic  throng, 
Their  fyl'ogiflic  war  prolong. 

And  rcafon's  empire  boalt : 
Enflirin'd  in  deep  congenial  gloom. 
Eternal  vi'rangling  be  ihetr  doom. 

To  truth  anu  nature  left  ! 

Amus'd  by  fancy's  fleeting  fire. 
Let  I  Malebranche  Hill  for  truth  inquire, 
And  rack  his  aching  fight : 

•  Arijlotle,  inventor  offylLgifms,  asfucb  only  men- 
tioned here, 

■j-   See  Homer. 

\  He  thought  the  medium  by  •which  fenfible perceptions 
lucre  conveyed  to  us,  %uas  God  ;  in  whoje  e£enie  truth 
•uasfscn,  as  in  a  mirror. 


W^hile  the  coy  goddcfs  wings  her  way. 
To  fccncs  of  uncreated  day, 
^■Vblorb'd  in  dazzling  light. 

With  firmer  ftep  and  graver  guife, 
Whilft  *  Locke  in  confi-ious  triumph  tries 

Her  dwelling  to  explore  ; 
Swift  (he  eludtb  his  arcient  chafe, 
A  ihadov*'  courts  lus  tond  embrace, 

Which  I  Hobbes  carefu'd  before. 

Let  X  Dodwell  with  the  fathers  join, 
To  firip  of  energy  divine 

I'iie  heav'n-dcfcendcd  foul ; 
The  tell  oi  fcnie  let  ||  Berkley  fcorn. 
And  both  on  borrow 'd  pinions  borne, 

Annihilate  th£  whole. 

In  academic  vales  retir'd, 

Witn  Plato's  love  and  beauty  fir'd, 

Aly  iteps  let  candour  guifle  ; 
By  tenets  vain  unprepohviiL, 
Thofe  lawlels  tyranu  of  the  breaft, 

OfiVpnng  of  zeal  and  pride  ! 

Or  while  through  nature's  walks  I  firay, 
Would  truth's  bright  fourcc  emit  one  ray. 

And  all  my  foul  inflame  ; 
Creation  and  her  bounteous  laws. 
Her  order  fix'd,  htr  glorious  caufe, 

tJhould  be  my  fav'rite  theme. 


TO  AIRS.  R- 


ON   THE   DEATH  OF  A   PROMISING  INFANT, 


While,  touch'd  with  all  thy  tender  pain. 
The  mufts  breathe  a  mournful  ilrain, 

O  !   lift  thy  languid  eye  ! 
O  !   deign  a  calm  aulpiclous  ear; 
The  mufe  fhali  yield  thee  tear  for  tear, 

and  mingle  ligh  with  figh. 

Not  for  the  TJiracian  bard,  whofe  lyre 
Could  rocks  and  woods  with  foul  inipire. 

By  jealous  fury  flain, 
V^'hile  murm'ring  ou  his  trembling  tongue, 
Eurydice  imperftdf;  hung, 

'I'he  nine  could  mo.e  complain. 

Ah!  fay  harmonious  fifters,  fay: 

S\  hen  Ivvift  to  pierce  the  lovely  prey, 

fate  took  its  ciuel  aim  ; 
When  languifh'd  ev'ry  tender  grace. 
Each  op'mng  bloom  tliat  ting'd  his  lace, 

^^nd  pangs  convuls'd  his  Irame  : 

Say,  could  no  fong  of  melting  woe, 

Revoke  the  keen  detcrmin'd  blow, 

'I'hat  clos'd  liii  Iparkling  eye  .' 


*  His  account  cf  virtue  ui^ers  not  much  from  ilatoj 
the  L'viathan 

j-  'The  author  of  the  lujl  mentionea  piece ;  ivho  denied 
the  dljsinSi'on  Letiveen  vice  and  virtue,  and  ajjirmed 
poiver  and  right  to  be  the  fame. 

\  He  attimpted  to  prove  the  natural  mortality  of  the 
foul,  and  quoted  the  fithers  in  fuvour  of  his  opinion, 

\\  Author  of  dialogues  on  the  non-ex  fenc:  of  maitit' 
4  li  liij 


Thus  rcfi-'s  o-ft,  b)'  e;irly  doom, 
Robli'd  of  their  bluih  and  fweet  perfume, 
Grow  pah",  recline,  aud  die. 

Pale,  pale  and  coM  the  beauteous  frame ! 
Kor  i'alicnt  pulfe,  nor  vifal  flame, 

A  mo:her's  hopes  reftore  : 
In  vain  keen  anguifh  tears  her  breafl:, 
JBy  ev'ry  tender  mark  exprefl, 

Ke  lives,  he  fuiiles  no  more  ! 

Such  is  the  fate  of  human  kind  ; 
The  fairefl  form,  the  brighteil  mind, 

Can  no  exemption  know  : 
The  migh'y  mandate  of  the  iky, 
"  That  man  when  born  begins  to  die," 

Extends  to  all  below. 

In  vain  a  mother's  pray'rs  afcend, 
Should  nature  to  her  iorrows  lend 

The  native  voice  of  fmart ; 
In  vain  would  plaints  their  force  effay 
To  bold  precarious  life  one  day, 

Or  fate's  dread  hand  avert. 

Pix'd  as  the  rock  that  braves  the  mais, 
Fix'd  as  the  poles  that  all  fuilain, 

Its  purpofe  ftands  fecure  : 
The  humble  hynd  who  toils  for  bread. 
The  Icepter'd  hand,  the  laurel'd  head. 

Alike  confefs  its  pow'r. 

Since  time  began,  the  flream  of  woes 
Along  its  rapid  current  flows  ; 

Still  fwcils  the  groan  profound: 
While  age,  re-echoing  flill  to  age, 
Tranfmits  (Jbe  annals  of  its  rage. 

And  points  the  recent  wound. 
When  human  hopes  fublimeft  tovv''r, 
Then,  wanton  in  th'  excefs  of  pow'r, 

The  tyrant  throws  them  down; 
The  orphan  early  robb'd  of  aid, 
*J'hc  widow 'd  wife,  the  plighted  maid, 

His  fable  triumph  crown. 

At  length  to  life  and  joy  return  ; 
Man  was  not  deftin'd  Hill  to  mourn, 

A  prey  to  endlcfls  pain  : 
Heav'n'5  various  hand,  the  heart  to  form. 
With  blifs  and  anguilb,  calm  and  florrti, 

Uiverfilies  the  i'cene : 
JBut  hides  with  care  from  human  eyes, 
AVIuit  blifs  beyond  this  profpeft  lies; 

Left  wt,  "  ith  life  opprelt. 
Should  grieve  its  burden  to  endure, 
And,  vs'ith  excurfion  premature, 

I'urfue  eternal  reft. 

yrom  difappointment,  grief,  and  care, 
From  every  pang  of  fbarp  defpair, 

Thy  charmer  wings  his  way  ; 
And,  while  new  fccnes  his  bofom  fire, 
lie  learns  to  llrikc  ihc  golden  lyre. 

And  Heav'n  leibunds  his  lay. 

I.o  1  where  his  facred  relics  lie, 
Immortal  guardians  from  the  fky 

Their  lilver  wings  difplay  ; 
Till,  bright  emerging  fiom  the  tomb. 
They  rile  to  heav'u,  their  deflin'd  home, 

And  hail  eternal  day, 


THE   WORKS    OF   BLACKLOCK. 


AN  ODE, 

WRITTEN   WHEN    SICE. 

O  PRIME  of  life  I  O  tafle  of  joy  1 
V/hither  fo  early  do  you  fly  ? 
Scarce  half  your  tranfient  fweetnefs  knoivo,. 
Why  are  you  vanifii'd  ere  fuU-blovv^n  ? 

The  beauteous  progeny  of  fpring,  ■ 
That  tinge  the  zephyr's  fragrant  wing. 
Each  tender  bloom,  each  fbort-liv'd  flow'r. 
Still  flourifh  till  their  dellin'd  hour. 
Your  winter  too,  too  foon  will  coma, 
And  chill  in  death  your  vernal  bloom. 

On  my  wan  cheek  the  colour  dies, 
SufFus'd  and  languid  roll  mine  eyes  ; 
Cold  horrors  thrill  each  fick'ning  vein; 
Deep  broken  fighs  my  bofom  fliain  ; 
The  falicnt  pulfe  c^ health  gives  o'er, 
And  life  and  pleafure  are  no  more, 

TO  HEALTH. 


Mother  of  all  human  joys, 
Rofy  cheeks,  and  I'parkling  eyes; 
In  whofe  train,  for  ever  gay. 
Smiling  loves  andgraces  play: 
If  complaints  thy  I'oul  can  move. 
Or  mufic  charm  the  voice  of  love! 
Hither,  goddefs,  ere  too  late. 
Turn,  and  flop  impending  fate. 

Over  earth,  and  fea,  and  Iky, 
Bid  thy  airy  heralds  fly; 
With  each  balm  which  nature  yield?, 
From  the  gardens,  groves,  aiid  iicldsi. 
From  each  fiow'r  of  varied  hue. 
From  each  herb  that  fips  the  dew, 
From  each  tree  ot  fragrant  bloom. 
Bid  the  gales  their  wings  perfume  ; 
And  aromid  fair  Celia's  head, 
All  the  mingled  incenl'e  fhed  : 
Till  each  living  fweetnefs  rife, 
Paint  her  checks,  and  arm  her  eycj, 
Mild  as  ev'ning's  humid  ray. 
Yet  awful  as  the  blaze  of  day. 

Celia  if  the  fates  reflore, 
Love  and  beauty  weep  no  more  : 
But  if  tl:ey  fnatch  the  lovely  prize, 
All  that's  fair  in  Celia  dies. 

TO  A  L1TTI>E  GiRL  WHOAI  I  HAD 
OFFENDED. 

AN    ODE. 
V.'RITTEN    AT   TWELVE   YEARS  OF  AGE. 

How  long  fhall  I  attempt  in  vain 
Thy  fmiles,  my  angel,  to  regain  ? 
rii  kiis  your  hand,  I'll  weep,  I'll  kneel : 
Will  nought,  fair  tyrant,  reconcile;' 

That  goldfinch,  with  her  painted  wingi, 
\\'hich  gaily  looks,  and  fweetly  fings; 
I'hat,  and  if  aught  1  have  more  fine, 
All,  all  my  churmer,  Ihall  ba  thin?. 


r  o  K 

When  ncEt  mamma  fliall  prove  fevere, 
I'll  interpofe,  and  fave  my  dear. 
Soften,  my  fair,  thole  angry  eyes. 
Nor  tear  thy  lie:irt  with  broken  fighs  : 
Think,  while  that  tender  hreaft  they  ftraln, 
For  thee  what  anguifli  1  fuflain. 

Should  but  thy  fair  companions  view, 
How  ill  that  frown  becomes  thy  brow ; 
With  fear  and  grief  in  ev'ry  eye, 
Each  would  to  each,  aftonifli'd,  cry,         \ 
Heav'ns!  where  is  all  her  fwectnefs  flown! 
How  ftrange  a  figure  now  file's  grown  1 
Run,  Nancy,  let  us  run,  left  we 
Grow  pcttilh,  awkward  things,  as  fhe. 

'Tis  done,  'tis  done;  my  cherub  fmiles, 
]My  griefs  fufpends,  my  fears  beguiles: 
How  the  ouick  pleafure  heaves  my  breafl ! 
Ah  !  ftill  be  kind,  and  I'll  be  blsll ! 

TO  LESBIA. 

TRANSLATED  FROM  CATULLUS. 

Though  four,  loquacious  age  reprove, 
Let  us,  my  Lefbia,  live  for  love: 
For,  when  the  fliort-liv'd  funs  decline. 
They  but  retire  more  bright  to  fhine  : 
But  we,  when  fleeting  life  is  o'er, 
And  light  and  love  can  blefs  no  more; 
Are  ravifh'd  from  each  dear  delight, 
'I'o  fleep  one  long  eternal  night. 
Give  me  of  kiffes  balmy  ilore, 
Ten  thoufand,  and  ten  thoufand  more; 
Still  add  ten  thoufand,  doubly  fweet ; 
The  dear,  dear  number  flill  repeat : 
And,  when  the  fum  fo  liigh  Iball  fwell, 
Scarce  thought  can  reach,  or  tongue  can  tell ; 
Let  us  on  kiffes  kiffes  crowd, 
Till  number  fink  in  multitude  ; 
Left  our  full  blifs  fhould  limits  know, 
And  others,  numb'ring  envious  grow. 

A  TRANSLATION  OF  AN  OLD  SCOTTISH 

SONG. 

SiMCE  robb'd  of  all  that  charm'd  my  view, 

Of  all  m.y  foul  e'er  fancied  fair. 
Ye  fmiling  native  fcenes,  adieu  ! 

With  each  delightful  objecl  there. 

Ye  vales,  which  to  the  raptur'd  eye 
Difclos'd  the  fiow'ry  pride  of  May  ; 

Ye  circling  hills,  whole  fummits  high 
Bluih'd  with  the  morning's  earlicft  ray  a 

Where,  heediefs  oft  how  far  1  ftray'd, 

And  p'eas'd  my  ruin  to  purfue  ; 
I  fung  my  dear,  my  cruel  maid : 

Adieu  for  ever  !  ah  !  adieu  ! 

Ye  dear  affociates  of  my  breaft, 

Whofe  hearts  with  fpeechlefs  forrow  fwell ; 
And  thou,  with  hoary  age  oppreft. 

Dear  author  of  my  life,  farewel ! 

For  me,  alas  !  thy  fruitlefs  tears. 

Far,  far  remote  from  friends  and  home, 

Shall  blaft  thy  venerable  years, 
And  bend  tkec  pining  to  the  t«n:il». 
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Sharp  are  the  pang?  by  nature  felt, 

From  dear  relations  torn  away. 
Yet  fliarper  pangs  my  vitals  melt, 

To  hopelefs  love  a  deftin'd  pray  : 

Whik  fhe,  as  angry  heav'n  and  maia 

Deaf  to  the  helplefs  failor's  pray'r. 
Enjoys  my  Ibul-confuming  pain, 

And  wantons  with  my  deep  dcfpair. 

From  curfed  gold  what  ills  arife  ! 

Wiiat  horrors  life's  fair  profpeift  fcain  ? 
Friends  blaft  their  friends  with  angry  eyesi 

And  brothers  bleed,  by  brothers  flain. 

From  curfed  gold  I  trace  my  woe; 

Could  I  this  fplendid  mifchief  boaft, 
Nor  would  my  tears  unpited  flow. 

Nor  would  my  fighs  in  air  be  loft. 

Ah!  when  a  mother's  cruel  care 

Nurs'd  me  an  infant  on  the  breaft, 
Had  early  fate  furpris'd  me  there. 

And  wrapt  me  in  eternal  reft  : 

Then  had  this  breaft  ne'er  learn'd  to  beat, 

And  tremble  with  unpitied  pain; 
Nor  had  a  maid's  rclentlefs  hate, 

Been,  ev'n  in  death,  deplor'd  ia  vaia. 

Oft  in  the  pleafing  toils  of  love. 

With  ev'ry  winning  art  I  try'd 
To  catch  the  coyly  flatt'ring  dove. 

With  killing  eyes  and  plumy  pride  : 

But,  far  on  nimble  pinions  borne 

From  love's  warm  gales  and  flow'ry  plairfS^ 

She  fought  the  northern  climes  of  fcorn, 
M'here  ever-fieczing  winter  reigns. 

Ah  me  I  had  heav'n  and  fhe  prov'd  kind, 
Then  full  of  age,  and  free  from  care, 

How  bleft  had  1  my  life  refign'd, 
Where  firft  I  breath'd  this  vital  air  ! 

But  ftnce  no  flatt'ring  hope  remains, 

Let  mc  my  wretched  lot  purfue  : 
Adieu,  dear  friends,  and  native  fcenee. 

To  ail,  but  grief  and  love,  adieu ! 

SONG. 

TO  THE  TUNE  OF  THE  BRAES  OF  BALLANDTNEl, 

Bekeath  a  green  fhade,  a  lovely  young  fwain, 
One  ev'ning  reclin'd,  to  difcover  his  pain  : 
So  fad,  yet  fo  fvveetly,  he  warbled  his  woe, 
The  winds  ceas'd  to  breathe,  and  the  fountains  t« 
flow :  [plain  ; 

Rude  winds,  witli  compaflion,  could  hear  him  cohi- 
Yet  Cloe,  lefs  gentle,  was  deaf  to  his  ftrain. 

How  happy,  he  cry'd,  my  moments  once  flew! 
Ere  Chloe's  bright  charms firft  flalh'd  in  my  view: 
Thcl'e  eyes  then   with  pleafure  the  dawn  could 
furvey;  [they: 

Nor  fmil'd  the  fair  morning  more  cheerful  than 
New  fcenes  of  diftrefs  pleafe  only  my  fight ; 
I'm  tortur'd  in  pleafure,  and  languilh  in  light. 

Through  changes  in  vain  relief  I  purfue ; 
All,  ail  but  confpire  my  griefs  to  renew: 
From  fi'nihinc  to  zephyrs  and  fhades  we  repair^ 
To  funfliiae  wc  fly  f{oai  too  piercing  an  air ; 
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EiU  love's  ardent  fever  burns  always  the  fame ; 
I*J</  winter  can  cool  it,  no  iummer  inaflnie. 

But  fee !  the  pale  moon  all  clouded  retires; 
The  breezes  grow  cool,  not  Strephon's  defires : 
I  fly  fi-om  the  dangers  oi  tempeft  and  wind, 
Yet  nourifh  the  madnel's  that  prey.^  on  my  mind. 
Ah  urftch'  how  can  life  thus  merit  thy  care. 
Since  length'ning  its  moments,  but  lengthens  de- 
fpair  ? 

THE  RAVISH'D  SHEPHERD. 

A    SONG. 

AzRURE  dawn,  whofe  cheerful  ray 

Bids  all  nature's  beauties  rife, 
Were  thy  glories  douhiy  gay, 

What  art  thou  to  Cidoe's  eyes? 
Boalt  no  more  thy  rofy  light, 
If  Ciiloe  fmde  thee  into  night. 

Gentle  fpring,  whofe  kind  return 

Spreaas  ditiuiive  pleafure  round, 
Bids  each  breaft  enamour'd  burn. 

And  each  flame  «ith  blit's  be  crown'd; 
Should  my  Chioe  leave  the  plain, 
Tell  winter  foon  would  blafl  thy  reign. 

Ev'ry  charm,  whofe  high  delight 

Senfe  enjoys,  or  foal  admires ; 
All  that  aruour  can  excite. 

All  excited  love  requires. 
All  that  hcav'n  or  earth  call  fair. 
View  Chloe's  face,  and  read  it  there. 

A  PASTORAL  SONG. 

Sandy,  the  gay,  the  blooming  fwain, 

Had  lang  i'rae  love  been  free ; 
Lang  made  ilk  heart  that  fill'd  the  plain 

Dance  quick  with  harmlels  glee. 

As  blythfonic  lambs  that  fcour  the  green. 

His  mind  was  unconltrain'd; 
Nae  face  could  ever  fix  his  cen, 

Nae  fang  his  ear  dctain'd. 

Ah!  lucklefs  youth  !  a  Ihort-liv'd  joy 

Thy  cruel  fates  decree  ; 
Fell  tods  Iball  on  thy  lambkins  prey, 

And  love  niair  fell  on  thee. 

'Twas  e'er  the  fun  eshal'd  the  dew, 

Ae  morn  of  cheerful  May, 
Forth  Girzy  vvalk'd,  the  flow'rs  to  view, 

A  flow'r  mair  fweet  than  they  i 

Like  funbeams  fheen  her  waving  locks;  • 

Her  een  like  ilars  were  bright ; 
The  rofe  lent  bluflics  to  her  check ; 

The  lily  purcll  white. 

Jimp  was  her  waift,  like  fome  tall  pine 

That  keeps  the  woods  in  awe; 
Her  limbs  like  iv'ry  columns  turn'd, 

Her  breafts  like  hills  of  fnaw. 

Her  robe  around  her  loofely  thrown,  , 

Gave  to  the  fhepherd's  etn 
What  fearlefs  innocence  would  fliow; 

The  reft  was  all  unfecn. 


He  fix'd  his  look,  he  figh'd,  he  quak'd^ 

His  colour  vi'ent  and  came  ; 
Dark  grew  his  een,  his  ears  refound. 

His  breaft  was  ail  on  flame. 

Nae  mair  yon  glen  repeats  his  fang. 

He  jokes  and  fmilcs  nae  mair  ; 
Unplaited  now  his  cravat  hung, 

IJndreft  his  chefnut  hair. 

To  him  how  lang  the  fliorteft  night! 

How  dark  the  bnghteft  day ! 
1  ill,  with  the  flow  conlumiug  fire, 

His  life  was  worn  away. 

Far,  far  frae  fhepherds  and  their  flocks, 

Oppreft  with  care,  he  lean'd; 
And,  in  a  mirky,  beachen  Ihade, 

To  hills  and  dales  thus  plean'd: 

"  At  length,  my  wayward  heart,  return, 

Too  far,  alas  !   aftray  : 
bay,  whence  you  caught  that  bitter  fmart, 

Which  works  me  fucli  decay. 

Ay  me  !  'twas  Love,  'twas  Girzy's  charmsj 

That  firit  began  my  woes  ; 
Could  he  fae  faft,  or  flie  fae  fair. 

Prove  fuch  relentlcfs  foes  i 

Fierce  winter  nips  the  fweeteft  flower ; 

Keen  iightn;ng  rives  the  tree  ; 
Bleak  mildew  taints  the  fauclt  crop, 

And  love  has  blaited  me. 

Sagacious  heunds  the  foxes  chafe; 

The  tender  lambkins  they  ; 
Lambs  follow  dole  their  mother  ewes, 

And  ewes  the  blooms  ot  May. 

Sith  a'  that  live,  with  a'  their  might. 

Some  dear  delight  puriue  ; 
Ceafe,  ruthlefs  maid  !  to  Icorn  the  heart 

That  only  pants  for  you. 

Alas!   for  griefs,  to  her  unken'd. 

What  pity  can  1  gain  ? 
And  fliould  ihe  ken,  yet  love  refufe, 

Could  that  redrefs  my  pain  ? 

Come,  death,  my  wan,  my  frozen  bride. 

Ah  !  dole  thofe  wearied  eyes : 
But  death  the  happy  ftill  jmrfues. 

Still  from  the  wretched  flies. 

Could  wealth  avail ;  what  wealth  is  mine 

Her  high-born  mind  to  bend  ? 
Her's  are  thofe  wide  delightful  plains, 

And  her's  the  flocks  i  tend. 

What  though,  whene'er  1  tun'd  my  pipe, 

Glad  fairies  heard  the  found, 
And,  clad  in  freibeft  April  green, 

Aft  tript  the  circle  round  : 

Break,  landward  clown,  thy  dinfome  reed. 

And  brag  thy  flciU  nae  mair . 
Can  aught  that  gies  na  Girzy  joy,j 

Be  worth  thy  lighteft  care  ? 

Adieu !   ye  harmlefs,  fportive  flocks ! 

Who  now  your  lives  fliall  guard  i 
Adieu !   my  faithful  dog,  who  oi% 

The  pleafing  vigil  fliar'd , 


POEMS. 


"73 


AJieu  \  ye  plains,  and  light,  anes  fweet, 

Now  painful  to  my  view : 
Adieu  to  life  ;  and  thou,  mair  dear, 

Who  caus'd  my  death  ;  adieu !'' 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  STELLA : 

A    PASTORAL. 
INSCRIBED    TO    HER    SISTER. 

,  •*  See  on  thofe  ruby  lips  the  trembling  breath, 
"  '1  hofe  cheeks  now  faded  at  the  b!alt  of  death ; 
"  Coid  is  that  breall  which  warni'd  the  world 

"  before  ; 
"  And  thole  love-darting  eycsfhallrollno  more." 

i'opi;. 

Now  purple  ev'ning  ting'd  the  blue  ferene. 
And  milder  breezes  fann'd  the  verdant  plain  ; 
Eeneath  a  biaftcd  oak's  portentous  fiiade, 
To  fpeak  his  grief,  a  peniive  fwain  was  laid  : 
Birds  ceas'd  to  warble  at  the  mournful  found; 
The  laughing  lanalcape  iaddcn'd  all  around: 
For  Stella's  fate  he  bicath'd  his  tuneful  moan, 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  I 

"  O  thou !  by  flronger  ties  than  blood  ally'd, 
Who  dy'd  to  pleafurc,  when  "  a  filler  dy'd  ; 
Tiiou  living  image  of  tliofe  charms  we  loft. 
Charms  winch  exulting  nature  once  might  boafl  1 
Indulge  the  plaintive  nude,  whofe  fimpie  firaiii 
Repeats  tlae  herat-felt  anguifli  of  the  fwain  : 
ior  Stella's  fate  thus  flovv'd  his  tun.  fu;  moan, 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  ! 

Are  happinefs  and  joy  for  ever  fled, 
Kor  haunt  the  twilight  grove  nor  funny  glade  ? 
Ah  !  fled  for  ever  Irom  my  longing  eye ; 
With  Stella  born,  vyith  Stella  too  they  die  : 
Die,  or  with  me  your  brightell  image  moan  , 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  ! 

Sweet  to  the  thiifly  tongue  the  cryftal  ftreara. 
To  nightly  wand'r  rs  fweet  the  niorning  beam ; 
Sweet  to  the  wither'd  grafs  the  gentle  fliow'r  ; 
To  the  fond  lover  fweet  the  nuptial  hour  ; 
Sweet  fragrant  gardens  to  the  labVing  bee, 
And  lovely  citclla  once  was  hcav'n  to  me  . 
That  heav'n  is  faded,  and  thofe  joys  are  flown. 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  ! 

Ah  !  where  is  now  that  form  which  charm'd  my 
fight  ? 
Ah!  where  that  wifdom,fparklingheav'n]y bright  ? 
Ah  !  where  chat  fweetnefs  like  the  lays  of  Ipring, 
When  breathe  its  liow'rs,  and  ail  its  warblers  ling? 
Now  fade,  ye  fiow'rs,  ye  warblers  join  my  moan  ; 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  done .' 

Ah  me  !  though  winter  defolate  the  field. 
Again  ftiall  flow'rs  their  blended  odours  yield ; 
Again  Ihall  birds  the  vernal  lealon  hail. 
And  beauty  paint,  and  mufic  charm  the  vale  : 
But  fhe  no  more  to  blefv  me  fhat;  appear; 
No  intrt  her  angel  voice  enchant  my  ear  ; 
No  more  her  angel  fmile  relieve  my  moan  : 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  ! 

*  Mrs.  M^Ciilloch,  a  Lady  diJlingviJJoed  for  eiwry 
perfonal  grace  and  qualificaticn  of  mind,  ivhiA  ccii'U 
advrr.  Lsr/ex;  and  tiatuic. 


He  ceas'd ;  for  mighty  grief  liis  voice  fiippreft, 
Chill'd  all  his  veins,  and  itruggled  in  his  breaft  ; 
From  his  wan  cheek  the  rofy  tin(5lure  flies; 
The  lultre  laiiguilh'd  m  his  cloliiig  cycK; 
Too  looi,  flialt  life  return,  unhappy  twain  1 
If,  with  returning  fenle.  returns  ihy  paui. 
H1II5,  woods,  and  lireams,  relound  the  it^ephcrd's 

moan  ; 
Love,  beauty,  virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone! 

A  PASTOR.AL. 

INSCRIBED    TO    EUANTHE. 

Whitst  I  reheaife  unhapp)  Damon's  lavs. 
At  wliich  his  fleci.y  chaige  forgot  to  grjze, 
With  d.ooping  heads  and  griev'd  atieiitiou,  flood. 
Nor  frik'd  the  gieen,  nor  loughc  the  neighb'iing 

flood; 
i  flential  f .veetnefs !  deign  with  me  to  flray. 
Where  yon  clofe  fnades  exclude  the  heat  of  day; 
Or  where  yon  fountain  murmurs  foft  aiong, 
Mixt  with  his  tears,  and  vocal  to  his  long; 
'1  liere  iiear  the  fad  relation  of  his  iaie. 
And  pity  all  the  pains  thy  charms  create. 

ClQfc  in  th'  adjP.ctnt  ihaae,  eonceal'd  from  view, 
I  llaid,  and  heard  iiim  thus  his  griefs  puilue  : 

"  Awake,  m.y  mufe  i  theiolt  Sicilian  icrain; 
Mild  gleams  the  pMplc  cv'nintr  o'er  the  plain  ;   ■ 
Aiild  Ian  the  breezes,  mild  the  waters  flow. 
And  heav'n  and  earth  an  eqnai  quiet  know ; 
With  cafe  the  fhcphei  ds  ana  tiu  a  flocks  are  bleft, 
.-\nd  cv'ry  grief,  but  mine,  confents  to  rell. 

Awake    my  mufe,  die  ft)it  Sicilian  ilrain; 
Sicilian  numbers  may  deh:de  my  jiain: 
1  he  thirfty  field,  which  fcoichinghcat  devours. 
Is  ne'er  iupply'd.  though heiiv'n  cicicend  in  Ihow'rs: 
from  flcuv'r  to  flow'r  the  bee  iiillpnes  her  wing. 
Of  Iweets  infatiuie,  though  fhe  dram  the  Ipring; 
.-till  from  thole  eyi.s  love  c.  lis  iljeir  iicuid  liore. 
And,  when  their  currents  fail,  uiii  thirfts  lor  more. 

Awake,  my  mufe !  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain  : 
Yet  why  to  luthlels  fiorms  fbcuid  i  complain  .' 
Deaf  fcorms  and  uiath  itlelf  complaints  may  move. 
But  groans  are  muiie  to  the  tyrant  love. 
O  love  !  thy  geniua  and  thy  force  1  knovp-. 
Thy  burning  torch,  and  pettilential  bow  ; 
From  fome  fermented  tempefl  of  tJie  main, 
At  once  commene'd  ti:y  being,  and  thy  reipny 
Niirs'd  by  fell  harpies  in  lomc  howling  wood, 
Iniii'dto  flaughter,  and  rirgal'dwuh  b  ood  : 
Relentltfs  miichicf  I  at  whole  dire  conimand, 
A  mother  ftain'd  with  fiiial  blood  her  hand  : 
Curit  boy!  curil  mother  !  \vhich  molt  impious,  fay. 
She  v\  ho  could  wound,  or  he  who  could  betray! 

Awake,  my  mule  !  the  loft  Siciiii.u  rtra,n  : 
Frem  love  thufe  fighi  I  breathe,  thofe  plagues  fuftain. 
Why  did  1  fill!;  Luanihe's  charms  admire, 
Blels  the  fott  fmart,  and  Ian  the  grov^mg  fire? 
'\\  hy,  happy  flill  my  danger  to  conceal, 
Could  I  no  ruin,  fear,  till  lure  to  feel  ? 
So  fecks  the  fwain  by  night  his  doubtful  way. 
Led  by  th'  infidious  meteor's  fleeting  ray; 
Still  on,  attracited  by  th'  illufive  beam. 
He  tempt-,  the  iaithleis  marfli,  or  latal  ftream : 
Away  with  fconi  the  laughing  demon  flies. 
While  fhades  eternal  feal  the  wretch's  eyes. 

Awake,  my  muli? !  tlie  ioft  Sicilian  fti  ain 
Ah  !  can  no  iufl,  no  darling  hope  rcmainj 
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Round  w'hich  my  foul  with  all  her  flrength  may 

twine, 
And,  thtu^u  but  flatter'd,  call  the  treafure  mine? 
Wretchl  to  the  c'larrrer's  fphere  canft  thou  alcend, 
Or  dar'lt  thou  tancy  (he  to  thee  will  bend  ? 
J;ay,  fhall  the  chirping;  graftupper  affiime 
The  varied  acct-nt,  and  the  fearing  plume; 
Or  (liall  that  oak,  the  talleft  of  his  race. 
Stoop  to  his  root,  and  meet  yon  fiirub's  embrace  ? 

Awake,  my  mule  '.  the  loft  Sicilian  itrain  : 
Thofe  pallid  cheeks  how  long  fliall  I'orrow  fcain  ?  ' 
Well  I  remember,  O  my  foul  I   too  well, 
"When  in  the  fnar^°  of  fate  I  thoughtlcG  fell : 
languid  and  fick,  flie  fought  the  dillant  fliade, 
Where,  led  by  love  or  defiiny,  I  ftray'd  : 
There,   from   the   nymphs    retir'd    depvefs'd   flic 

lay, 
To  unremitting  psin  a  fniiling  prey: 
Ev'n  then  I  faw  her,  as  an  angel,  bright : 
I  faw,  I  lov'd.  I  perilL'd  at  the  fight ; 
1  figh'd,  I  blufti'd,  I  gaz'd  with  fix'd  furprife. 
And  all  my  ioul  hung  raptur'd  in  my  eyes. 

Forbear,  my  mufe  !  the  foft  Sicilian  itrain  ; 
Which  heav'n  beli.ows,  and  art  refines,  in  vain  ; 
What  though  the  heav'n-born  mule  my  ten^ples 

fhade 
IVith  wreaths  of  fame,  and  bays  that  never  fade  ? 
What  though  the   Sylvan  pow'rs,  while  I  com- 
plain, 
Attend  my  flocks,  and  patronize  my  flrain  ? 
On  me  my  ftars,  nor  gilts,  but  ills  beftow. 
And  all  the  change  I  feel,  is  change  of  woe. 
But  ice  yon  rock  j/rt  jeiltd  o'er  the  main, 
Whofe  giddy  prolpedl  turns  the  gazer's  brain  : 
Cbjcdl  is  loft  beneath  its  vaft  profeund. 
And  deep  and  hoarle  below  the  furges  found  : 
Oft,  while  th'  unthinking  v;orld  is  loft  in  fleep. 
My  fable  genius  tempts  me  to  the  fteeji; 
In  fancy's  view  bidscndlefs  horrors  move, 
A  barren  fortune,  and  a  houel^fs  love, 
Life  has  no  charms  for  me  ;  why  longer  flay  ? 
I  hear  the  gloomy  mandate,  and  obey. 
What  1  fall  the  vicftim  of  a  mean  delpair. 
And  crown  the  triumph  of  the  cruel  fair  ? 
No,  let  me  once  fome  confcious  merit  fiiow, 
And  tejl  the  world,  1  can  furvive  my  woe. 

Forbear  my  mufe  !  the  foft  Sicilian  ftrain  t 
Fool :    wretched    fool  1    what    frenzy    fires    thy 

brain? 
See,  chok'd  with  weeds,  thy  languid  flow'rs  re. 

cline, 
Thy  f!;eep  unguarded,  and  unprop'd  thy  vine. 
At  length  recall'd,  to  toil  thy  hands  inure, 
Or  weave  the  balket,  or  the  fold  fecure. 

What  though  her  cheeks  a  living  blufli  difplay, 
Pure  as  the  dawn  of  heav'n's  unclouded  day  ; 
Though  love  from  ev'ry  glance  an  arrow  wings. 
And  all  the  nu'fes  warble,  when  Ihe  fings  ? 
Forbear,  my  mufe  !  the  foft  Sicilian  llrain  ; 
Some    nymph,    as  fair,    a   fprightlier    note   may 

gain: 
There  are  who  know  toprize  more  genuine  charms, 
Which  geniusbrightens.and  which  virtue  warms  : 
Forbear,  my  mufe  '.  the  foft  Sicilian  Itrain  ; 
Some  nymph,  as  fair,  ma^  fmile,  tljoiigl!  liie  dif- 
dain. 


B  L  A  C  K  L  0  C  K. 

THE  PLAINTIVE  SHEPHERD^ 

A  PASTORAL  ELEGY. 

"  Eheu  I  quidvoluimifero  mihi?  floribus  auftrum 
"  Perditus,  et  liquidis  immifi  fontibus  apr05. 

ViRe. 

Colin,  v;hofe  lays  tlie  (hepherdsall  admire. 
For  Phcebe  long  confum'd  with  hopelefs  fire; 
Nor  durft  his  tongue  the  hidden  fmait  convey. 
Nor  tears  the  torment  oi  his  foul  betray; 
But  to  the  wildnefs  of  the  woods  he  flies, 
And  vents  his  grief  in  unregarded  fighs : 
Ye  confcious  woods,  who  ftill  the  found  retain, 
Repeat  the  tuneful  furrows  of  the  twain. 

"  And  mult  I  perilh  then,  ah  cruel  maid  I 
To  early  fate,  by  love  of  thee  betray 'd  i 
And  can  no  tender  art  thy  foul  fubdue. 
Me,  dying  me,  with  milder  eyes  lo  view  ? 
The  flow'r  that  withers  in  itsop'ning  bloom, 
Robb'd  of  its  charming  dyes,  and  fweet  perfume  ; 
The  tender  lamb  that  prematurely  pines. 
And  life's  untafled  joys  at  once  refigns  ; 
For  thefe  thy  tears  in  copious  tributes  flow, 
For  thefe  thy  bofum  heaves  with  tender  woe  ? 
And  can'ft  thou  then  with  tears  their  fate  furvey, 
While,  blafted  by  thy  coldnefs,  I  decay  ? 

"  And  now  the  fvvains  each  to  their  cots  are  fled, 
And  not  a  warble  echoes  through  the  mead  ; 
Now  to  their  folds  the  panting  flocks  retreat, 
Scorch'd  with  the  fum.mer  noon's  relentlefs  heat  > 
From  fummer's  heat  the  fhades  a  refuge  prove  ; 
But  what  can  fliield  my  heart  from  fiercer  love  i 
All-bounteous  nature  taught  the  fertile  field. 
For  all  our  other  ills  a  balm  to  yield  ; 
But  love,  the  fliarpeft  pang  the  foul  fuftains. 
Still  cruel  love  incurable  remains. 

"  Yet,  dear  dehroyer  1  yet  my  fuff'rlngs  hear  : 
By  love's  kind  look,  and  pity's  facred  tear. 
By  the  ftrong  griefs  that  in  my  bofom  roll, 
By  all  the  native  goodnefs  of  thy  foul, 
Regard  my  bloom  decliniug  to  the  grave, 
And,  like  eternal  Mercy,  fmile  and  lave. 

'■  What  though  nofoundingnamesmy  raceadorn; 
Suflain'd  by  labour,  and  obfcurely  born  ; 
With  fairelt  flow'rs  the  humble  vales  are  fpread. 
While  endlefs  tempefts  beat  the  mountain's  head. 
What  though  by  fate  no  riches  are  my  ihare ; 
Riches  are  parents  of  eternal  care  ; 
While,  in  the  iowly  hut  and  filent  grove. 
Content  plays  fmiling  with  her  flUer  Love.  • 
What  though  no  native  charms  my  perfon  grace, 
Nor  beauty  moulds  my  form,  nor  paints  my  face; 
The  Iweeteft  fruit  may  often  pall  the  tafte, 
While  floes  and  brambles  yield  a  fafe  repafl.." 

Ah  !  prompt  to  hope,  forbear  thy  fruitlefs  flrain; 
Thy  hopes  are  frantic,  and  thy  lays  are  vain. 
Say,  can  thy  fong  appeafe  the  ftormy  deep, 
Or  lull  the  impetuous  hurricane  afleep  ? 
Thy  numbeis  then  her  Itedfafl  foul  may  move. 
And  change  the  purpofe  of  determin'd  love. 

Die,  Colin,  die,  nor  groan  with  grief  oppreil; 
Another  image  triumphs  in  her  brealt ; 
Another  foun  fliall  call  the  fair  his  own, 
And  heav'n  and  fate  feera  pleas'd  their  vows  t» 
crown. 
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Arifc,  Menakas,  with  the  dawn  arlfe  ; 
For  thee  thy  Phoebe  looks  with  longinsj  eyes; 
For  thee  the  Ihepherds,  a  deli;^hled  throng. 
Wake  the  loft  iced,  and  hymeneal  fon^  ; 
For  thee  the  halty  virgins  rob  the  TpriuT, 
And,  vvrouj,ht  witlicarc,  the  nujjtialg-uland  bring. 
Arife,  Meualcas,  with  the  dawn  arif<? ; 
Ev'a  time  for  thee  witii  double  fwiftnefs  flies  : 
Hours  urging  hours,  with  all  their  ipecd  retire. 
To  give  thy  foul  whate'er  it  can  defne. 

Yet,  when  the  prieft  prepares  the  rites  divine. 
And  when  her  trembling  har.d  is  clafp'd  in  ihine, 
Let  not  thy  heart  too  foon  indulgs  its  joys ; 
But  think  on  him  whom  thy  delight  deftroys  ! 
Thee  too  he  lov'd  ;  to  thee  his  fimple  heart, 
With  eafy  faith  and  fondnefs  breath'd  its  fmart : 
So  fools  their  flocks  to  fanguine  wolves  refign, 
So  truft  the  cunning  fox  to  prune  the  vine. 
Think  thou  behold'lt  him  from  fome  gaping  wound 
Effufe  his  foul,  and  ftain  with  blood  the  ground  : 
Think,  while  to  earth  his  pale  remains  ihey  bear. 
His  friends  with  fhriekingforrow  pierce  thine  ear  : 
Or,  to  fome  torrent's  headlong  rage  a  prey. 
Think  thou  behold'rt  him  floating  to  the  fea. 

But  now  the  fun  declines  his  radiant  head, 
And  rifing  hills  projsdl  a  length'ning  fhade  : 
Again  tobrowze  the  green  the  flocks  return. 
Again  the'fwains  to  fport,  and  I  to  mourn  : 
I  homeward  too  mufi:  bend  my  painful  way. 
Left  old  Damoetas  iternly  chide  niy  itaj. 

DESIDER.IUM  LUTETI^ ; 

FROM  BUCHANAN,  AN  ALLEGORICAI,  PASTORAL, 
IN  WHICH  HE  REGRETS  lilS  ABSENCE.  FR.Or,i 
PARIS,    IMITATED. 

While  far  remote,  thy  fwain,  dear  Chloe  I  fighs, 
Depriv'd  the  vital  funihine  of  thine  eyes  ; 
Seven  funimer  heats  already  warm  the  plains; 
In  ftorms  and   fuow   the    fev'nth  bleak  winter 

reigns  : 
Yet  not  feven  years  revolving  fad  and  flow. 
Nor  fummer's  heats,  nor  winter's  dorms  and  fnow, 
Can  to  my  foul  the  fmaUell  eafe  procure, 
Or  free  from  love  and  care  one  tedious  hour. 

Thee,  when  from  heav'n  defcend  the  dews  of 
morn, 
To  cro!)  the  verdant  msad  \vhen  flocks  return  ; 
Thee,  when  the  fun  has  compafs'd  half  his  way. 
And  darts  around  unfiifFcrable  day  ; 
Thee,  when  the  ev'ning  o'er  the  world  difplay'd. 
From  rifiiig  hills  projects  a  length'ning  fliade  ; 
Thee  ftill  I  Img,  unweary'd  of  my  theme. 
Source  of  my  long,  and  objedl  of  my  flaine  ! 
Ev'n  night,  in  ■whole  dark  bofom  nature  laid, 
Appears  one  blank,  one  undiftinguifli'd  fl:ade, 
Ev'n  night  in  vain,  with  all  her  horrors  tries 
To  blot  thy  lovely  farm  from  fancy's  eyes. 

When  (Iiort-liv'd  llumbers,  long  invok'd,   de- 
fcend, 
To  footh  each  care,  and  ev'ry  fenfe  fufpend. 
Full  to  my  fight  once  more  thy  charms  appear ; 
Once  more  my  ardent  vows  falute  thine  ear; 
Once  more  my  anxious  foul,  awake  to  blifs. 
Feels,  hears,  detains  ihce  ia  her  clufe  embrace  : 


In  flutt'ring,  thrilling,  glowing  tranfport  toft, 
Till  fenfe  ittelf  in  keen  delight  is  loft. 

From  fleep  I  wake  ;   but,  oh  !  how  chang'd  the 
fcene  1 
The  charms  illuilve,  and  the  pleafure  vain  1 
1  he  day  returns  ;  but  ah  1   returning  (hiy, 
When  ev'ry  grief  but  mine  admits  allay, 
On  tliefe  fad  eyes  its  glory  darts  in  vain  ; 
Its  light  reltor'd,  reftorcs  my  foul  to  pain. 

The  houle  I  fly,  impell'd  by  wild  delpair. 
As  if  my  griefs  could  only  find  me  there. 
Lolt  to  the  world,  through  lonely  fields  I  rove  ; 
Vain  willi !   to  fiy  from  deftiny  and  love  I 
By  wayward  frenzy's  reftlefs  impulfe  led, 
Through  devious  wilds,  with  heedlefs  courfe,  I 

tread  : 
The  cave  remote,  the  dufky  wood  explore. 
Where  human  ftep  was  ne'er  imprei^  before: 
And,  with  the  native  accents  of  defpair. 
Fatigue  the  confcious  rocks,  and  defert  air. 
Kind  echo,  faithful  to  my  plaints  alone, 
Sigh  all  my  fighs,  and  groans  to  ev'ry  groaa. 
The  ftreams,  familiar  to  the  voice  of  v.oe. 
Each  mournful  found  remurmur  as  they  flow. 

Oft  on  fome  rock  diftradled  I  complain. 
Which  hangs  projefted  o'er  the  rufll'd  main : 
Ott  view  the  azure  furges  as  they  roll. 
And  to  deaf  {forms  efFufe  my  frantic  foul. 
*'   Attend  my  forrows,  O  cerulean  tide  ! 
"   Ye  blue-ey'd  nymphs  that  through  the  billo-.rs 

"  glide, 
"  Oh  !  waft  nie  gently  o'er  your  rough  domain  ; 
"  Let  me  at  length  my  darling  coaft  attain  : 
"  Or,  if  my  wiflies  thus  too  much  implore, 
"  Shipwreck'd  and  gafping  let  me  reach  tlie  fiiorc-, 
"  While  waUi'd  along  the  floods  I  hold  my  way, 
''   To  ev'ry  wind  and  ev'ry  wave  a  prey, 
"  Dear  hope  and  love  fliall  bear  my  ftrugglir.g' 

frame, 
''  And  une.stinguilh'd  keep  the  vital  flame.'*' 

Oft  to  the  hait'ning  zephyrs  have  I  faid  : 
"  You,  happy  gr.Ies '.  fliall  fan  my  lovely  maid. 
"  So  may  no  pointed  rocks  your  wings  deform  ; 

"  So  may  your  fpeedy  journey  meet  no  ftorm. 

"   .\s  oft  you  whifper  round  my  heav'nly  fair  ; 

"  Plr.y  on  her  breait,  or  wanton  with  her  hair; 

"  Faithful  to  love,  the  tender  mefl^age  hear, 

"  And  breathe  my  endlefs  forrov/s  in  her  ear." 
How  oft  rough  Eurus  have  I  afk'd  in  vain  I 

As  with  uvift  wings  he  bnilh'd  the  foamy  main: 

"  Eleft   wind '.    who    late    my   diftant   charmer 
"  view'd, 

"  Say,  has  her  foul  no  other  wifli  purfu'd  ! 

"   Vv'ith  mutual  fire,  fay,  does  her  bofom  glow; 

"   Feels  the  my  wound,  and  pities  flie  my  woe  J" 
Heedlefs  of  ail  my  tears,  and  all  I  fav. 

The  winds,  with  bluft'ring  fury,  wing  their  way. 

A  freezing  horror,  and  a  chilling  pain, 

Sl-.oots  through  my  heart,  and  ftagnates  ev'ry  vein4 

No  rural  pleafnres  yield  my  foul  relief; 

No  melting  flitpherd's  pipe  confoles  my  grief; 

The  choral  nymphs,  that  dancing  cheer  the  plain, 

And  fauns,  though  fweet  their  long,  yet  fing  ia 
vain. 

Deaf  to  the  voire  of  joy,  my  tortnr'd  mind 

Can  only  room  for  love  'and  anguiih  fiud  : 
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By  ihefe  my  foul  and  all  its  wiOies  caught, 
Can  to  no  otScr  ol'jcrt  yield  a  thou'iht. 

Lycifva.  feili'ul  with  her  lyre  tu  u:i-ve 
Each  tendei  w  111,  and  melt  the  foul  to  love  : 
]\'1e!aenis  too,  with  ev'ry  fweernels  crown'd. 
3y  nature  foini'd  with  ev'ry  glance  to  wound  : 
\^ith  emulation  b(  th  my  love  purine. 
Ai  d  both,  with  win   ing  arts,  my  paiTion  woo. 
The  frefiielt  bloom  ''f  youth  their  checks  dilplay; 
Their  eyts  are  arm'd  with  Ijeauty's  keenert  ray  ; 
Av'rice  itfelf  might  count  rheir  fleecy  ftore, 
(A  prize  b-vond  its  wifli)  '   and  pant  no  more. 

Me   oft    their   dow'rs   each    gen'rous    fire  has 
told. 
An  hundri-d  playful  younglings  from  the  fold. 
Each  with  his  dam  ;  their  mothers  promife  more, 
And  oft,  and  long,  with  ferret  gifts,  implore. 
Mt'  nor  an  hundred  playful  younglings  move. 
Each  with  its  dam  ;  nor  wealth  can   bribe   my 

love  . 
Nor  all  the  griefs  th'  imploring  motliers  fliow  ; 
Nor  all  'he  fecrct  gifts  they  would  beUow; 
Nor  all  the  tender  things  the  nymphs  can  fay  ; 
Nor  all  the  foft  defires  the  nymphs  betray. 

As  winter  to  the  fp''ii'g  in  beauty  yields. 
Languor  to  health,   and  rocks  to  verdant  fields; 
As  'he  fair  virgin's  cheek,  with  rofy  dve 
BluHiing  del'j^ht,  with  lightr.ing  arm'd  her  eye, 
Beyorid  her  mother's  faded  form  appears, 
Mark'd  with  the  wrinkles  and  the  i'now  of  years; 
As    beauteous      i'weed,    and     wealth-importing 

Thames 
Flow  each  the  envy  of  their  country's  ftreams  : 
So,  lovlieft  of  her  lex.  my  heav'niy  maid 
Appears,  and  all  their  fainter  glories  fade. 

Meljenis,  whom  love's  foft  enchantments  arm, 
Reulete  with  charms,  and  confcious  of  each  charm, 
Oft  on  the  glady  ftream,  with  raptured  eyes. 
Surveys  her  form  in  mimic  fweetnefs  rife  ; 
Oft,  as  the  waters  pleas'd  refleifl  her  fnce, 
Adjuils  her  locks,  and  heightens  ev'ry  grace  : 
Ott  thus  nit-  tries,  with  all  her  tuneful  art, 
To  reach  the  foft  acceffes  of  my  heart. 
*'  Unhappy  fwain,  whofe  wifiies  fondiy  ftray, 
"    i'o  flow-contuming  fruitlels  fires  a  prey  '. 
*'  Say,  will  tliofe  fighs  and  tears  forev^er  flow 
"  In  hopelefs  torment,  and  determin'd  woe  ? 
*'  Our  fields,  by  nature's  bounty  blelt,  as  thine, 
"  The  mellow  aple  yield,  and  imrple  vine; 
*'   rhofe   too   thou  lov'ft ;    their  free   tnioyment 

"  fliare, 
"  Nor  plant  vain  tedious  hopes,  and  reap  defpair." 

Me  oft  Lycifca,  in  the  fellive  tram, 
"Views  as  flie  lightly  bounis  along  the  plain  : 
Straight,  with  diflcmbled  fcorn,  away  (lie  flies: 
Yet  kill  on  me  obliqacly  turns  her  eyes: 
While,  to  the  mulic  of  her  tremiding  ftrings, 
Amidft  the  dance  fweet  warbling,  thus  Die  lings: 
*«  No  tears  the  juft  revenge  of  lieav'n  can  move  ; 
«•  Heaven's  jult  revenge  will  punilfi  flighted  love. 
«•  I've  I'een  a  huntiman,  adlive  as  the  morn, 
«•  Salute  her  earliefl;  biufli  with  founding  horn  ; 
••  Purfue  the  bounding  (tag  with  o|j'iung  cries, 
«   And  flight  the  timid  hare,  his  eafy  prize  ; 
"  'I  hen,  with  the  letting  fun,  his  hounds  reltrain  ; 
«  Nor  bounding  ftag,  nor  timid  hare  obtain. 


'•  I've  feen  the  fportiVnan  latent  nets  Jifplay, 
"   To  catch  the  feather'd  warblers  of  the  fprayj 
"  Defpife  the  finch  that  flutter'd  round  in  air, 
*'  And  Court  the  fweeter  linnet  to  hisfnare  : 
"  Yet  weary,  cold,  fuccefslefs,  leave  the  plain  ; 
"  Nor  painted  finch,  nor  i'weeter  linnet,  gain. 
"  I've  feen  a  vouth  the  polifh'd  pipe  admire, 
'■  And  fcorn  the  fimple  reed  the  iV  ains  infpire  ; 
"   The  fimple  reed  yet  cheers  each  tuneful  fwain; 
"  While  itill  unbleft  the  fcorner  pines  in  vain. 
"  Thus  righteous  Heav'n  chaftifes  wanton  pride, 
"   And  bids  intemp'rate  indolence  fubfide," 

Thus  breathe  the  atn'rous  nymphs  their  fruitlefs 

pain. 
In  ears  impervious  to  the  fofteft  fl:rain. 
But  firit  w!th  trembliuglambs  thewolf  fhal!  graze; 
Firlt  hawlis  with  linnets  join  in  fociai  lays  ; 
rirlt  fhiiU  the  tiger's  fanguine  thii'ft  expire. 
And  tim'rous  fawns  the  lion  fierce  admire  ; 
Ere,  with  her  lute  Lycifca  taught  to  charm. 
This  deftin'd  heart  ere  foft  M,  Isenis  warm. 
Firft  lliall  the  finny  nation  leave  the  flood, 
Shadows  t'le  hills,  and  birds  the  vocal  wood  ; 
The  winds  fiiall  ceafe  to  breathe,   the  flireams  to 

flow ; 
Ere  my  defires  another  objeifT:  know. 
This  infant  bofom.  yet  in  love  untaught : 
From  Chloe  firPc  the  pleafing  ardour  caught : 
Chloe  fliall  ftill  its  faithful  empire  claim. 
Its  firll  ambition,  and  its  lateft  aim  1 
Till  ev'ry  w  ifh  and  ev'ry  hope  be  o'er. 
And  life  and  love  infpire  my  frame  no  more. 

PHILANTHES  : 

A  MONODY. 
INSCRIBED  TO  MISS  D Y  H V. 

OccafiOTted  by  a  feries  of  intereftmg  e-vents  nx'hich 
happened  at  Dumfries  on  Fridy,  June  12.  1753. 
particularly  that  oj  her  father's  death. 

"  Quis  defiderio  fit  pudor,  aut  modus 
"  Tam  chari  capitis.'    Pifecipe  lugiibres 
"  Cantus  Melpomene,  cui  liquidam  pater 
"  Vocem  cum  cithara  dedit.''  Hor. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  fabjert  propoffd.— Ad?lrefs  to  ATifs  H y, 

— General  refiedlions  mfpirei  by  ihe  fubjeA, 
and  previous  to  it. —  i  he   fcene   opens  with  a 

profpeifl  of  Mis.  M -n's   funeral  folem.iity  : 

and  cha.  ges  to  the  unfmely  fate  ot  a  beautiful 

youth,  Ion  to  Mr.  J s  H 11.  whofe  early 

genius,  quick  progrefs  m  learning,  and  gentle 
difpofltions.  inipired  his  friends  with  the  high- 
elt    e.\i  eiftations    of    his    riper    attainments  — 

Tranfitlon  to  the  death  of  Dr.  J s  H y 

phyliciau  :  his  character  as  fuch  :  the  general 
forrow  occafijned  by  his  fate  :  h.s  character  as 
a  friend,  as  particularly  qualified  to  footh  dif- 
trefs  ;  as  a  gentleman;  as  a  iiulband  as  a  fa- 
ther:  his  lofs  coi  fiaered  in  all  thele  relations, 

particularly  as   luitaincd  by  Mifs  H y:   her 

tender  care  of  him  during  his  fickirefs  defcrib- 
ed. — The  piece  concludrs  wth  an  apotHeofis^ 
in  imitation  of  Vir^ii's  Daphnis. 
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A  SWAIM,  whofe  foul  the  tuneful  nine  inflame, 
As  to  his  weftern  j^oal  the  fun  decliti'd, 

Sung  to  the  lift'nino;  rtiades  no  common  theme  ; 
While  the  hoarl'e  hreathings  of  the  hollo\\'  wind, 
And  deep  refounding  furge  in  Concert  join'd. 
Deep  was  the  furge,  and  deep  the  plaintive  fong. 
While  all  the  folemn   fcene  in   mute  attention 
hung. 
Nor  thou,  rair  vidlim  of  fo  juft  a  woe  I 
Though  (till  th'^'  pangs  of  nature  fwell  thy  heart, 
Difdain  the  faithful  mufe  ;   whofe  numbers  flow 
Sacred,  alas  I  to  fympathetic  fmart  : 
For  in  thy  griefs  the  mul'es  claim  a  part  ; 
Tis  all  they  can,  in  fecial  tears  to  mourn, 
And  deck  with  cyprefs  wreaths  ttiy  dear  pater- 
nal urn. 

The  fwain  began,  while  confcious  echoes  round 
Protratl  to  .'adder  Kiigih  his  doleful  lay. 
R.0II  on,  ye  ftreams,  in  cadence  more  profound  ; 
Ye  humid  vapours,  veil  the  face  of  day : 

O'er  all  the  mournfid  plain 

Let  night  and  lorrovv  reign  : 
For  *  Pan  indignant  from  his  fields  retires, 

Once  haunts  of  gay  delight  ; 

Now  every  fenie  they  fnght, 
Refound  with  flirieks  of  woe,  and   blaze   with 
fun'ral  fires. 

What  though  the  radiant  fun  and  clement  Iky 
Alternate  warmth  and  fliow'rs  difpenfe  below  ; 
Though  fpring  prefages  to  the  careful  eye, 
Thnt  autumn  copious  with  her  fruits  fhall  glow? 
For  us.  in  vain  her  chniceft  bieflingsilow  : 
To  eafe  the  bleeding  heart,  alas  !  in  vain 
Rich  fwells  the  purple  grape,  or  waves  the  gold- 
en grain. 

What  fummer-br.^eze,  on  fwiftefl  pinions  borne, 
From  fate's  relentlefs  hand  its  prey  can  fave  .'' 
What  fun  in  death's  dark  regiot  s  wake  the  morn. 
Or  warm  the  cold  receffes  of  the  grave.'     [heave 
Ah  wretched  man:   whofe  brealt  fcarce  learns  to 
With  kindling  life  :  when,  ere  thy  bud  is  blown. 
Eternal  winter  breathes,  and  all  its  fvveets  are 
gone. 

Thou  all-enlivening  flame,  intenfely  bright  I 
Whofe  facred  beams  illume  each  wand'ring  fphere, 
That  through  high  heav'n  reflects  thy  tvembli;  g 

light. 
Conduifling  round  this  globe  the  varied  year ; 

As  ihou  purfirlt  thy  vvay. 

Let  this  revolving  day, 
Deep-tingM  w^tu  conlciuus  gloom,  roll  flow  along  : 

In  fa'-)   ■  pomp  array 'd, 

Lee  n'^at  dift\ife  her  fhade. 
Nor  fport  the  cheerlefs  hind,  nor  chant  the  vocal 
throng. 

Scarce,  from    he  ardour  of  the  mid-day  gleam. 
Had  languid  nature  in  the  cool  refpir'd  ; 
Scarce,  by  the  margin  of  the  filver  itream. 
Faint  fui;^  the  birds  in  verdant  fnades  retir'd  ; 
Scai'ce,  o'er  the  thirfty  fiitld  wich  fun-flime  tir'd, 
Had  ev'ning  gales  the  fportive  wing  elfay'd. 
When  founds  of  hopelefs  woe  the  Cicnt  fcene 
invade. 

*  God  of  Arcadia,  ivho  peculiarly  frejides  over 
rural  life. 


Sophronia,  long  for  fiv'ry  virtue  deaf 

That  grac'd  the  wife,  the  mother,  or  the  friend, 

Depriv'd  of  iife,  now  preis'/i  the  m  niinful  bier, 

In  fad  proce.flion  to  the  ro.nl-  fuOiiri'd. 

Ah  me  '.   in  vain  to  heav'n  and  eirth  comj^  I.'fn'd 

With  teijder  cries  hir  niim'rcus  orphan  train; 

The  tears  ot  wedded  love  piofufe  were  Ihed  in 
vain. 

Fm  her,  was  grief  on  ev'ry  face  imprefs'd  ; 
T'O'  h(r,   i-ach  bofom  heav'd  with  tender  lighs; 
An  hufb.uid  late  with  all  htr  viitues  blefs'd. 
And  weeping  race  in  i.-d  ideas  rife  : 

For  her  deprt^fs'd  aid  ;ia'?. 

Your  ch'itms   ye  Graces   vo  ', 
Whom  to  adorn  ■was  once  your  chn  •  u'-li^i.^  • 

Y^  vMtues  all  deplore 

Your  image,  now  no  more. 
And  *  Hymen  qusnch  thy  torch  in  tears  z.uii  cnC^ 
lefs  night 

Nor  yet  thefe  difmal  prnfpeefls  difap.ear. 
When  o'er  the  weeping  plaui  new  horrors  r  fe. 
And  l(iudi':r  accents  pierce  each  fri   hcd  ear, 
Accents  of  grief  enibitter'd  by  fir->iff  I 
Frantic  with  woe,  at  once  the  tumult  ri^es, 
l"o  fnatth  ^'idonis  wafli'd  alonf;  the  Itream-, 
And  all  th'  extended  bank  re-eclioes  to  his  name 

R.ang'd  on  the  brink  the  weeping  matrons  ftand. 
The  lovely  wreck  of  fortune  to  fiirvey, 
While  o'er  the  flood  he  wav'd  his  beauteous  hand, 
Or  in  convulfive  anguilh  ftruggling  lay. 
By  flow  degrees  they  view'd  his  force  decay, 
In  fruitiefs  eff'orts  to  regain  the  fliore : 
They  view'd  and  mourn'd  his  fate  :  O  Heav'n  1 
they  could  no  more. 

Ye  f  Naiads,  guardians  of  the  fatal  flood, 
'  Vas  beauty,  fweetnefs,  youth   no  more  your  careJ 
For  beauty,  fweetnefs,  youtli,  yoiir  pity  woo'd, 
Pow'rful  to  charm,  if  fate  could  learn  to  fpare. 

Stretch'd  on  cold  earth  he  lies; 

While,  in  his  cioflng  eyes, 
No  more  the  heav'n-illumin'd  lufrre  fliines; 

His  cheek,  once  nature's  pride, 

With  blooming  rotes  dy'd, 
To  unrelenting  fate  its  op'ning  blufli  rcfigns. 

Dear  haplefs  youth  !  what  felt  thy  mother's  heart. 
When  in  lier  view  thy  lifelef  form  was  la  d  ? 
.Such  anguifli  when  the  loul  and  body  part. 
Such  agonizing  pangs  tlie  frame. invade, 
■■.Vas  there  no  h.\nd,  fhe  cry'd,  my  ch'ld  to  aid  ? 
CeuW  heav'n  and  earth  unmov'd  his  fall  furvey. 
Nor  from  th'  infatiate  waves  redeem  their  love- 
ly prey  ? 

Did  I  'tir  'hi^  my  tend'reft  cares  employ, 

To  nouiifii  and  improve  thy  early  bloom  ? 

Are  all  my  riling  hopes,  my  promis'd  joy, 

Extindl  in  death's  ine.torable  gloom  ? 

Ko  more  rtiali  life  thi.fc  f.idad  charms  rehime. 
Dear  rip'ning  fweetnefs !  funk  no  more  to  rife  I 
Thee  nature  mourns,  like  me,  with  fond  ma- 
ternal eyes. 

Fortune  and  life,  your  gifts  how  infecure  I 
How  fair  you  promife  !  bat  how  ill  perform! 

*  God  of  mcirruige. 

t  River  Goddejfes, 
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tike  tender  fruit,  they  perlfh  premature, 
Scorch'd  by  the  beam,  or  whelm 'd  beneath  the 
ftorm. 

For  thf^e  a  fate  more  kinJ, 

Thy  mother's  hopes  aflign'd, 
Than  thus  to  fink  in  early  youth  deplor'd  : 

But  iate  thou  fled'lt  my  light, 

Thy  parent's  dear. delight ! 
And  art  thou  to  my  arms,  ah!   art  thou  thus  re- 
ftoi'd? 

Severe  theie  ills ;  yet  heavier  ftill  impend, 

That  wound  with  livelier  gr.ef  the  fmarting  foul: 

As,  ere  the  long-collecled  Itorm  defcend, 

Ked  lightnings  flalli,  and  thunder  rtiaiies  the  pole; 

Portentous,  folemn,  loud  its  murmurs  roll: 

While  from  the  lubjedl  field  the  trembling  hind 
Views  inftant  ruin  threat  the  labours  of  man- 
kind. 

For  fcarce  the  bitter  figh  and  deep'ning  groan 
In  fainter  cadence  died  away  in  air, 
"When,  lo  '.  by  fate  a  deadlier  fliaft  was  thrown, 
Which  open'd  ev'ry  fource  of  deep  defpair  : 
As  yet  our  fouls  thole  recent  forrows  (hare, 
Swift  from  th'  adjacent  field  Menalcas  llies, 
While  grief  impels  his  fteps,   and  tears  bedew 
his  eyes. 

Wpep  on,  he  cry'd,  let  tears  no  meafure  know  ; 
Hence   from  thofe  fields   let  plealure  wing  her 

way: 
Ye  fliades,  be  hallow'd  from  this  hour  to  v.-oe : 
No  more  with  fummer's  pride,  ye  meads  be  gay. 

Ah  '.   why,  with  fweetnefs  crown'd, 

Should  fummer  fmile  around? 
Philanthes  now  is  nuniber'd  with  the  dead: 

Young  health,  all  drown'd  in  tears, 

A  livid  palenefs  wears; 
Dim  are  her  radiant  eyes,  and  all  her  rofes  fade. 

Him  bright  *   Hygeia,  in  life's  early  dawn. 
Through  nature's  fav'rite  walks  v;ith  tranfport 

led, 
Through  woods  umbrageous,  or  the  op'ning  lawn, 
Or  where  frefli  fountains  lave  the  flow'ry  mead  : 
There  fummer's  tre;ifures  to  his  view  dilplay'd. 
What  herbs  and  flow'rs  falubrious  juice  beflow, 
Along  the  lowly  vale,  or  mountain's  arduous 
brow. 

The  paralytic  nerve  his  art  confcfs'd, 
Quick-panting  sfthma,  and  confumption  pale  : 
Corrofive  pain  he  foften'd  into  reft, 
And  bade  the  fever's  rage  no  more  prevail. 
Unhappy  art  '.  decreed  at  laft  to  fail. 
Why  linget'd  then  thy  falutary  pow'r, 
tioc  from  a  life,  fo  dear  repell'd  the  dellin'd 
hour  ? 

Tour  griefs,  O  love  and  friendfhip,  how  feverel 
When  hi;,h  to  heav'n  his  foul  purlu'd  her  flight ; 
Your  moving  ;)laints  ftill  vibrate  on  my  ear, 
Still  the  fad  vifion  fwims  before  my  fight. 
O'er  all  the  mour:iful  fcene, 
Inconfolable  pain, 

«  Da2ijiU(r  of  Zfculajjius, and  soddefs  of  health- 
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In  ev'ry  various  form,  appear'd  cxpreft ; 
The  tear-diftilling  eye. 
The  long,  deep,  broken  figh, 

Diffolv'd  each  tender  foul,   and  heav'd  in  ev'ry 
breaft. 

Such  were  their  woes,  and  oh  !  how  juft,  how  due ! 

V\  hat  tears  could  equal  fuch  immenfe  diflrefs? 

Time,  cure  of  lighter  ills,  mull  ours  renew, 

^\nd  years  the  fenfe  of  what  we  lofe  incrcafe. 

From  whom  fhall  now  the  wretched  hope  redrefs  ? 
Religion  where  a  nobler  fubjc6l  find, 
So  favour'd  of  the  Ikits,  fo  dear  to  human  kind? 

Fair  friendfliip,  fmlling  on  his  natal  hour, 
F  he  babe  feledted  in  her  facred  train  ; 
She  bade  him  round  diffufive  bleffings  fhow'r, 
And  in  his  bofom  fix'd  her  fav'rite  fane. 
In  glory  thence  how  long,  yet  how  ferene, 

Her  vital  influence  fpreads  its  cheering  rays! 

Worth  felt  the  genial  beam,  and  ripened  in  the 
blaze. 

As  lucid  ilreams  refrefh  the  fmiling  plain, 
Op'ning  the  flow'rs  that  on  their  borders  grow  ; 
As  grateful  to  the  herb,  dcfcend  iig  rain, 
That  ilirunk  and  withcr'd  in  tlie  folar  glow : 

So,  when  his  voice  was  heard, 

Affliclion  difappear'd; 
Pleafure  with  ravifli'd  ears  imbib'd  the  found  ; 

Grief  vvfith  its  fweetnefs  footh'd, 

Each  cloudy  feature  fmooth'd. 
And  ever-waking  care  forgot  th'  eternal  wound. 

Such  elep,ance  of  ta&e,  fach  graceful  eafe, 
Infus'd  by  Heav'n,  through  all  his  manners  flione ; 
In  him  it  feem'd  to  join  whate'er  could  plcafe, 
And  plan  the  full  perfeiSlion  from  its  own  : 
He  other  fields  and  other  fwains  had  knov/n, 
Gentle  as  thofe  of  old  by  *  Phoebus  taught. 
When  polilh'd  with  his   lute,   like  him  ihej 
fpoke  and  thought. 

Thus  form'd  alike  to  blefs,  and  to  be  blefs'd. 
Such  heav'nly  graces  kindred  graces  found  ; 
Her  gentle  turn  the  fame,  the  fame  her  tafle. 
With  equal  worth  and  equ-il  candour  crown'd  : 
Long  may  fhe  fearch  creation's  ample  round. 

The  joys  of  fuch  a  friendlhip  to  explore; 

But, once  in  him  expir'd,to  joy  fne  lives  no  more. 

As  nature  to  her  works  fupremely  kind. 
His  tender  foul  with  all  the  parent  glow'd. 
On  all  his  race,  his  goodnefs  unconfin'd. 
One  full  exhaiiftlefs  ftream  of  fondntfs  fiow'd  ; 

Pleas'd  as  each  genius  rofe, 

New  profpedls  to  difclofe. 
To  form  the  mind,  and  raife  its  gen'rous  aim  j 

His  thoughts,  with  virtue  warm'd. 

At  once  infpir'd  and  chami'd  ; 
His  looks,  his  words,  his  fmiles  transfus'd  the  fa- 
cred flame. 

Say  ye,  whofe  minds  for  long  revolving  years 
The  joys  of  fvveet  fociety  have  known, 
Whole  mutual  fondnefs  ev'ry  liour  endears, 
Whofe  pains,  whofe  plcafurcs,  and  whofe  fouls 
are  one ; 


*  He  tvas  f<iid  to  pcliJJj  thefzuains,  ix^hen,  in  re- 
wnge  for  forging  ihe  Islt  ivb'ub  killed  his  fon,  ht  fiiio 
tb;  C^fhpi  a,-id-was  dum'dfe  hej>  tbepaks  of^mt\v% 
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0  !  fay,  for  you  can  jutlge,  ami  you  alone; 

What  anguifhpierc'd  his  wide w'dconfort's  heart, 
When  from  h^r  dearer  felt  for  ever  doom'd  to 
part. 

His  children  to  the  fcene  of  death  repair, 

vViiilemore  than  filial  forrow  bathes  their  eyes  ; 

His  Imilcs  indii!<;;ent,  his  paternal  care, 

In  fad-ly-pleafii);T  recoUeiflion  rile  : 

But  young;  Dorinda,  v,  ith  diilinguifli'd  fip-hs, 

^ffufln^r  all  her  foul  in  foft  regret, 

Seems,  while  flie  mourns  his  lofs,  to  fhare  a 
father's  fate. 

Wkether  the  day  its  wonted  courfe  renew'd, 
Or  midnight  vigils  wrapt  the  ^vorld  in  fhade, 
Her  tender  tailc  afliduous  fne  purfu'd, 
'l"o  footh  his  anguifi-!,^  or  liis  wants  to  aid  ; 

To  foften  ev'ry  pain, 

The  meaning  look  explain, 
And  fcan  the  forniuigwlili  eie  yet  exprefs'd: 

'J'he  dying  father  fmirii 

"With  fondnc-fs  on  his  child. 
And,  when  his  ton^,i;e   was  mute,  his  eyes  her 
goodnefs  LlelVd. 

At  length,  fair  mourner !  ceafe  thy  riung  woe  : 
Its  objeiJ:  Rill  fnrviving  fecks  the  feies, 
Where  brighter  funs  in  happier  climates  rjlovv, 
And  ampler  fcenes  with  height'ning  charms  fur- 

prife  : 
There  perfedl  life  thy  much  lov'd  fire  enjoys, 
'The  life  of  god?,  exempt  from  grief  and  pain. 
Where,  in   immortal  brealts,  iuimortal   tranf- 
ports  reign. 

Ye  mourning  fwains.yoiir  loud  complaints  forbear ; 
.Still  he,  the  genius  of  our  green  retreat, 
Shall  \vith  benignant  care  our  labours  cheer, 
And  hajiiih  far  each  fnock  of  adverfe  fate  ; 
Alild  funs  and  gentle  fhow'rs  on  fpring  ftail  wsit, 
His  hand  witlx ev'ry  fruit  Ihall  autumn  ilote  : 
In  Heav'n  your  patron   reigns,    ye   fheplierds 
weep  no  more. 

Henceforth  his  pow'r  Ihall  with  your  *  I^ares  join, 
To  bid  your  cots  with  peace  and  pleafure  fniiie ; 
To  bid  difeafe  and  languor  ceafe  to  pine. 
And  fair  abundance  crown  each  rural  toil : 

WJiile  birds  their  lays  rcfume, 

And  fpring  her  annual  bloom, 
I^et  verdant  \\reaths  hisfacred  torhb  adorn; 

l"o  him,  each  rificg  day, 

Devout  libations  pay : 
In  Heav'n  your  patron  reigns,  no  more  ye   fhep- 
lierds mourn. 

THE  WISH. 

AN    ELEGY. 
yb  Uraiiio. 

■'  Felices  ter,  et  amplius, 

"  Quos  irrupta  tenet  copula,  nee  mails 
•*  Divulfus  querimoniis 

"  Suprema  citius  foivet  amor  die." 

HOR. 

IjET  others  travel,  with  incefiant  pain, 
The  wealth  of  earth  and  ocean  to  fccure  ; 
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Then,  with  fond  hopes,  carefs  the  precious  bane  ; 
In  grandeur  abjcii,  and  in  affluence  poor. 

But  foon,  too  foon,  in  fancy's  timid  eyes, 

V.'ild  waves  ihall  roll,  and  conflagrations  fpread; 

VVHiile  brigiit  in  arms,  and  of  gigantic  fize. 
The  fear-form'd  robber  haunts  the  thorny  bed» 

Let  me,  in  dreadlcfs  poverty  rctir'd, 
'J'he  real  joys  of  life,  unenvied,  fhare  : 

Favour'd  by  love,  and  by  the  mufe  infpir'd, 
I'll  yield  to  wealth  its  jealoufy  and  care. 

On  rifing  gronnd,  the  profpecl  to  command, 
Unting'd  with  fnioke,wherc  vernal  breezes  blow, 

In  rural  ncatnef^  let  my  cottage  ftand; 

Here  wave  a  wood,  and  there  a  river  flow. 

Oft  from  the  neighb'ring  hills  and  paflures  round, 
1-et  lliccp  with  tender  bleat  faUite  my  ear  ; 

Nor  fox  infidious  hauiit  the  guiltlcfs  ground. 
Nor  man  purfue  the  trade  of  murder  near  : 

Far  hence,  kind  Heav'n  !  expel  the  favage  train, 
Inur'd  to  blood,  and  eager  to  dellroy ; 

Who  pointed  Heel  with  recent  flaughter  flain. 
And  place  in  groans  and  death  their  cruel  joy. 

Ye  pow'rs  of  focial  life  and  tender  fong  ! 

To  you  devoted  flnll  my  fields  remam  ; 
Here  undifturb'd  the  peaceful  day  prolong, 

Nor  own  a  fmart  but  love's  delightful  pain. 

For  you  my  trees  fnall  wave  their  leafy  fliade  ; 

For  you  my  gardens  tinge  the  lenient  air; 
For  you  he  autumn's  blufhing  gifts  difjjlay'-d, 

And  all  that  nature  yields  of  fweet  or  fair. 

But  O  I  if  plaints,  which. love  and  grief  infpire. 
In  heav'nly  breails  could  e'er  compaffion  find, 

Grant  me,  ah  !  grant  my  heart's  fupreme  deCre, 
And  teach  my  dear  Urania  to  be  kind. 

For  her,  black  fadnefs  clouds  my  brightefl  day  j 
For  her,  in  tears  the  midnight  vigils  roll ; 

For  her,  cold  horrors  melt  my  pow'rs  away, 
And  chill  the  living  vigour  of  my  foul. 

Beneath  her  fcorn  each  youthful  ardour  dies, 
Its  joys,  its  wifhes,  ar.d  its  hopes  expire  ; 

In  vain  the  iiclds  of  fcience  tempt  my  eyes  j 
In  vain  for  nitf  the  mules  ilnng  the  lyre. 

O  I  let  her  of"t  my  humble  dwelling  grace. 
Humble  no  mure,  if  there  ihe  deign  to  fliine; 

For  Heav'n,  unlimited  by  time  or  i>iace, 

tuW  waits  on  godlike  worth  and  charms  divine. 

Amid  the  cooling  fragrance  of  the  morn, 

Howfweet  with  her  through  lonely  fields  to  flrayj 

Iler  charms  the  lovelicft  landfcape  fliall  adorn, 
And  add  new  glories  to  the  rifing  day. 

With  her  all  nature  fliine s  in  heighten'd  bloom  J 
The  filver  ftream  in  fwecter  mufic  flows; 

Odours  more  rich  the  fanning  gales  perfume; 
And  deeper  tindtures  paint  the  fpieadino'  rofe. 

With  her  the  Ihades  of  night  their  horrors  lofe, 
Its  deepclt  fiknce  charms  if  ihe  be  by; 

Her  voice  the  mufic  of  the  dawn  renews, 
It»  lanibsnt  radiance  fparkjes  in  her  eye, 
4F 
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Hov/  Avcct  ■with  her,  in  wifdom's  ca'.m  recefs, 
To  LriErhten  loft  defire  with  wit  lefm'd  ; 

Kind  nature's  laws  with  lacred  Alhley  trace, 
And  view  the  faireft  features  of  the  mind  ! 

Or  borne  on  Milton's  flight,  as  Heav'n  fahlime, 

•View  its  full  blaze  in  open  profpeft  glow  ; 
Blefs  the  firft  pair  in  Eden's  happy  clime, 
Or  drop  the  human  tear  for  endlefs  woe. 

And  when  in  virtue  and  in  peace  o;rown  old. 
No  arts  the  languid  hunp  of  life  reftore; 

Her  kt  mc  grafp  with  hands  conviils'd  and  cold, 
Till  ev'ry  nerve  rela:i'd  can  hold  2io  more  : 

Long,  long  on  her  my  dying  eyes  fufpend. 
Till  the  lafl  beam  ihall  vibrate  on  my  fight; 

Then  foar  where  only  greater  joys  atrend, 
And  bear  her  image  to  eternal  light. 

Fond  man,  ah  !  whither  would  thy  fancy  rove  ? 

'Tis  thine  to  languiih  in  unpitied  fmart ; 
^Tis  thine,  alas!  eternal  fcorn  to  prove, 

Nor  feel  one  gleam  of  comfort  warm  thy  heart. 

"But  if  my  fair  this  cruel  law  impofe, 
•Pleas'd,  to  her  will  1  ail  my  ibul  refign  ; 

To  walk  beneath  the  burden  of  my  woes. 
Or  fink  in  death,  nor  at  my  fate  repine. 

Yet  whqn,  with  woes  i.inmingled  and  fmcere, 
Tb  earth's  cold  womb  in  filence  I  defcend ; 

Let  her,  to  grace  my  obfequie^,  appear. 

And  with  the  weepingthrong  her  forrows  blend. 

Ah!  no;  be  all  her  hours  with  pleafure  crown'd, 
And  all  her  foul  from  ev'ry  angiiifh  free  : 

Should  my  fad  fate  that  gentle  boioni  wound, 
Tht  joys  of  Heav'n  would  be  no  joys  to  me. 

ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  TOPE, 

.^N    ELEGY. 

*'  Poets  themfelves  muft  fall,  like  thofe  they  Fung ; 
"  Deafthcprais'd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tongue  ; 
"  Jiv'n  he,  whofe  foul  now  melts  in  mournful  lays, 
"  Shall  fhonly  want  the  gen'rous  tear  he  pays." 

rors's  ONFORTUNATK   LADY. 

■^VinLE  yet  I  fcarce  awake  from  dumb  furprife, 

And  tepid  ftrevims  profufely  bathe  my  eyes; 

While  foul-diifolving  fighs  my  bflfom  ftiain, 

And  all  my  being  finks  opprefs'd  with  pain  ; 

Deign  you  whole  fouls,  like  mine,  are  form'd  to 
know 

The  nice  poetic  fenfe  ofblifsand  woe; 

To  thefe  fad  accents  deign  a  pitying  ear ; 

Strong  be  our  forrow,  as  the  caufe  ievere. 
O  Pope,  what  tears  thy  obfequies  attend  ! 

Britain  a  bard  deplores,  mankind  a  friend  : 
For  thee,  their  darling,  weep  th'  Aonian  choir, 
JMute  the  foft  voice,  unftrung  the  tuneful  Ivre: 
For  thee  the  virtuous  and  tiie  luge  (hall  mourn. 
And  virgin  forrows  bathe  thy  facred  urn  : 
One  veil  of  grief  o'er  Heav'n  and  earth  be  thrown, 
And  vice  and  envy  flaunt  in  fmiles  alone. 
J'Ttfwhile  dcprcfs'd  in  abjeiil  dull  they  lay. 
Nor  v.ith  their  hideous  forms  affronted  day ; 
While  thy  great  genius,  in  their  tortur'd  fight, 
Plac'd  truth  and  virtue  cloth' J  wilhheuv'nly  light: 


Now  pleas'd,  to  open  funfliine  they  return, 
And  o'er  the  fate  exult  which  others  mourn. 

Ah  me  I   far  other  thoughts  my  foul  infpirc ; 
Far  other  accents  breathes  the  plaintive  lyre  : 
Thee,  though  the  m.ufes  blefs'd  with  all  their  art, 
And  pour'd  their  facred  raptures  on  thy  heart ; 
Though  thy  lov'd  virtue,  with  a  mo'her's  pain. 
Deplores  thy  fate,  alas!  deplor-s  in  vain  .' 
Silent  and  pale  thy  tuneful  frame  remains; 
Death  fcals  thy  fight,  and  fieezes  in  thy  veiris  : 
"  Cold  is  that  brcaft,   which  warm'd   the  world 

"  before, 
"  And  that  Heav'n -prompted  tongue  fhall  charm 
"  no  more."  '  [choole; 

Whom  next  fhall  Heav'n  to  {hare  thy  honours 
Whomconfecrate  to  virtue  and  the  mule  ? 
The  mufe,  by  fate's  eternal  plan  defign'd 
To  light  exalt  and  humanize  the  mind  ; 
To  bid  kind  pity  melt,  jufl;  anger  glow  ; 
To  kindle  joy,  or  prompt  the  fighs  of  woe  ; 
To  fhake  with  horror,  rack  with  tender  fmart, 
And  touch  the  finefl  fprings  that  move  the  heart. 

*  Curll  he  1  who,  withoivt  ecftafy  fiacere, 
The  poet's  foul  effus'd  in  fong  can  hear: 
His  aid  in  vain  fhall  indigence  require  ; 
Unmov'd  he  views  his  dearefi  friends  expire: 
Nature  and  nature's  God  that  wretch  detefl ; 
Unfought  his  friendfnip,  and  his  days  unblefts 
Hell's  many  frauds  deep  in  his  bofom  roll. 
And  all  her  gloom  hangs  heavy  on  his  foul. 
As  when  the  fun  begins  his  eallern  v;ay, 
To  blefs  the  nations  with  returning  day, 
Crown'd  with  unfading  fplendour,  on  he  flies; 
Reveals  the  world,  and  kindles  all  the  fkies: 
The  proflrate  eall  the  radiant  god  adore  ; 
So,  Pope,  we  view'd  thee,  but  muff  view  no  more. 
Thee  angels  late  beheld,  with  mute  furprife. 
Glow  with  their  theme?,  and  to  their  accents  rife  ; 
They  view'd  with  wonder  thy  unbounded  aim, 
To  trace  the  mazes  of  th'  eternal  fcheme  : 
But  Heav'n  thofe  fcenes  to  human  view  denies, 
Thofe  fcencs  impervious  to  celeftial  eyes: 
Whoe'er  atte.mpts  the  path,  Ihall  lol'e  his  v\'ay. 
And,  wrapt  in  night,  through  endlefs  error  (Iray. 

!n  thee  what  talent  fhall  we  mofl  admire ; 
The  critic's  judgment,  or  the  poet's  fire? 
Alike  in  both  to  glory  is  thy  claim; 
'I'hnie  Ariftotle'b  tafte,  and  Homer's  flame. 

Arrn'd  with  impartial  fatire,  when  thy  mufe 
Triumphant  vice  v^ith  all  her  rage  purfues  ; 
To  hell's  dread  gloom  tlie  nionfter  fcours  away. 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men,  and  fcenes  of  day  : 
There,  curll  and  curfing,  rack'd  with  raging  woe. 
Shakes  with  incefTant  howls  the  realms  below. 
Fait  foon,  too  foon,  the  fiend  to  light  fhall  rife; 
Her  fieps  the  earth  fcarce  bound, her  head  the  ikies; 
1  ill  his  red  terrorsjove  again  difplay, 
Afiert  his  laws,  and  vindicate  his  fway. 


*  IVhiit  ive  call  post'tcal genius,  depends  entirely  on 
the  quicknefs  nf  moral  feeling  :  He  therefore  -who  can- 
net  fed  poetry ,  mvjl  either  ha-Jehis  affeSiions  and  inter' 
nalfnfes  d-prai'cd  by  -vice,  or  he  naturally  infcnfiile  of 
the  pleafures  refulting  from  the  exerdfe  of  them.  But 
this  natural  infinjibility  is  al77:ofl  7:ci'erfo  great  in  any 
heart,  as  entirely  to  binder  the  imprtffton  of  luell-paiiitcd 
fajpm,  or  natural  imitges  eonmiied  with  it. 
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Vv'hen  Ovl'Vs  fong  bewails  the  Lefbiap  fair, 
Her  flighted  piifGon,  and  intenfe  delpair  ; 
By  tliee  improv'd,  in  each  foul-moving  litis, 
Not  Ovid's  wit,  but  Sapplio's  roirows  ihiue. 
VVlien  Eloifa  mourns  her  haplcls  fate, 
What  heart  can  ceafc  with  all  her  pangs  to  beat ! 

While  pointed  wit,  witli  flowing  numbers  grac'd, 
Excites  [he  laugh,  ev'n  in  the  guihy  breall ; 
The  gaudy  coxconib,  and  the  tickle  lair, 
Shuli  dread  the  (atirc  of  thy  ravifii'd  hair. 

Not  the  *  Sicilian  breath'd  a  f-.vecter  fong, 
While  Arethuft,  charm'd  and  lill'ning,  hung; 
For  whom  each  mufe,  from  her  dear  leat  retir'd, 
fii-  i1ocl<s  proleded,  and  himfclf  infpir'd  : 
M',r  he  f  who  fung,  while  for.ovv  fill'd  the  plain, 
Ho.v  Cytherea  mourn'd  Adonis  fiain; 
Nnr  I  Tityrus,  who,  in  immortal  lays, 
'I'auj'.ht  j\Ian!;i;a's  echoes  Galatea's  praife. 
N.)  more  let  Mantua  boafl.  unrivuU'd  fame ; 
Thy  Windier  now  fhall  equal  honours  claim: 
Eiernal  fragrance  fli-ili  each  breeze  perfume, 
Ai:d  in  each  grove  eternal  verdure  bloom. 

Ye  turiL-ful  Ihepherds,  and  ys  beauteous  maids, 
From  fair  Ladona's  banks,  and  Windfor's  fhades, 
Whofe  foulb  in  tranfport  melted  tt  his  fong, 
Soft  as  your  fighs,  and  as  your  wiflics  flrong  ; 
O  come!  your  copious  annual  tributes  bring. 
The  full  luxuriance  of  the  rifled  fpring; 
Strip  various  nature  of  each  faireft  flovv'r. 
And  on  his  tomb  the  gay  profafion  Ihow'r. 
I,ct  long-liv'd  panfies  here  their  fcents  beftow. 
The  violets  languifh,  and  the  rofes  glow  ; 
In  yellow  glory  let  the  crocus  fliine, 
Narciffus  here  his  love-fick  head  recline  ; 
Here  hyacinths  in  purple  fweetnefs  rife, 
And  tulips  ting'd  with  beauty's  faireft  dyes. 

Who  fhall  fucceed  thy  v/orth,  O  darling  fwaih! 
Attempt  thy  reeds,  or  emulate  thy  ftrahi  .i' 
Each  painted  warbler  of  the  vocal  grore 
Lainents  thy  fate,  unmindfal  of  his  love  : 
Thee,  thee  the  breezes,  thee  the  fountains  mourn. 
And  folemn  moans  refponlive  rocks  return; 
Shepherds  and  flocks  protraiSl  the  doleful  found. 
And  nought  is  heard  but  mingled  plaints  around. 

When  firft  Calliope  thy  fall  furvey'd, 
Immortal  tears  lier  eyes  profufcly  ihcd ; 
Her  pow'rlefs  h:^md  Lhe  tuneful  harp  refign'J; 
The  confcious  harp  her  griefs,   low-murm'ring, 

ioin'd  ; 

Her  voice  in  trembling  cadence  died  away. 
And,  lofl  in  anguu'li,  all  the  goddcfs  lay. 
Such  pangs  ihe  felt,  when,  from  the  realms  of  light, 
The  fates    in  Homer,  raviib'd  her  delight : 
To  t'^ec  her  facred  hand  confign'd  his  lyre. 
And  in  thy  bofom  kindled  all  his  fire  : 
Hence,  in  our  tongue,  his  glorious  labours  dreft, 
Breathe  all  the  god  that  warni'd  their  author's 
breaft. 
When  horrid  war  informs  the  facred  page, 
And  men  and  gods  with  mutual  wrath  engage, 
I'he  clafh  of  arms,  the  trumpet's  av/ful  fyund. 
And  g;roans  and  clamours  fliake  the  mountains 

round ; 

The  nations  rock,  earth's  folid  bafcs  groan, 
And  quake  hsav'n's  arches  to  tb'  eternal  tlirone. 


Tinoer'itus, 
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When  Eolus  dilates  the  lawlefs  wind. 
O'er  nature's  face  to  revel  unconlin'd. 
Bend  Keav'n's  blue  concave,  fweep  the  fruitful 

plain. 
Tear  up  the  forefl,  and  enrage  the  main  ; 
In  horrid  native  pomp  the  tempers  Ihine, 
Ferment  and  roar,  and  aeftuate  in  each  line. 

When  Sifyphus,  with  many  a  weary  groan, 
Rolls  up  the  hill  the  iliU  revolving  ftone  ; 
The  loaded  Une,  like  it,  feems  to  recoil,        ftoil; 
Strains  his  bent  nerves,  and  heaves  with  his  lull 
But,  when  refulting  rapid  from  its  height. 
Precipitate  the  numbers  emulate  the  flight. 

As  when  creative  energy,  employ'd. 
With  various  beings  fill'd  the  boundlefs  void;  , 
With  deep  furve)  th'  omnifcient  Parent  view'd 
The  mighty  fabric,  and  confcfs'd  it  good  ; 
He  view'd,  exulting  with  immenfe  delight, 
The  lovely  tranfcript,  as  th'  idea,  bright: 
So  fwell'd  the  *  bard  with  ecftafy  divine. 
When  full  and  flnifli'd  rofc  his  bright  defign  ; 
So,  from  the  Elyflan  bow'rs,  he  joy'd  to  fee 
All  his  immortal  felf  reviv'd  in  tbee. 
While  fame  enjoys  thy  conl'ecrated  fane, 
Firil  of  th'  infpir'd,  with  him  for  ever  reign  ; 
With  his  each  diflant  age  ihall  rank  thy  name. 
And  ev"n  reluftant  envy  hifs  acclaim. 

But  ah  !  blind  fate  will  no  diftincflion  know; 
Swift  down  the  torrent  all  alike  muft;  flow  : 
Wit,  virtue,  learning,  are  alike  its  prey; 
All,  all  niuii  tread  th'  irremeable  way. 

No  more  fond  wifhes  in  my  breaft  Ihall  roll, 
Diftend  my  heart,  and  kindle  all  my  foul. 
To  breathe  my  honeft  raptures  in  thy  ear. 
And  feel  thy  kindnefs  in  returns  fincere; 
I'hy  art,  1  hop'd,  fhould  teach  the  mufe  to  flngf 
Dired  her  flight,  and  prune  her  infant  wing ; 
Now  mufe  be  dumb;  or  let  thy  fong  deplore 
Thy  pleafures  blafted,  and  thy  hopes  no  more. 

Tremendous  pow'rs  !  who  rule  th'  eternal  ftate, 
Whofe  voice  is  thunder,  and  whofe  nod  is  tate  ; 
Did  I  for  empire,  lecond  to  your  own, 
Cling  round  the  flirine,and  importune  the  throne? 
Pray'd  I,  that  fame  fliould  bcarmy  name  on  high  j 
Through  nation'd  earth,  or  all-involving  Iky  ? 
Woo'd  I  f)r  tine  the  fun  to  toil  and  flune, 
The  gem  to  brighten,  or  mature  the  mine  ? 
Though  deep  involv'd  in  adamantine  night, 
Aik'J  I  again  to  view  hcav'n's  cheerful  light? 
Pope's  love  1  fought;  that  only  boon  deny'd,    T 
O  life  I  what  pleafure  canft  thou  boaft  befide,   >• 
Wortii  my  regard,  or  equal  to  my  pride  ?  J 

Thus  mo'iras   a  tim'rous  mufe,  unknown   to 
fame. 
Thus  flieds  her  fweeteft  incenfe  on  thy  name  ; 
Whilll  en  her  lips  imperfeift  accents  die. 
Tear  following  tear,  and  figh  furcecding  figh: 
She  mourns,  nor  lhe  alone,  with  lend  regret, 
A  world,  a  feeling  world,  muft  weep  thy  fate. 
Where  polifli'd  arf?  and  facred  fcience  reign. 
Where'er  the  Nine  their  tuneful  prefcnce  dtign; 
There  ihall  thy  glory,  with  unclouded  blaze, 
Conur.and  immortal  monuments  of  praife: 
From  clime  to  clime  the  circling  fun  fliall  view 
Its  rival  fplenJour  ftill  his  own  purfue. 
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While  the  fwift  torrent  from  its  foiirce  defcends; 
"While  round  this  globe  Heav'n's  ample  concave 

bends ; 
Whilft  all  its  living  lamps  their  courfe  maintain. 
And  lead  the  beauteous  year's  revolving  train ; 
iSo  long  fhall  men  thy  heav'nly  fong  admire. 
And  nature's  charms  and  thine  at  once  expire. 

ELEGY. 

TO   TUE   MEiMORY   OF   CONSTANTIA*. 

"  His  faltem  accumulem  donis,  ct  fungar  inani 
"  Munere." 

VIRGIL. 

Ey  the  pale  glimmer  of  the  confciousmoon, 

When  iluniber,  on  the  humid  eyes  of  woe, 

Sheds  its  kind  lenitive ;  what  mournful  voice 

So  fudly  fweet,  on  my  attentive  ear, 

Its  moving  plaint  effufes  :  like  the  fong 

Of  Philomel,  when  through  the  vocal  air, 

Impell'd  by  deep  inconfolabie  grief. 

She  breathes  her  foit,  her  melancholy  flraln  ; 

And  nature  v/ith  religious  fiience  hcnrs  ? 

'Tis  fhe  ;  my  vvand'ring  fcufes  recognize 

The  v.'ell-kncwn  charm,  and  all  my  lift'ning  foul 

Isexpedlation.     Oh!  'tis  that  dear  voice, 

"VVliofe  gentk  accents  chann'd  my  happier  days  ; 

Ere  fharp  affliCliou's  iron  hand  had  prell 

Her  vernal  youth,  and  funk  her  with  the  blow. 

Tell  me,  thou  heav'nly  excellence  !  whofeiorm 
Still  rifcito  my  view,  whofe  melting  fong 
For  ever  echoes  on  my  trembling  ear, 
DelighLi'iil  ev'n  in  milcry;   O  fay! 
What  bright  diflinguifh'd  manfion  in  the  fky 
Receives  thy  fufF'ring  virtue  from  the  ftorm, 
That  on  thy  tender  blolfom  pour'd  its  rage  ? 
Early,  alas  !  too  early  didfl  thou  feel 
Itsmofi  tempeiluous  fury.     From  the  calm. 
The  foft  fcrenity  of  life,  how  led 
An  unfufpefting  victim  !  Ev'ry  b!aft 
Pierc'd  to  thy  inmoli  foul,  amid  the  wafte 
Of  cruel  fortune  left  to  feek  thy  way 
TJnflieker'd  and  alone ;  while  to  thy  groans 
l-Io  gen'rousear  reclin'd,  no  friendly  roof. 
With  liofpitable  umbrage,  cntertain'J 
Thy  drooping  fweetneis,  uninur'd  to  pain. 
That  iib'ral  hand,  which,  to  the  tortur'd  fenfe 
Of  anguifli,  comfort's  healing  balm  apply 'd, 
To  Heav'n  and  earth  extended,  vainly  now 
Implores  the  conlblation  ence  it  gave, 
INor  fuppliant  meets  redrefs.     1  hat  eye  benign, 
The  feat  of  mercy,  which  to  each  diitrefs, 
Ev'n  by  thy  foe  fuflain'd,  the  gentle  tear 
A  willing  tribute  paid,  now  fruitlefs  weeps, 
Nor  gains  that  pity  it  fo  oft  bellow'd. 

Thou  lovelieft  facrifice  that  ever  fell 
To  perfidy  and  iinrelenting  hate  ! 
How,  in  the  hour  of  confidence  and  hope. 
When  love  and  cxpedcation  to  thy  heart 
Spoke  peace,  and  plac'd  felicity  in  view; 
How  fled  the  bright  illufion,  and  at  once 

*  ^,1  accnmplijhifj,  but  un/oriuiiate  youn^  Ltdy,  of  the 
cUy  ef  Edinburgh,  having,  ivitljmit  the  confent  of  her 

fiiihc>\  married  a  giiitUman,  ivho  earned  her  to  the 
JVeJl  JnJlss,  fae  ivus  there  cruelly  forfahen  by  hlm^  and 

i^i  l»ir  life  by  a  mifaken  mtdlfius. 


Forfook  thee  plung'd  in  exquifite  defpair  i 

Thy  friends ;   the  infedls  of  a  fummer-galc 

That  fport  and  flutter  in  the  mid-day  lieam 

Of  gay  profpsrity,  or  from  the  flow'rs. 

That  in  her  funfhine  bloom,  with  ardour  fuck 

Sweefnefs  unearn'd;  thy  temporary  friends, 

Or  blind  with  headlong  fury,  or  abus'd 

By  ev'ry  grofs  impofture,  or  fiipine, 

Lull'd  by  the  fongs  of  eafe  and  p'eafure,  favvr 

Thy  bitter  deftiny  with  cool  regard. 

Thy  wrongs  ev'n  nature's  voice  proclaim'd  in  vain ; 

Deaf  to  her  tender  importuning  call. 

And  ail  the  father  in  his  foul  estiniT:, 

Thy  parent  fat;  while  on  thy  guiltkfs  head 

Each  various  torment,  that  embitters  life, 

Exhaufted  all  their  force :  and,  to  enfure 

Their  execrable  conqueft,  black  and  fell, 

Ev'n  as  her  native  region,  flander  jcin'd  ; 

And  o'er  thy  virtue,  fporlefs  as  the  wifli 

Of  infant  fouls,  inexorable  brcath'd 

Her  peftllential  vapour.     Hence  fair  truth, 

Ferfuafive  ai  the  tongue  of  feraphs,  urg'd 

Unlteard  the  caufe  of  innocence  ;  the  blufh 

Of  fickle  fi  iendfliip  hence  forg-ot  to  glow, 

Adeanwhile    from  thefe  retreats  with   haplefs 
fpeed. 
By  ev'ry  hope  and  ev'ry  wifli  impell'd, 
Thy  flcps  explor'd  proteflion.  Whence  explor'd  ? 
Ah  me  !  from  whom,  and  to  what  curfed  arm.s 
Wert  thou  betray'd  :   unfeeling  as  die  rock 
Which  fplits  the  veffel;   while  its  helplefs  crew, 
VVith  flirieks  ©f  horror,  deprecate  their  fate  ? 
O  earth  !   O  righteous  Heaven!  could'fl  thou  be- 
hold; 
While  yet  thy  patient  hand  the  thunder  grafp'd, 
Nor  hurl'd  the  flaming  vengeance ;  could'fl  thsB 

fee 
The  violated  vow,  the  marriage  rite 
P;  ofan'd,  and  all  the  facred  ties,  which  bind 
Or  God  or  man,  abandon'd  to  the  fcorn 
Of  vice  by  long  impunity  confirm'd  ? 

But  thou,  perfidious !   tremble. If  on  hiah 

The  hand  of  juflice  with  impartial  fcale 
Each  word,  each  acSion  poifes,  and  exndls 
Severe  atonement  from  th'  offending  heart ; 
Oh  !    what    hafl  thoii   to   dread  r    what   endleft' 

pangs, 
What  deep  damnation  mufl  thy  foul  endure  ? 
On  earth  'twas  thine  to  perpetrate  a  crime. 
From  whofe  grim  vifage  guilt  of  fhamelefs  brcwv 
Ev'n  in  its  wild  career,  might  farink  appall'd  : 
'Tis  thine  to  fear  hereafter,  if  not  feel, 
Plagues  that  in  hell  no  precedent  can  boaft. 
Ev'n  in  the  filcnt,  fafe  donieflic  hour, 
Ev'n  in  the  fcene  of  tendernefs  and  peace,  ■,; 

Remorfe,  more  fierce  than  all  the  fiends  below,  ' 
In  fancy's  ears,  fhall,  with  a  thoufand  tongues,  ] 
Thunder  defpair  and  ruin  :  all  her  fnakes  • 

Shall  rear  their  fpeckled  crells  aloft  in  air, 
With  ceafelcfs  horrid  hifs ;  fliali  brandifh  quick     '. 
Their  forky  tongues,  or  roll  tiieir  kindling  eyes 
With  fanguine,  fiery  glare.    Ev'n  while  each  fcH^- 
Glows  with  the  rapture  of  tumultuous  joy. 
The  tears  of  injur'd  beauty,  the  complaints 
Of  truth  immaculate,  by  thee  expos'd 
To  wrongs  unnumber'd,  fhall  diflurb  thyblifs; 
Shall  freeze  thy  blood  with  fear,  and  to  thy  fioht- ' 
Anticipate  th' impending  wrath  cfhsav'ii,      *     ' 
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In  fleep,  kind  paufe  of  being !  when  the  nerve 
Of  toil  unbends,  when,  from  the  heart  ot  care. 
Retires  the  fated  vulture,  when  difeafe 
And  difappoi'.itment  auafF Lethean  draughts 
Of  fv/ect  oblivion  ;  from  his  charge  unbleil, 
Shall  fpeed  thy  better  angel :   to  thy  dreams 
Th'  infernal  g-alf  Ihall  open,  anddifclofe 
Its  latent  horrors.     O'er  the  burning  Jake 
Of  blue  fulphureous  gleam,  the  piercing-  fliriek, 
'  The  leourge  inceflant,  and  the  clanking  chain. 
Shall  fcare  thee  ev'n  to  frenzy.     On  thy  mind 
Its  fierceft  flames  (hall  prey;   while  from  its  depth 
Some  gnafhing  fury  beckons  thy  approach, 
And,  thirlly  of  perdition,  waits  to  plunge 
Thy  naked  foul,  ten  thoufand  fathom  down, 
'  Amidfl  the  boihng  furg^es.     Such  their  fate, 
Wiiofe  hearts,  indocile,  to  the  facred  lore 
Of  wifdom,  truth,  and  virtue,  bantfh  far 
I  The  cry  of  loft  compallion ;  nor  can  talle 
Beatitude  fupreme  in  giving  joy  ! 
Thy  race,  the  produdl;  of  a  lawlefs  flame, 
Ev'n  r.hile  thy  fond  imagination  plans 
Their  future  grandeur,  in  thy  mock'd  embrace 
fShall  prematurely  perifh  ;  or  furvive 
To  feel  their  father's  infamy,  and  curfe 
The  tainted  origin  from  which  they  fprung. 
For,  Oh  1  thy  foal  no  foft  compunciion  knew. 
When  tl:at  fair  form,  wliere  all  the  grace    liv'd, 
Perfetflon's  brightefl  triumph,  from  tky  breail:, 
The  fport  of  milder  v^inds  and  feas  was  thrown, 
3'o  glow  or  fhiver  in  the  keen  extremes 
(  f  ev'ry  various  climate  :  when  that  cheek, 
Ting'd  with  the  blufh  of  heav'n's  unfading  rofe. 
Grew  pale  with  pining  anguifn  ;  when  that  voice. 
By  angels  tui'i'd  to  harmony  and  love. 
Trembled  witli  agony  ;  and,  in  thine  ear, 
Utter'd  the  lafl  extremity  of  woe. 

From  foreign  bounty  fhe  obtain'd  that  aid 
Which  friendihip,  love,  humanity,  at  home 
.Deny'd  her  blafted  worth.     From  foreign  hands 
Her  glov\  ing  lips  receiv'd  the  cooling  draught, 
To  footh  the  fever's  rage.     From  foreign  eyes 
Tiie  tear,  by  nature,  love  and  friendihip  due, 
Flow'd  copious  o'er  the  wreck,  whofe  charms,  in 

der.th 
Still  blooming,  at  the  hand  of  ruin  fniil'd, 
Deftin'd,  alas !   in  foreign  climes  to  leave 
Her  pale  remains  unhonour'd  ;  while  the  herfe 
Of  wealthy  guilt  cmbiazon'd  boprts  the  pride 
Of  painted  heraldry,  and  fculptur'd  flone 
Protects  or  flatters  its  detcftcd  fame. 
Vain  trappings  of  mortality  I   When  thefe 
Shall  crumble,  like  the  worthlefs  duft  they  hide; 
Then  thou,  dear  fpirit !  in  iminortal  joy, 
Crown'd  with  intrmfic  honours,  flialt  appear; 
And  God  himfelf,  to  lifl'n'Ing  worlds,  proclaim 
Thy  injur'd  tendernefs,  thy  faith  unfi;ain'd. 
Thy  mildness  long  infulted,  and  thy  worth 
Severely  try'd,  and  found  at  lafh  fincere. 

But  where.  Oh!  where  fliall  art  or  nature  find, 
For  fmarting  forrow's  ever  recent  wound. 
Some  blefl  reftorative  ;  wbxsfe  pow'rful  charm 
May  footh  thy  friend's  regret,  within  hisbrcafl 
Sulpend  the  iigh  fpontaneous,  bid  the  tear, 
By  fad  refleclion  prompted,  ceafe  to  fall  I 
Thefe,  ftill  as  moments,  days  and  years  revolve, 
A  confecrated  ofF'ring,  fhall  attend 
Thy  dear  idea  uaeffac'd  by  tiiHS: 


Till  the  pale  night  of  dcfliny  obfcure 
I-ifi-'s  walling  taper  ;  till  each  torpid  fenfe 
Feel  death's  chill   hand,  and  grief  cojnplain   no 
more. 

A  SOLILOQUY: 

Occajionfd  by  the  Authors  efoape  from  falVing  into  a 
dce^)  luell,  ivhere  he  mtijl  have  been  irrecoicrdbly  left, 
ij  a  favmtrxte  lap-dog  bad  not, by  the  found  of  its  feet 
upon    the  board  ivith  ivhich   the   ivell  icas   coiiered, 

learned  bim  of  his  danger. 

"  Quid  quifque  viret,  nunquam  homini  fatia 
"  Cautum  elt  in  horas." -.—__ 

\  HORAT. 

Whi;re  am  I  ! — O  Eternal  Pow'r  of  heav'n  ! 
Relieve  me ;  or,  amid  the  filent  gloom. 
Can  danger's  cry  approach  no  gen'rcus  ear. 
Prompt  to  redrefs  th'  unhappy  i  O  my  heart ! 
What  flialM  do,  or  whither  Ihall  i  turn  .? 
Will  no  kind  hand,  benevolent  as  Heav'n, 
Save  me  involv'd  in  peril  and  in  night  ! 

Ere<fl  with  horror  llande  my  brifl.hng  hair; 
iMy  tongue  forgets  its  motion  ;  fi:rength  forfakes 
My  trembling  limbs;  my  voice,  impelfd  in  vain. 
No  pafi'age  finds  ;  cold,  cold  as  death,  my  blood. 
Keen  as  the  breath  of  winter,  chills  each  vein. 
For  on  the  verge,  the  awul  verge  of  fate 
Scarce  fix'd  I  fland;  and  one  progreflive  Hep 
Had  plung'd  me  down,  unfathomably  deep, 
To  gulfs  impervious  to  the  cheerful  fun 
And  fragrant  breeze ;   to  that  abhorr'd  abode, 
Where  filence  and  oblivion,  fillers  drear  ! 
With  cruel  death  confed'rate  empire  hold. 
In  defolatoin  and  primeval  gloom.  [horror. 

Ha!  v.'hat  unmans  me  thus.''  what,  more  than 
Relaxes  ev'ry  nerve,  untunes  my  frame. 
And  chills  my  inmoft  foul  ? — Be  ftill,  my  heart ! 
Nor  flutt'ring-  thus,  in  vain  attempt  to  burll; 
The  barrier  lirm,  by  which  thou  art  confin'd. 
Rcfume  your  funcflions,  limbs  !  reftrain  thofe  knees 
I  rom  frniting  thus  each  other.     Roufe,  my  foul ! 
.AfTert  thy  native  dignity,  and  dare 
To  brave  this  king  of  terrors  ;  to  confront 
His  cloudy  brow,  and  unrelenting  frown. 
With  Heady  fcorn,  in  confcious  triumph  bold. 
Reufon,  that  beam  of  uncreated  day, 
That  ray  of  Deity,  by  God's  own  breath 
infus'd  and  kindled,  reafon  will  difpel 
'Fhofe  fancy'd  terrors:  reafon  will  inftrudl  thee, 
I'jiat  death  is  heav'n's  kind  interpoCng  hand. 
To  fnatch  thee  timely  from  impending  woe  ; 
From  aggregated  niifery,  whole  pangs 
Can  find  no  otlier  period  but  the  grave. 

1  or  Oh  ! — while  others  gaze  on  nature's  face. 
The   verdant   vale,    the  mountains,   woods,  and 

flreams ; 
Or,  v.-ith  delight  ineffable,  furvey 
The  fun,  bright  image  of  his  parent  God  ; 
The  feafons,  m  majellic  order,  round 
This  vary'd  globe  revolving  ;  young-ey'd  fpring, 
Profufe  of  life  and  joy  ;  fummer,  adorn'd 
With   keen   effulgence,  bright'nhig    heav'n   ani 

earth ; 
Autumn,  replete  with  nature's  various  boon. 
To  blefs  the  toiling  hind  ;  and  winter,  grand 
M'ith  rapid  florms,  convuh'ing  nature's  frame  ; 
4F  iij 
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"Whilft  others  view  heav'n's  all-involving  arch, 

Bright  with  unnumber'd  worlds;  and  loll  in  joy, 

Fair  order  and  utility  behold  ; 

Or,  unfatigu'd,  th'  amazing  chain  purfue, 

Which,  in  one  vaft  all-conipr^hending  whole, 

Unites  th'  imnrienfe  flupeiiduous  works  of  God, 

Conjoining  part  with  part, and,  through  the  frame, 

DifTufing  facrcd  harmony  and  joy  : 

To  mc  thofe  fair  viciffitudes  are  lofl, 

And  grace  and  beauty  blotted  from  my  view. 

The    verdant    vaie,    the    mountains,  woods,  and 

ftreams. 
One  horrid  blank  appear ;  the  young-ey'd  fpring. 
Effulgent  fummer,  autumn  deck'd  in  wealth 
To  blefs  the  toiling  hind,  and  winter  grand 
With  rapid  ftorms,  revolve  in  vain  for  me  : 
Kor  the  bright  fun,  nor  all-embracing  arch 
Of  heav'n,  fhall  e'er  thefe  wretched  orbs  behold. 

O  beauty,  harmony  !  ye  fifter  train 
Of  graces;  you,  who,  in  th'  admiring  eye 
Of  God  your  charms  difplay'd,  ere  yet,  tranfcrlb'd 
On  nature's  form,  your  hea  v'nly  features  fhone  : 
"Why  are  you  fnatch'd  for  ever  from  my  light, 
Whilll,  in  your  ftead,  a  boundlefs,  wafte  expunfe 
Of  undiHinguifli'd  horror  covers  all  ? 
Wide  o'er  my  profpeft  rueful  darknefs  breathes 
Her  inaufpicious  vnpour  ;  in  whofc  fhane, 
Fear,  grief,  and  anguilh,  natives  of  licr  reign, 
In  fecial  fadnefs,  gloomy  vigils  keep  : 
With  them  1  walk,  with  them  flill  doom'd  to  fnare 
Eternal  blacknefs,  without  hopes  of  dawn. 

Hence  ofc  the  hand  of  ignorance  and  fcorn, 
To  barb'rous  mirth  abandon'd,  points  me  out 
With  idiot  grin  :  the  fupercilious  eye 
Oft,  from  the  noife  and  glare  of  profp'rous  life. 
On  my  obfcurity  diverts  its  gaze, 
Exulting  ;  and,  with  wanton  pride  elate, 
I-elicitates  its  ownfupcrior  lot: 
Inhuman  triumph  !  hence  the  piercing  taunt 
Of  titled  infolence  infli^lcd  deep. 
Hence  the  warm  blufli  that  paints  ingenious  Ihame, 
By  confcious  want  infpir'd ;  th'  unpitied  pnng 
Of  love  and  friendfliip  flighted.     Hence  the  tear 
Of  impotent  compafficn,  when  the  voice 
Of  pain,  by  others  felt,  quick  fmites  my  heart, 
jVnd  roufes  all  its  tendernefs  in  vain. 
All  thefe,  and  more,  on  this  devoted  head. 
Have  with  colleifled  bitterncfs  been  pour'd. 

Nor  end  my  forrows  here.     The  facred  fane 
Of  knowledge,  fcarce  accefiibie  to  me. 
With  heart-confuming  anguifh  1  behold; 
iKnowledge,  for  which  my  foul  infatiate  burns 
With  ardent  thiril:.     Nor  can  thefe  ufelels  hands, 
Ilntutor'd  in  each  life-fuilniair.g  art, 
Nourifh  this  wretched  being  and  fupply 
Frail  nature's  wants,  that  fhort  ceffation  know. 
Where  *  now,  ah  !    where    is  that  fupporting 
arm 
Which  to  my  weak,  unequal  iiifnn;-  fteps 
Its  kind  afllllance  lent  {  Ah  !  wlicrc  that  love. 
That  flrong  affiduous  tendernefs,  which  watch'd 
My  wifhes  yet  I'caice  form'd;  and,  to  my  vi:;w, 
Unlmportun'd,  like  all-iiidai^^-ing  Hea/'U; 
Their  objt^',V.  br,.uo-hc  ?  Ahl  wii'jrc  that  gentle 
voice 
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Which,  vith  inrtri~i<ftion,  foft  as  fummerdew* 
Or  fleecy  Jnows,  dcfctrndiiig  on  my  foul, 
Diilinguiih'd  ev'ry  hour  with  new  delight  ? 
Ah  !   where  that  virtue,  which,  amid  the  flormSj, 
The  mingled  horrors  of  tumultuous  life, 
Untainted,  unlubdi.'(i,  the  fl-.ccl;  fuflain'd  ? 
So  firm  tl:e  oak  which,  in  eternal  niglit. 
As  deep  its  root  extends,  as  high  ro  heav'n 
Its  top  majellic  rifes-  fnch  the  fmile 
Of  fome  benignant  angel,  from  the  throne 
Of  God  difpaich'd,  anibaffador  of  peace  ; 
VVho  on  his  look  impre.l  hismclTage  bears, 
And  pleas'd,  from  earth  averts  impending  ill, 
Alas  !  no  wife  thy  parting  kifTes  fhar'd  : 
From  thy  expiring  lijis  no  child  receiv'd 
Thy  lafr,  dear  bkfling  and  thy  lall  advice. 
Friend,  father,  benetacftor,  all  at  once. 
In  thee  forfook  me,  an  unguarded  prey 
For  ev'ry  florm,  whofe  lawlefs  fury  roars 
Beneath  the  azure  concave  of  the  (ky. 
To  toi's,  and  on  my  head  exhauft  its  rage. 

Dcjeching  profpeft  !  foon  the  haplefs  hoar 
May  come  ;  perhaps  this  moment  it  impends. 
Which  drives  me  forth  to  penury  and  cold, 
Naked,  and  beat  by  all  the  (torms  of  heav'n, 
Friendlefs  and  guidelefs  to  explore  my  way  ; 
Till  on  cold  earth  this  poor,  unflielter'd  head 
Reclining,  vainly  from  the  ruthkfs  blaii 
Refpite  1  beg,  and  in  the  fliock  expire. 

Me  miferable  !  wherefore,  O  my  foul ! 
Was,  on  fuch  hard  conditions,  life  deiu'd  ? 
One  ilep,  one  friendly  Rep,  without  thy  guilt, 
Had  piac'd  me  fafe  in  thy  profound  recels, 
Where,  undiflurb'd,  eternal  quiet  reigns. 
And  Iweet  forgetfulnefs  of  grief  and  care. 
Why,  then,  my  coward  foul !  didll  thou  recoil : 
Why  ihun  the  final  exit  of  thy  woe  ? 
Why  fliiver  at  approac'iing  difTolution  ? 
Say  v/hy,  by  nature's  unreililed  force, 
Is  ev'ry  being,  \i'here  volition  reigns 
And  adtive  choice,  impell'd  to  ihun  their  fate, 
And  dread  deftrudiou  as  the  worfl  of  ills  ; 
Say,  why  they  fhiink,  why  fly,  why  fight,  wh^ 
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Precarious  life,  to  lengthen  out  its  date, 
Which,  lengthen'd,  is,  at  beft,  pratradlcd  pain? 
Say,  by  what  myftic  charms,  can  life  ailure  ^ 

Unnumber'd  beings,  who,  beneath  me  far 
Piac'd  in  th'  e.Ktenfive  fcale  of  nature,  want 
Thofe  blefiings  heav'n  accumulates  on  me  ? 
BieOings  fuperior;  though  the  blaze  of  day 
Pours  on  their  fight  its  foul-refrelhing  ftreani. 
To  me  extindl  in  everlafling  fliadc 
Yet  heav'n-taught  nuific,  at  whofe  powerful  voio 
C'orrofive  care  and  anguifh,  cha'rm'd  to  peace, 
Forfake  the  heart,  and  yield  it  all  to  joy. 
Ne'er  fooths  their  pangs.     To  their  infenfate  vi^ 
Knowledge  in  vain  her  faireft  treafure  fprtads, 
To  them  the  noblell  gift  of  bounteous  heav'n, 
Sweet  converfation,  whofe  enliv'ning  force 
Elates,  diflends,  and,  with  unfading  ftrength 
Infpires  tlte  foul,  remains  for  ever  loft. 
The  facred  fympathy  of  focial  hearts 
Benevolence,  fupreme  deiight  of  heav'n; 
Th'  extenfive  wilh,  which  in  one  v^'ide  embrace 
All  beings  circles, nvhen  the  fwelling  foul 
^fthe  nutltor'j     Partakes  the  joj"^   of   God;   ne'er  waims  thei^ 
tyj^titid.  breafts. 
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As  yet  my  foul  ne'er  felt  the  opprcfllvc  weight 
Of  indigence  unaided  ;  fwift  redrefs, 
Beyond  the  daring  fliglit  ot  hope,  approacli'd, 
Ai;q  ev'ry  wilh  oi  iiature  amply  blclt. 
Though,  o'er  the  ftiture  fcr.'i-s  of  my  fate, 
111  omens  feem  to  brood,  and  liars  malign 
I'o  bknd  their  baleful  fire :   ott,  while  the  fun 
Darts   bounulcfs    glory    through   th'    expanie   cf 

heav'n, 
A  gloom  of  congregated  vapours  rife, 
Than  night  moie  dreadful  in  her  blackeft  fliroud, 
And  o'er  the  face  of  things  incumbent  hang, 
Portending  tempeft  ;  till  the  fouicc  of  day 
Again  aiTtrts  the  empire  of  the  iky. 
And,  o'er  the  blotted  fcene  of  nature,  throws 
A  keener  fplendour.    -So,  perhaps,  that  care, 
Thixcugh  all  creation  felt,  but  mofi,  by  n]an, 
M'hich  hears  with  kind  regard  tlie  tender  figh 
Of  modexl  want,  may  dillipate  my  fears. 
And  bid  my  hours  a  happier  flight  alTume. 
Perhaps,  enliv'ning  hope  1  perhaps  my  foul 
May  drink  at  wiidom's  fountain,  and  allay 
Her  unextinguilh'd  ardour  in  the  ftrtam  ; 
Wifdom,  the  eonftant  magnet,  where  eacii  wifli, 
Set  by  the  hand  oi  nature,  ever  points, 
Reflkfs  and  faithlul,  as  th'  attia<3ive  force 
By  which  all  bodies  to  the  centre  tend. 

What  then  !  becaufe  th'  indulgent  fire  of  all 
Has,  in  the  plan  of  things,  prel'cnb'd  my  fphcre  ; 
Becaufe  coiiiuinmate  VVifdom  thought  not  lit, 
In  affluence  and  pomp,  to  bid  me  iliine  ; 
Shall  1  regret  my  dclliny,and  curie 
1'hat  llate,  by  Heav'n's  paternal  care,  defign'd 
To  train  me  up  lor  fceues,  with  which  compar'd, 
Thefe  ages,  meafur'd  by  the  orbs  of  heav'n. 
In  blank  annihilation  fade  away  ? 
For  feenes,  where,  iimfh'd  by  the  almighty  art, 
Beauty  a.nd  order  open  to  the  light 
In  vivid  glory  ;  where  the  faiiiteit  rays 
Out-flaih  the  Iplendour  of  our  mid-day  fun  ? 
Say,  Ihall  the  bource  of  all,  who  fnll  alUgn'd 
To  each  conRituent  of  this  wond'rous  Irume 
Its  proper  powers,  its  place  and  ac'bon  due. 
With  due  degrees  of  wcaknefs,  whence  refults 
Concord  ineffable ;  Ihall  he  revtrfe. 
Or  difconcert  the  univerfal  fcheme. 
The  gen'ral  good,  to  flatter  feliilh  pride 
And  blind  deljre  ? — Before  th'  Almighty  voice 
Prom  n on- exigence  cali'd  me  into  life, 
What  claim  had  I  to  being  ?  what  to  fliine 
In  this  high  rank  of  creatures,  form'd  to  climb 
1  he  fleep  afcent  of  virtue,  unrelax'd. 
Till  infinite  periedlion  crown  their  toil? 
Who,  conitious  of  their  origin  divine, 
Eternal  order,  beauty,  truth,  and  good, 
Perceive,  like  their  great  Parent,  and  admire, 

Huih  !    then,  my  heart,   with  pious  caies  fup- 
prefs 
This  timid  pride  and  impotence  of  foul: 
Learn  now,  why  all  thole  multitudes  which  crowd 
This  fpacious  tlieatrc,  and  gaze  on  heav'n. 
Invincibly  averfe  to  meet  their  fate. 
Avoid  each  danger;  know  this  lacred  truth  ; 
All  perfed:  Wildom,  on  each  living  foul, 
Engiav'd  this  mandate,  "  to  preferve  their  frame, 
And  hold  entire  the  gen'ral  orb  of  being.'' 
T  hen,  with  becoming  rev'rence  let  each  pow'r, 
Ifl  deep  attention,  hear  the  voice  of  God; 
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That  awful  voice,  which,  fpeaking  to  the  foul. 
Commands  its  refignation  to  his  law  1 

For  this,  has  heav'n  to  virtue's  glorious  (Inge 
Cali'd  me,  and  plac'd  the  garland  in  my  view, 
The  wreath  of  conquelf,  bafely  to  defert 
The  part  aihgn'd  me,  and  with  daltard  fear, 
From  prefent  pain,  the  caufe  of  future  bllfi. 
To  ihrink  into  the  bofom  of  the  grave  ? 
How  then  is  gratitude'^  vaft  debt  repaid  .' 
Vvhcre  all  the  tender  offices  of  love 
Due  to  trattrnal  man,  in  which  the  heart 
Kach  blefliiig  it  communicates  enjoys? 
How  then  diall  I  obey  the  firlf  great  law 
Of  nature'.- Legillatur,  deep  iiriiireft 
VV'itli  double  faniflion,  reltlefs  fear  of  death. 
And  fondnefs  ftill  to  breatiie  this  vital  air? 
Not  is  th'  injundlion  hard  ;   who  would  not  fink 
A  while  in  tears  and  lorrcw,  then  emerge 
W'uh  tentold  luftre,  triumph  o'er  his  pain  ; 
And  with  unlading  glory  (Line  in  heav'n  ? 

Come  then'  my  little  guardian  genius',  clcth'd 
In  that  familiar  form,  my  Mi\lax,  tome  I 
Let  me  carefs  thee,  hug  thee  to  m\  heart, 
Which  beats  with  joy  oi  life  preferv'd  by  the:. 
Had  not  thy  interpofing  fondnefs  Ifaid 
iVIy  blind  precipitation,  now,  ev'n  now. 
My  loul,  by  nature's  fliarpeft  pangs  expell'd. 
Had   left   this  frame;    had    pafs'd  the   dreadful 

bound, 
Which  life  from  death  divides,  divides  this  fcene 
From  vafl  eternity,  whole  ileep'ning  Ihades, 
Impervious  to  the  lliarpeft  mortal  light, 
iilude  our  keenell  fearch. —  But  ftill  I  err. 
Howe'er  thy  grateful  undefigning  heart, 
In  ills  forelcen,  with  promptitude  might  aid  ; 
Yet  this,  beyond  thy  utmoft  reach  of  thought. 
Not  ev'n  remotely  diftaut  couldlt  taou  view. 
Secure  thy  Itcps  the  fragile  board  could"  prefs, 
Nor  feel  the  leaf!  alarm  where  I  had  funk  : 
Nor  couldit  thou  judge  the  awful  depth  below. 
Which,  from  its  wat'ry  bottom,  to  receive 
My  fall,  tremendous  yawn'd.     Thy  utmoft  Ikill, 
1  hy  deepen  penetration  here  had  Itopt 
Short  of  Its  aim  ;  and  in  the  ftrong  embrace 
Of  ruin  Itruggling,  left  me  to  expire. 
No — Heav'n's  high  Sov'reign,  provident  of  all, 
'I"hy  paflive  organs  moving,  taught  thee  firft 
To  check  my  heedltfs  courfe,  and  hence  I  live. 

Eternal  Providence  !  whole  equal  fway 
Weighs  each  event,  whofe  ever-wakeful  care, 
Connccling  high  with  low,  minute  with  great, 
Attunes  the  wond'rous  whole,  and  bids  each  part 
In  one  unbroken  harmony  confpire  : 
H.,il  !  facred  Source  of  happintfs  and  life  I 
Siibltantial  Good,  bright  intelleclual  Sun  I 
To  whom  my  foul,  by  fympathy  innate, 
Unweary'd  tends;   and  finds  in  thee  alone, 
Security,  enjoyment,  and  remote. 
By  tliee,  O  God  1  by  thy  paternal  arm. 
Through  ev'ry  period  of  my  infant  ftate, 
Suftain'd  I  live  to  yield  thee  praifes  due. 
O  !   could  my  lays,  with  heav'nly  raptures  warm, 
High  as  thy  throne,  re-echo  to  the  fongs 
Ot  angels ;  thence,  O  1  could  my  pray'r  obtain 
One  beam  of  infpiration,  to  inflame 
And  animate  my  numbers;  heav'n's  full  choir. 
In  loftier  Ilrains,  th'  infpiring  God  might  fmgj 
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Yet  not  more  ardent,  more  fip.cere  than  piine. 
But  though  my  voice,  beneath  the  feriiph's  note, 
Muft  check  its  feeble  accents,  low  depreft 
By  dull  mortality  ;  to  thee  great  Soul 
Ot  heav'n  and  caith  I  to  thee  my  hallow'd  drain 
Of  gratitude  and  praife  fhall  Itill  afcend. 

MISS  *^:**lf,  TQ  THE  AUTHOR. 

While  friendfliip's  r^entle  pow'rs  my  nofom  fire, 
Pamon,  accept  the  lays  which  you  inlpiie  : 
My  long-neglected  miife  thy  worth  revives. 
And  gen'rous  ardour  from  thy  flame  receives, 
Domellic  troubles  long  ray  mind  opprefs'd, 
And  made  the  mufe  a  ftranger  to  my  bread  ; 
[Not  friendlhip's  i'ofteft   charms   could    raife  my 

foog, 
Till  wak'd  to  life  by  thy  perfuafive  tongue. 
O  Damon,  could  I  boait  thy  wond'rous  Ikill, 
"Were  but  my  genius  equal  to  my  will, 
Thy  praifes  I  unweary'd  would  proclaim  ; 
And  place  thee  with  the  brightell  fons  of  fame. 
Sure.  Damon,  'tis  foine  god  thy  breaft  int'pires, 
And  fills  thy  foul  with  thofe  celeftial  fires 
Thy  thoughts  fo  juft,  lb  noble,  fo  refin'd. 
That  elegant,  that  virtuous  turn  of  mind, 
May  juftly  claim  the  praife  of  all  mankind.        J 

Why  ara  I  call'd  to  leave  my  native  plains, 
To  range  on  barren  hills  with  ruftic  fvvains  ? 
Far  froM  my  fellow  nymphs,  a  fprightly  throng, 
And  far,  too  far  from  thy  harmonious  tongue  1 
Yet  ftill  thy  praife  Ihall  be  my  fav'rite  theme  i''^ 
£ach  echo  fhall  refound  with  Damon's  fame,      > 
And  ev'ry  tree  fnall  bear  his  much-lov'd  name,  j 

O  could  I  bear  thee  to  Acafto's  feat. 
To  Phoebus  and  his  fons  a  known  retreat; 
Acafto,  whofe  great  mind  and  honeft  foul 
No  hopes  can  bias,  and  no  fears  controul. 
He  virtue's  patron  long  has  firmly  ftood, 
And,  in  a  vicious  age,  been  greatly  good. 
Oft  has  Acaho  in  fome  fragrant  bow'r 
Invok'd  Urania,  and  confefs'd  her  pow'r  ; 
As  oft  the  tuneful  maid  has  own'd  his  lays. 
And  blefs'd  his  long  wiih  well-deferved  praife. 
V/ere  Damon  there,  to  join  the  tuneful  choir, 
With  all  the  beauties  of  his  verfe  and  lyre, 
His  wit  would  civilize  our  favage  plains, 
Polifli  our  country  nymphs  and  rural  fwains. 
But  though  hard  fate  deny  my  fond  requeft. 
It  cannot  tear  thy  mem'ry  from  my  breaft  j 
No — while  life's  blood  runs  warm  in  ev'ry  vein, 
For  thee  a  lalling  friendftip  I'll  maintain : 
And  when  this  bufy  {^em  of  life  is  o'er. 
Nor  ea»;h  retards  the  foul's  excurfions  more, 
I'll  joy  to  meet  thee  in  thofe  happier  fcenes, 
Where  uiiallay'd,  immortal  pleafure  reigns. 
There,  crown'd  with  youth  unfading,  let  us  ftray 
Through  the  bright  regions  of  eternal  day  ; 
There,  of  eflential  happinefs  fecur'd. 
With  joy  we'll  tell  the  pains  we  once  endur'd. 

Some  pow'r  condud  us  through  the  glorious 
road, 
And  lead  us  fafe  to  that  divine  abode. 
Where  blifs  eternal  waits  the  virtuous  foul, 
And  joys  on  joys  in  eiidiefs  cirles  roll 

^y-io.  Clio. 
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V/hf.n  Clio  feem'd  forgetful  of  my  pain, 
A  foft  impatience  throbb'd  in  av'ry  vein  ; 
Each  tedious  hour  1  thought  an  age  of  woe  ; 
So  few  their  pleafures,  and  their  pace  fo  flo^v: 
But  when  your  moving  accents  reach'd  my  car, 
Juft,  as  your  talle,  and  as  your  heart,  finceie; 
My  foul  re--cho'd,  while  the  melting  ftrain 
Beat  in  each  pulfe,  and  flow'd  in  ev'ry  vein. 

Ah  !  teach  my  verfe,  like  yours,  to  be  reSn'd  ; 
Your  force  of  language,  and  your  ftiength  of  mind; 
Teach  me  that  winning,  fott,  perfualive  art, 
Wnich  ravilhes  the  toul,  and  charms  the  heart, 
Then  eV'ry  lieighten'd  pow'r  1  will  employ 
To  paint  your  merit,  and  exprefs  my  joy. 
Lefs  foft  the  Itrains,  the  numbers  lefs  refin'd,     ■ 
With  which  great  Orpheus  polilli'd  human  kind; 
Whofe  magic  force  could  lawiefs  vice  reprove, 
And  teach  a  world  the  fweets  of  fecial  love. 

When  great  *  Acalto's  virtues  grac'd  your  lay% 
My  foul  was- loft  in  the  effulgent  blaze  j 
Whofe  love,  like:  heav'n,  to  all  mankind  extends. 
Supplies  the  Indigent,  the  weak  defends  ; 
Purines  the  good  of  all  with  fteady  aim  ; 
One  blight,  unweary'd,  unextinguilli'd  flame. 
What  tranfport  fdt  niy  fuul,  what  keen  delight, 
When  its  full  blaze  of  glory  met  my  light  ! 
But  foon,  too  foon,  the  happy  gleam  was  o'er  ; 
What  joy  can  reign  where  Clio  is  no  more  ? 

Ah  !  haplefs  me  '.  mull  yet  more  woes  infpire 
The  mournful  fong,  and  tune  the  tragic  lyre  } 
The  laft  and  greatel  of  the  fable  train  ? 
Her  Clio's  abfence  mu'i  the  mufe  complain  ? 
From  thefe  intrufive  thoughts  all  pleafure  flies, 
And  leaves  my  huil  benighted,  like  my  eyes. 

Yet,  W'hile  abforb'd  in  thought  alone  I  llray, 
On  ev'ry  fenfe  while  file nt  forrows  prey, 
Or  from  fome  arbour,  confcious  of  my  pain, 
Vv'hile  to  the  Cghing  breeze  I  figh  in  vain  :  - 
May  each  new  moment,  fraught  with  new  delight^ 
Crown  your  bright  day,  and  blefs  your  fdent  night ; 
May  heightning  raptures  ev'ry  fenfe  furprife, 
Mufic  your  ears,  gay  profpecls  charm  your  eyes; 
May  all  on  earth,  and  all  in  heav'n  conlpire 
To  make  your  pleafures  laiUng  and  entire. 
'Tis  thine  alone  can  footh  my  anxious  breafl 
Secure  of  blifs,  while  confcious  you  are  bleft. 

EPISTLE  I. 

TO  THE   SAME. 

from   Eciinbtirgh. 

From  where  bleak  north  winds  chill  the  frozen 

Ikies 
And  lov'd  Edina's  Igfty  turrets  rife. 
Sing  heav'nly  mufe!    to  thy  lov'd  Clio  fing; 
Tune  thy  faint  voice,  .and  ftretch  thy  drooping' 

wmg. 
Could  I,  like  Uriel,  on  fome  pointed  ray, 
T«  your  fair  diitant  Eden  wing  my  way, 

•  A  gentleman  ivho  thenrcfidedin  Gallonvay,  dif- 
twgutjhed  for  Ijofpitality,  fur  bis  iriviolabie  at- 
tachj/ient  to  the  intercjh  of  his  country  ;  and,  in 
Jhort,  for  all  thofe  -virtues  lobicb  adorned  his  aji^ 
cflors,  and  dignify  human  nut  are. 
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Oatftrip  the  moments,  fcorn  the  fwifteft  wind, 
And  leave  ev'n  wing'd  defire  to  lag  behind  ; 
So  Itroiig,  fo  fwifr,  I'd  ly  the  port  to  gain  ; 
The  fpeed  of  an^trli  ihauld  puiUie  in  vain. 

Ah  !  whither,  whither  would  my  fancy  ftray? 
Nor  hope  fultains,  nor  reafon  leads  the  way  : 
^0,  let  my  eyes  in  fcalding  furrows  tlow,, 
Vaft  as  my  lofs,  a.ul  endlefs  as  niy  woe  : 
Flow,  till  the  torrent  quench  this  vital  flame. 
And,  with  increafuig  hours  increale  the  Itream. 
Yet,  Clio,  hear,  in  pity  to  my  fmart. 
If  gentle  pity  e'er  could  touch  thy  heart : 
Let  but  one  Inie  iufpend  my  conltant  care. 
Too  faint  for  hope,  too  lively  for  defpair : 
Tliee  let  me  ftill  with  wonted  rapture  find 
The  mules  patronefs,  and  poet's  friend. 

EPISTLE  11. 

TO  DORINDA. 

J'Viib  Venice  Prefer-v'd. 

If  friendflilp  gains  not  pardon  for  the  mufe, 
Immortal  Otway,  fure,  will  plead  excufe  : 
For  eyes  like  thine  he  wrote  his  movins^  lays, 
"Which  feel  the  poet,  and  which  weep  his  praife. 
Whether  great  Jafher  tender  griefs  infpires. 
Struggling  with  ciuel  fate,  and  high  deiires ; 
Or  Belvidera's  gentler  accents  flow. 
When  all  her  I'oul  flie  breathes  in  love  and  woe  : 
Drawn  from  the  heart  the  various  paflions  fliine, 
And  wounded  nature  bleed-'  in  ev'ry  line. 
As  when  fome  turtle  f|)ies  her  lovely  mate 
-Pierc'd  by  the  ball,  orfliut'ring  in  the  net, 
Her  little  heart  jult  burlting  with  defpair, 
She  droops  her  wuigs,    and  breathes  her  foul  in 
air. 

EPISTLE  III. 

TO  MISS  ANNIE  RAI, 

With  the  Manual  of  EpirfctKs,  and  Tallature  of 
Cebes. 

Go,  happy  leaves  !  to  Anna's  view  difclofe 

What  folid  joy  from  real  virtue  flows ; 

When,  like  the  world,  felf-pois'd,  th'  exalted  foul, 

Unflraken,  fcorns  the  Itorms  that  round  her  roll ; 

And,  in  herfcif  culledted,  joys  to  find 

Th'  untainted  iaiage  of  th'  Eternal  Mind. 

To  bid  maiil.ind  their  end  fupreme  purfue, 
On  God  and  nature  fix  their  v.and'ring  viev.r ; 
To  teach  reluiTlant  paluon  to  obey, 
Check'd,  or  iinpell'd  by  reafon 's  awful  fway; 
From  films  of  error  purge  tlie  mental  eye, 
Till  undilTcmbled  good  in  proipedt  lie; 
The  foul  w  ith  heav'n-born  virtue  to  inflame  s 
Such  was  the  Stoic's  and  Socratic's  aim. 

O  1  could  they  view  from  yon  immortal  fcene, 
Where  beauty,  truth  ar,d  good,  unclouded,  reign, 
Fair  hands    like    thine   revolve    their   labour'd 

page. 
Imbibe  their  truth,  and  in  their  talk  engage  ; 
■With  rapture  would  they  hail  fo  fair  a  light, 
And  feel  new  blifs  in  heav'n's  fupiciue  delight. 


•  TO  MISS  D.  H. 


IN  ANSWER  TO  A  LETTER    SHE  WROTE  THff 
AUTHOR  FROM  DUMFRIES. 

May  Heaven's  bleft  bleflings  oh  thy  head  defcendt 
Whofe  gooduefs  recoUefls  an  abfent  friend  ; 
Brighter  and  brighter  may  thy  moments  roll, 
Joy  warm  thy  heart,  and  virtue  tune  thy  foul; 
With  lengih'ning  life  ftill  happier  be  thy  ftate, 
As  by  thy  worth,  diftingailh'd  by  thy  fate. 
Oh  1   if  my  ardent  vows  lucccfsful  jjrove  ; 
if  merit  charms,  if  God  himff  If  be  love  ; 
Of  all  the  lots  his  bounty  e'er  affign'd 
To  blefs  the  belt,  the  nohleft  of  mankind  ; 
For  none  fliall  happier  conltellations  Ihine, 
None  boalt  a  fphcre  of  ampler  bill's  than  thine. 

Few  of  thy  fex,  alas  I   how  wond'rous  tew. 
Bellow  tliol'c  kind  regards  to  virtue  due  : 
A  humble  name,  of  wealth  toofmall  a  Ihare, 
A  form  uni'eemly,  or  a  clownilh  air  ; 
Thefe  cafual  faults  the  iqneamini  fair  difguft. 
Who  to  be  thought  reiin'd,  become  unjuit. 
Not  I'ucli  Dorinda's  more  inteni'e  furvey. 
It  looks  for  charms  uncorfcious  or  decay  ; 
Surface  and  form  pervades  with  nobifr  tafle. 
And  views  Goii'a  image  on  the  heart  impreft. 
O  may  I  ever  fliare  thy  kind  efteem, 
In  fortune's  change,  and  liie's  tumultuous  dream: 
If  future  hours  be  ting'd  with   colours  gay. 
There  let  thy  friendfnip  mix  its  heav'nly  ray; 
O'er  all  my  fate  if  adverfe  planets  reign, 

0  let  thy  gentle  pity  footh  my  pain  : 
With  this  one  precious  good  fecurely  bleft. 
Let  chance  or  fortune  regulate  the  reft. 

Since  Itill  to  me  extend  thy  gen'rous  cares, 
My  (tudy,  health,  employment,  and  affairs; 
Thefe  ever  in  the  fame  dull  channel  flow, 
A  lazy  current,  uniformly  flow. 
IhMs  ftill  from  hour  to  hour,  from  day  to  day, 
Life's  glimmering  taper  languidies  away; 
A  doubtful  flame,  a  dim  portentous  light. 
That  waftes  and  fickens  into  endlefs  night. 

The  modes  of  drel's,  the  fophill'.-.  keen  debate. 
The  various  politics  of  church  and  Itate, 
A  foul  like  thine  will  think  but  trivul  news. 
Beneath  the  care  of  friendfliip  and  the  mufe. 

In  vain  I  urge  dull  thought  from  line  to  line, 
Fancy  grows  reftive  to  the  fond  defign  : 
Here  let  the  mufe  her  weary  pinions  reft, 
Be  ever  kind,  and  oh  \  be  ever  bleft. 

TO  MISS  A.  H. 

ON  HER  MARRIAGE. 

1  HATF.  the  ftiffaddrefs,  the  ftudied  phrafe 
Of  formal  compliment,  and  empty  prail'e. 
Where  f^iiicy  labours  to  exprefs  the  heart. 
With  all  the  paint  and  impotence  of  art : 

But  when  with  merit  friendfliip's  charms  confpire 
To  bid  my  hand  rcfiime  the  votive  lyre. 
Once  more  my  veins  their  former  raptures  know. 
And  all  the  mufes  in  my  bolbm  glow. 

the  yo-ung  lady  to  whom  the  Monody  is  hi" 
fcril'cd. 
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O  thoQ,  whofe  foul  with  ev'ry  fweetnefscrown'd, 
Diftufes  light,  and  life,  and  pieafure  round  ; 
Whofe  heart,  with  ev'ry  tender  fenfe  cndow'd, 
Glows,  like  creative  love,  ierenely  good; 
Whole  eai'y  manners  at  one  viewdifplay 
Fancy's  quick  flafh,  and  reafon's  fteady  ray  ; 
"While  each  internal  charm,  with  fweet  furprife, 
Beams  through  thy  form,  and  lights  thy  radiant 

eyes: 
Blefs'd  with  thofe  joys,  may  all  thy  moments  flow, 
Which  confcious  virtue  only  can  beftow  : 
That  foft  eternal  funihine  of  the  mind, 
Sweet  as  thy  charms,  and  as  thy  foul  refin'd. 
Mny  Heav'n  protetl  thee  with  a  father's  care, 
And  make  thee  happy,  as  it  made  thee  fair. 
O  may  the  man  now  fatred  to  thy  choice. 
With  all  his  foul  the  real  bleffing  prize  : 
One  common  end  o'er  ail  your  views  prefide. 
One  wifh  impel  you,  and  one  purpofe  guide  ; 
Be  all  your  days  aufpicious,  cslm,  and  bright, 
One  fcene  of  tender,  pure,  unmix'd  drl)^,nt. 
Till  time  and  fate  eshauft  their  endiefs  Itore, 
And  heav'n  alone  can  make  your  pieafure  more. 

TO  THS  REV.  MR.  JAMESON. 

Why  mourns  my  friend,  what  caufe  fliall  I  adign? 
Why  iniarts  taat  tender  honeft  foul  of  thine  ? 
What  ftar,  a  loe  to  all  that's  good  and  great, 
Dares,  witli  malignant  influence>  dalh  thy  fate  ? 
Why  flirinks  my  heart  with  fears  not  underllood  ? 
What  fti  ange  portentous  fadnefs  chills  my  blood  ? 
O  1  breathe  thy  latent  iorrows  in  mine  ear. 
And  prompi  the  Uarting  f^'mpathetic  tear. 
As  tender  mothers  with  alliduous  view, 
M'heir  infant  offspring's  wand'ring  (teps  purfue, 
As  wing'd  from  heav'n,  ceieltial  guardians  wait, 
Tofnatch  their  tav'rite  charge  from  inltant  fate  : 
Friendihip  thy  clofe  attendant  fliaii  remain, 
Prepar'd  to  foften,  or  partake  thy  pain  : 
Whether  thy  form,  to  pale  difeafe  a  prey. 
Beneath  its  preflure  pants  the  tedious  day  ; 
Or  if  fome  tender  grief  dilfolves  thy  mind. 
Each  wifli  extinguilh'd,  and  each  hope  refign'd  : 
For  thee  my  fpirits  fliall  more  languid  flow  ; 
For  thee  the  flame  of  life  fulpend  its  glow  ; 
Fer  thee  this  heart,  with  forrows  new  ihali  groan, 
And  add  thy  part  of  anguiili  to  its  own. 
"Whatever  fceiies  thy  penfive  walk  invite, 
Thither  thy  friend  (liall  bend  his  fpeedy  flight. 
Say,  fliall  our  fotial  iteps  together  ilray 
Through  groves  that  glimmer  with  a  twilight  ray  ? 
Or  through  fome  boundlefs  fulitary  plain, 
Where  melancholy  holds  her  penfive  reign  ? 
Say,  thiough  embow'ring  myrtles  lliail  we  rove 
Bedew'd  with  recent  tears  by  hopelefs  love  ? 
Or,  where  neglected  worth,  from  men  retir'd, 
In  uncomplaining  agony  expir'd  ? 
There  in  the  filent  cyprels  lliade  reclin'd, 
J.et  each  in  each  a  faithful  luft"rer  find; 
There  let  our  mingling  plaints  to  heav'n  afcend  ; 
There  let  our  eyes  their  ceafelefs  currents  blend  : 
Our  mingling  plaints  fliall  flop  the  pafling  gale. 
And  each  enamour'd  echo  figh  the  tale. 
,Foi-  whilit  I  fpeak,  ev'n  in  this  mortal  hour, 
Pel  haps  relentiefs  death  exerts  his  po  w'r, 


Perhaps  the  fliaft  already  wings  its  way, 
Too  furely  aim'd,  and  *  Barnet  falls  its  prey. 
Htm,  nature,  with  no  common  care  defigu'd. 
His  form  embellifli'd,  and  his  foLsl  refin'd; 
Oh  '.  with  wiiat  ardour  did  his  p-ercing  view, 
rhrough  ev'ry  maze  of  nature,  truth  purlue  1 
Sacred  to  virtue,  and  the  mule,  his  breaft 
With  Heav'n's  own  toveliefl  image  was  impreft. 
Like  Heav'n's  eternal  goodnefs,  unconfin'd 
Hi>  foul,  with  one  fond  wifli,  embrac'd  mankind  : 
For  them  his  time,  his  cares  were  all  employ'd; 
Their  griefs  he  felt,  their  happinefs  eujoy'd  ; 
His  parents  now,  in  bitternefs  of  pain. 
Shall  alk  from  heav'n  and  earth  their  fon  in  vain: 
In  vain  his  friends  with  pious  gifts  fliall  tell 
How  gay  he  bloflom'd,  ajid  how  early  fell. 
Through  all  his  frame  a  fever's  fury  reigns, 
Confumes  his  vitals,  and  inflames  his  veins, 
In  tears  tlie  falutary  arts  retreat. 
And  virtue  views  with  pangs  her  darling's  fate. 
Here  paafe,  my  friend,   and  with  due  candour 
own 
AfFliiflion'scup  not  mix'd  for  thee  alone  ; 
Others,  like  thee,  its  dire  contents  rauft  drain. 
And  fltare  their  full  inheritance  of  pain. 
But,  O  !  may  brighter  hours  thy  life  attend  ; 
Such  as  from  heav'n  on  happy  love  defcetid  ; 
Such  gleams,  as  ftill  on  confcious  virtue  fliine. 
By  God  and  man  approv'd,  be  ever  thine. 
May  reafon,  arm'd  with  each  perfuafive  art, 
Infpire  thy  precept,  as  flie  guides  thy  hearts: 
Nor  let  thy  foul  the  fmallelt  portion  know 
Of  all  my  part  diflrcfs  or  prcfent  woe. 


AN  EPITAPH  ON  HIS  FATHER. 

Here  drop,  benevolence,  thy  facred  tear, 

A  friend  of  human  kind  repofes  here  ; 

A  man  content  himfelf  and  God  to  know; 

A  heart,  with  every  virtue  forra'd  to  glow  : 

Beneath  each  preflure  uniformly  great;  . 

In  life  untainted,  uufurpris'd  by  fate  : 

Such,  though  oblcur'd  by  various  ills  he  flione  ; 

Cunfol'd  his  neighbours  woes,  and  bore  his  own  : 

Heav'n  faw,  and  fnatch'd  from  fortune's  rage  its 

prey. 
To  fliare  the  triumphs  of  eternal  day. 

TO  MRS.  ANNE  BLACKLOCK, 

THE  author's    mother. 

IVith  a  Copy  of  the  Scotch  Edition  of  his  Poems, 

O  thou  I  who  gav'ft  me  firft  this  world  t' explore. 
Whole  frame  for  me  a  mother's  anguifli  bore ; 


•  Mr.  Bar?iet,  an  'Englijbman,  a  dear  and  in- 
timate friend  of  the  poet.  He  was  a  Jhident  of 
phyfic  in  the  Vniverfity  of  Edinburgh  ;  and  at  the 
time  theahove  epifile  luas  inritten,  lay  danger  021/ly^ 
ill  of  afeier,  of  ivhich  he  dieda  few  days  a.fter, 
in  the  bloom  ef  youth,  'much  lamented  by  all  ivho 
k?7ciu  him,  but  particularly  by  Blacklock,  lubo 
fcarce  ever  mentions  his  name  ivithout  a  tear. 
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For  me,  whofe  heart  its  vital  cn?rcnt  drained, 
W'hofe  bolom  nurs'd  rae,  and  whcie  ;;iins  lulliiin'd  : 
What  though  thy  Ion,  dependent,  weak,  and  blind, 
Deplore  his  wilhes  check'd,  his  hopes  confin'd  ? 
Though  want  impending  cloud  each  cheerlt Isdu)', 
And   death  with  life  fcem   ftriigglijig  for  their 

prey  ? 
Let  this  confole,  if  not  reward  thy  pain, 
Unhappy  he  may  live,  but  not  in  vain. 

PROLOGUE  TO  OTHELLO, 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.    LOVE, 

At  the  opening  of  the  Playhoufe  in  Bumf  lies. 

Ye  fouls  I  by  foft  humanity  infpir'd. 
For  gen'rous  hearts  and  manners  free  admir'd  ; 
Where  talte  and  commerce  amicably  join'di 
Embellifli  life,  and  cultivate  the  mind  : 
Without  a  blulli,  you  may  fupport  our  ftage  ; 
No  tainted  joys  fliall  here  your  view  engage. 
To  tickle  fools  with  proftituted  art. 
Debauch  the  fancy  and  corrupt  the  heart, 
Let  others  (loop,  fuch  meannefs  we  defpife. 
And  pleafe  with  virtuous  objedfs virtuous  eyes. 

The  tender  foul  what  dire  convuliions  tear, 
When  whifp'ring  villains  gain  th'  incautious  ear  ; 
How  heav'nly  mild,  yet  howintenfely  bright, 
Fair  innocence,  though  clouded,  ftrikes  the  fight ; 
V*'hat  endlefs  plagues  from  jealous  fondnefs  flow, 
This  night  our  faithful  fcenes  attempt  to  fhow  : 
]So  new-born  whim,  no  hafty  flafli  of  wit ; 
Eut  nature's  didiates,  by  great  Shakfpeare  writ. 

Immortal  bard  \  who  with  a  mailer  hand. 
Could  all  the  movements  of  the  foul  command  ; 
With  pity  footb,  with  terror  fliake  her  frame  ; 
In  love  dillolve  her,  or  to  rage  inflame. 

To  talle  and  virtue,  heav'n-defcended  pair  I 
While  plcas'd  we  thus  devote  our  art  and  care  ; 
To  crown  our  ardour,  let  your  fav'ring  Imile 
Reivard  our  hopes,  and  animate  our  toil : 
So  may  your  eyes  no  weeping  moments  know, 
Jut  when  they  fliare  feme  Defdemona's  woe. 

PROLOGUE  TO  HAIMLET, 

SPOKEN  BY  MR.  LOVE,    AT  DUJIFRIES. 

Inspir'd  with  pleafinghope  to  entertain, 
Once  more  we  offer  Shakfpeare's  heav'nly  ftrain  5 
While  hov'ring  round,  his  iaurell'd  fliade  furveys 
What  ejes  fhall  pour  their  tribute  to  his  piaife  ; 
What  hearts  with  tender  pity  Ihall  regret 
The  bitter  grief  that  clouds  Ophelia's  fate. 

Once  fair  fl:e  nuurilh'd,  nature's  joy  and  jjride, 
Eut  droop'd  and  vvither'd,  when  a  father  dy'd. 
Severe  extremes  of  tendernefs  and  woe. 
When  love  and  virtue  mourn  one  common  blow; 
When  griefs  alternate  o'er  the  bofom  reign. 
And  ev'ry  fenfe,  and  ev'ry  thought  is  pain  ! 
Here  nature  triumph'd,  on  her  throne  fublime, 
And  raock'd  each  pigmy  mufe  of  later  time  ; 
Till  Shakfpeare    touch'd  the   foul  with   all  her 

fmait, 
And  ftamp'd  her  living  image  on  the  heart. 


From  his  inflruiflive  fung  we  deeply  feel. 
How  vainly  guilt  its  horrors  would  conceal, 
Though  night  and  filence  with  the  fraud  confpire, 
To  bid  the  crime  from  human  fearch  retire  ; 
1  hough  yet  the  traitor  feem  from  harm  fecure. 
And  fate  a  while  fufpend  th'  avenging  hour; 
Though  fortune  nurle  liim  with  a  mother's  care, 
And  deck  htr  pageant  in  a  fhort-liv'd  glare: 
In  vain  he  ftniggles  to  difguife  his  fmart, 
A  living  plague  corrodes  his  ulcer'd  heart ; 
While  ev'ry  form  of  ruin  meets  his  eyes, 
And  heav'n's  vlndiclive  terrors  round  him  rife. 

Such  falutary  truths  their  light  dittufe. 
Where  honours  due  attend  the  tragic  mufe  ; 
Deep  by  her  facred  ilgnature  imprell, 
They  mingle  with  the  foul  and  warm  the  bread:. 
Hence  taught  of  old,  the  pious  and  the  fage. 
With  veneration  patronis'd  the  ftage. 

But,  foft  !  methmks  you  cry  with  fome  furprife, 
"  How  long  intend  you  thus  to  moralile  i"' 
Our  prologue  deviates  from  eftablifli'd  rules. 
Nor  Ihocks  the  fair,  nor  calls  the  critics  fools, 
'Tis  true  ;  but  dully  fond  of  common  fenfe. 
We  flill  think  fpleen  to  wit  has  no  pretence  ; 
Think  impudence  is  far  remote  from  fpirit. 
And  modefty,  though  awkward,  has  fome  merit. 

TO  A  GENTLEMAN, 

WHO    ASKED    MY  SENTIMENTS   OF  HIM. 

An  Epigram. 

Dear  Fabiusl  me  if  well  you  know. 
You  ne'er  will  take  me  for  your  foe  ; 
If  right  yourfelf  you  comprehend, 
You  ne'er  will  take  me  for  your  friend. 

ON  PUNCH. 

AN  EPIGRAM. 

Hence  I  reftlefs  care  and  low  defign. 

Hence  1  foreign  compliments  and  wine;  -, 

Let  gen'rous  Britons  brave  and  free, 

Still  boaft  their  punch  and  honefty. 

Life  is  a  bumper  fill'd  by  fate. 

And  we  the  guefts  who  fliare  the  treat; 

Where  ftrong,  infipid,  fliarp,  and  fweet, 

Each  other  duly  terap'ring  meet.  ' 

A  while  with  joy  the  fcene  is  crown'd  ; 

A  while  the  catch  and  toaft  go  round : 

And  when  the  full  caroufe  is  o'er. 

Death  puffs  the  lights  and  fliuts  the  door. 

Say  then,  phyficians  of  each  kind. 

Who  cure  the  body  or  the  mind  ■, 

What  harm  in  drinking  can  there  be, 

Since  punch  and  life  fo  well  agree? 

ON  MARRIAGE. 

AN  EPIGRAM. 

Young  Celia,  now  a  blooming  bride, 
Sat  from  her  friends  apart  and  cry'd  ; 
Her  faithful  Chloe  view'd  her  care. 
And  thus  confol'd  the  weeping  fair : 
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Good  heav'n  I  in  tears !  for  fliame  i  look  gay  ; 
Nor  cloud  with  grief  your  rmptiai  clay. 
If  brides  in  tears  receive  their  fponlcs, 
What  muft  the  haplefs  wretch  who  lofes  ? 
BeliJes,  my  dear,  you  know  'tis  reafon, 
That  all  things  have  a  proper  feafon  : 
Now  'tis  in  marriage  a  plain  cafe, 
That  crying  holds  the  fecoiid  place. 
Let  vulgar  fouls  in  forrow  fink, 
Who  always  aift  and  never  think ; 
."Eut  to  reflecting  minds  like  you, 
Maniage  can  fure  have  nothing  new, 

ON  THE  SAME. 

AN  EPIGRAM. 

Whoever  feals  the  marriage  vow, 
'Tis  well  agreed  make  one  of  two  : 
JJut  who  can  tell,  fave  G~d  alone. 
What  numbers  may  make  two  of  one. 

EPITAPH 

BN  A  FAVOURITE  LAP-DOG.   . 

I  NEVEPv  bark'd  when  out  of  leafon ; 
I  never  bit  without  a  reafon  ; 
I  ne'er  infulted  weaker  brother  ; 
Nor  wrorg'd  by  force  nor  fraud  another. 
Though  brutes  are  plac'd  a  rank  below, 
Happy  for  man  could  he  lay  lo  '. 

THE  AUTHOR'S  PICTURE. 

While  in  my  matchlefs  graces  wrapt  I  (land. 
Arid  touch  each  feature  with  a  trembling  hand  ; 
Deign  lovely  felf  1  with  art  and  nature's  pride, 
To  mix  the  colours,  and  the  pencil  guide. 

Self  is  the  grand  purfuit  of  half  mankind  : 
How  vaft  a  crowd  by  felf,  like  me,  are  blind  ! 
By  felf  the  fop  in  magic  colours  fliown, 
Though  fcorn'd  by  ev'ry  eye,  delights  his  own  : 
When  age  and  wrinkles  feize  the  conqu'iing  maid 
Self,  not  the  glafs,  refieifts  the  flatt'ring  fliade. 
Then,  wonder-working  felf  1   begin  the  lay  ; 
Thy  charms  to  others  as  to  me  difplay. 

Straight  is  my  peifon,  but  of  little  fize  : 
Lean  are  my  cheeks,  and  hollow  are  my  eyes: 
My  youthful  down  is,  like  my  talents,  rare; 
Politely  diltant  itands  each  fmgle  hair. 
IVIy  voice  too  rough  to  charm  a  lady's  ear  ; 
So  fmooth  a  child  may  liften  without  fear  ; 
Not  torm'd  in  cadence  fofi  and  warbling  lays. 
To  footh  the  fair  through  pleafure's  wanton  ways. 
My  lonn  fo  fine,  lo  regnl.iv,  fo  new, 
!hiy  port  fo  manly  and  fo  ireih  niy  hue ; 
Oft,  as  1  meet  the  crowd,  they  laughing  fay, 
*'  See,  (ct  Memento  Mori  ciofs  the  way." 
The  rav'fli'd  Proferpine  at  lall,  we  know, 
Grew  .''o-.idly  je-.'.lous  of  her  fable  beau; 
Eut  thanks  to  naiure  I  none  trim  me  need  fly, 
f.ne  heart  the  devil  could  wound — :o  cannot  I. 

'/et,  though  my  perfon  fearlefs  may  be  leen, 
'■"};'.:<■  is  feme  danger  in  my  graceful  !n:en: 
■.  ■ ),  ns  fome  veflel  lofs'd  by  wind  and  tide, 
■':.-;  .;i  Iso'ev  tbe  waves,  and  rogks  from  fiie  to  CJe 


THE   WORKS   OF   BLACKLOCK, 

In  juft  vibration  thus  I  always  move  : 

This  who  can  view  and  net  be  forc'd  to  love  ? 

Hail  I  charming  felf  I  by  whofe  propitious  aid 
My  form  in  all  its  glory  ftanJs  difplay'd  : 
Be  prefent  (iili ;   with  inipiration  kind, 
Let  the  fame  faithful  colours  paint  the  mind. 

Like  all  mankind,  with  vanity  I'm  blefs'd, 
Confcioiis  of  wit  I  never  yet  poH'cfs'd. 
To  itvong  defucs  my  heart  an  eafy  prey. 
Oft  feeis  their  force,  but  never  owns  their  fway. 
Thi>  hour,  perhaps,  as  death  I  hate  my  foe  ; 
The  nest  I  wonder  why  I  iliould  do  fo. 
Though  poor,  the  rich  I  view  with  carelefs  eye ; 
Scorn  a  vain  oath,  and  hate  a  feriouslie. 
I  ne'er  for  fatire  tortMre  common  fenfe  j 
Nor  fliow  my  wit  at  God's  nor  man's  expence.. 
Harmlels  I  live,  unknowing  and  unknown; 
Willi  well  to  all,  and  yet  do  good  to  none. 
Unmerited  contempt  I  hate  to  bear; 
Yet  on  my  fttults,  like  ethers,  am  fevere. 
Didioneil  flames  my  bofom  never  fire  ; 
The  bad  I  pity,  and  the  good  admire  : 
Fond  of  the  mufe,  to  her  devote  my  days, 
And  fcribble — not  for  pudding,  but  forpraife. 

Thefe  carelefs 'lines  if  any  virgin  hears, 
Perhaps,  in  pity  to  my  joylefs  years. 
She  may  cenfent  a  gen'rous  flame  to  own  ; 
And  I  no  longer  figh  the  nights  alone. 
Eut,  .1:ouldthe  £;iir,  affetVted,  vain,  or  nice, 
Screara  with  the  fears  infpir'd  by  frogs  or  mice; 
Cry,  "  fave  us,  heav'n  1  a  fpedVre,  not  a  man  1" 
Ker  hartfliorn  fnatch,  or  interpofe  her  fan  : 
If  I  my  tender  overture  repeat ; 
O  I  may  my  vows  her  kind  reception  meet '. 
May  llie  new  graces  on  wiy  form  beftow, 
And  with  tall  honours  dignify  my  brow  *  ! 

ADDRESS  TO  THE  LADIES. 


Wh 
or  1 
this 


A    SATIRE. 

Infcribcd  to  Mifs ■ 

Some  country  girl,  fcarce  to  a  curtfey  bred. 
Would  I  much  rather  than  Cornelia  wed." 

DRYDEN's  JUV£NAL. 

Credo  pudicitiam,  Saturno  rege,  moratam 
In  terris,  vifamque  diu." juv. 

In  Saturn's  reign,  at  nature's  early  birth, 
There  was  a  thing  call'd  Chaltity  on  earth." 

DRYDEH. 
PREFACE. 

ETHER  the  author's  defigns  were  benevolent 
d-iiatared,  in  the  writing  or  publication  of 
piece  to  the  world,  it  is  unneceilary  for  him 


*  The  maimer  in  nvhirh  our  author  has  fOndiiB- 
ed  this  piece  is  fery  remarkable.  None  but  one 
fijf-'xied  of  BlackiOcFs  happy  temper  of  mind, 
ivoiild  have  been  Jo  pieajant  at  his  onvn  e.xfence. 
tioiut'ier,  lejl  the  ladies  oj  future  ages  fijould 
Ih'iiik  this  humorous  defcription  real,  it  may  not  be 
impi  u^'tr  to  tell  them,  that,  if  the  oiiginal  had 
been  in  the  hands  of  a  faithfttl painter ,  the pitinre 
luould  by  no  means  have  beenfo  ludicrous.   R.  H= 
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todifcover;  for  even  though  he  flionlcl,  with  all 
imaginable  candour,  expreCs  the  motives  which 
inrluenced  him,  every  one  will  prefums  upon  the 
Ume  right  of  judginjj  as  if  no  fuc'n  dilcovery  had 
been  made.  Permit  him,  therefore,  only  to  fiy.that 
this  fatire  is  neither  abiolnrely  perfoual,  nor  com- 
prehenfive  of  all.  To  attack  any  particular  cha- 
raifler,  is  no  lefs  detradlion  in  verfe  than  in  prole  ; 
or  fuppofe  the  intention  more  good-natured,  it  is 
confining  thofe  moral  leiTons  to  one,  which  may 
be  applicable  to  a  thoufand.  To  attack'  any  fe.': 
or  fi.'ccies  for  qualities  infejiarable  from  it,  is  real- 
ly to  write  a  fatire  againft  nature.  So  that  the 
bufmei's  of  one  who  would  aflume  a  characfler  fo 
delicate  and  unwelcome,  is  neither  to  confine 
hinifelf  to  individujls,  nor  attempt  to  include  the 
whole. 

The  author  thought  it  proper  to  convey  his 
fentiments  in  an  epiftolary  way,  that  the  eye 
might  ftill  be  direcfled  to  one  principal  figuie. 
Such  characters  and  paflions  as  could  not  thus 
properly  be  introduced,  are  brought  in  by  fre- 
quent digreffiuns,  with  as  much  edfe  as  i)olTibIe. 
For  this  I  need  only  inftance  the  charadters  of 
Flavia  and  Timandra. 

The  moit  effeiSlual  way  cither  to  gain  or  pre- 
ferve  the  attention  of  readers  in  fatire,  is  by  a  de- 
licate and  well  preferved  irony,  Thii  the  author 
has  as  feldom  violated  as  the  fuhjeiits  he  treated, 
and  his  own  warmth  of  temper  would  ])ermit. 
And  thus,  under  pretence  of  advifing,  he  expofes 
to  his  pupil  raofl  of  the  vices  and  foibles  of  the 
fex ;  firif,  in  their  earlieft  appearances  in  the 
world,  then  in  marriage,  as  miftrefles  of  a  fami- 
ly, as  mothers,  and  the  different  rules  too  often 
obierved  in  drefs  abroad  and  at  home.  This  ac- 
count of  our  author's  plan  was  thought  requifite, 
left  the  reader,  when  glancing  over  the  poem, 
might  lofe  himfelf  in  it.  A.  G. 

O  THOU,  whom  ftill  in  vain  I  mud  adore, 
To  beauty  much  in  debt,  to  fortune  more  ; 
'VVith  wit  and  tafle  enough  thy  f.iults  to  hide, 
To  gild  thy  folly,  and  to  plume  thy  pride  ; 
Soon  Ihall  my  heart,  a  rebel  to  thy  chain, 
Alfert  its  freedom,  a:id  thy  pow'r  difdain. 
Yet  ere  kind  fate  mv  liberty  reflore,  {more), 

(When  twice  five  hundred    pounds  can  charm  no 
For  thee  the  mufe  flijll  tune  th'  infliucflive  lay, 
And  ilirough  the  maze  of  life  direct  thy  way  : 
The  mufe,  long  ftudy'd  in  her  fcx's  art. 
The  head  delighing,  and  corrupted  heart. 
For  thee  fliall  fing,  nor  thou  too  rai'dy  blame 
The  iaft  faint  ftruggles  of  a  dying  flame. 

The  maid  whom  nature  with  m!«ternal  care 
Has  form'd  to  fcatter  ruin  ev'ry  where. 
When  firit  on  life  her  radiant  eyes  fhe  throws, 
Drefs,  fiatt'ry,  pleafure,  billet-deau.x,  and  beau.'C ; 
Then,  confcious  of  her  weaknefs,  let  her  fly 
The  tender  hfp,  the  love  illumin'd  eye; 
Let  her  alike  diftruft  her  (Irength  and  art. 
And  cautious  tolomcmaiden  auntimpart  [heart 
The    important    charge,    her  honour  and   he 
But  foon  the  fird  emotions  of  deAre 
Shall  with  fimplicity  and  truth  retire; 
The  confcious  tongue  infpir'd  by  diftaut  views, 
Its  firft  alliance  with  the  foul  fltall  lofe  ; 
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The  blood,  by  candour  taught  before  to  glow, 
From  other  motives  to  the  cheek  flv.iU  How  ; 
No  more  fliall  looks  her  fentiments  e.xplain, 
But  ev'ry  flcxile  feature  learn  to  feiga. 
1  hen  let  her  illue  forth  to  open  light, 
In  ail  the  blaze  of  native  beauty  bright ; 
Infatiate,  conjuefl  let  her  ftill  purfue. 
Secure  from  harm,  and  deftin'd  to  undo. 
Yet  while  the  hill  of  public  toafts  flie  reigns. 
While  half  the  nation  ftruggles  in  her  chains. 
If  net  like  thee,  with  fortune's  bounty  bleft. 
Let  her  at  Iaft  refign  the  world  to  reft, 
Kre  time  his  empire  o'e-r  her  charms  aflume. 
And  tinge  with  fainter  hue  her  native  bloom. 

In  vernal  youth,  and  beauty's  gayeft  pride. 
The  charming  Flavia  thus  becomes  a  bride. 
For  what  blefs"*!!  youth,  O  Mule,  with  truth  de- 
clare, 
Could  Fate  referve  the  conqueft  of  the  fair? 
To  what  refllilefs  art,  what  charms  divine. 
What  fisft  addrefs,  could  flie  her  heart  refign  ? 
Did  youth,  good-nature,  fenfe,  infli(fl  the  wound  ? 
"  No — petvifli  feventy  with  five  thoufand  pound.' 
H^il  holy  ties !  by  wond'rous  charms  endear'd, 
1  he  paralytic  nerve,  and  hoary  beard. 
What  mighty  joys  muft  blefs  fuch  equal  love. 
When  hand  in  hand  gay  Spring  and  Winter  move? 
Beneath  the  fpecious  femblance  of  a  wife 
She  flaunts  a  iicens'd  proftitute  for  life. 
Why  all  this  hurry  ?  Flavia  was  afraid 
Her  fame  ftiould  wither,  or  her  beauty  fade. 

Favoui'd  of  lieav'n,  far  happier  fiars  are  thine; 
Long  as  thy  wifli  fltall  thy  meridian  ftilne, 
In  youth  or  age  ftill  certain  to  command, 
And  fee  thy  bloom  coeval  with  thy  land. 

There  is  a  time  to  all  the  fex  well  known* 
When  'tis  a  wretched  thing  to  be  alone ; 
When  pregnant  Night  with  ghofts   and  fpeflies 

teem?. 
And  fportive  fairies  prompt  tumultuous  dreams; 
Then,  though  no  lower  wifli  thy  breaft  inflame. 
Though  fpotlefs  be  thy  fancy  as  thy  name, 
In  folitary  fears  no  longer  pine, 
But  to  protedling  man  thy  charm.s  refign. 

And   now,   before    the  raptur'd  fwain   fiiould 
cloy 
With  known  embraces,  and  repeated  joy; 
Now  is  the  time  tliy  wit,  thy  pow'rs  to  Itrain, 
And  teaze  him  ftill  fome  fav'rite  boon  to  gain. 
Now  with  eternal  tcmpeft  ftun  his  ears. 
Now  vary  all  the  fcene  with  fits  and  tears  ; 
Now  (pleas'd  to  view  viciffitudes  of  pain, 
To  view  thy  tyranny  new  force  obtain) 
To  ail  his  tender  arts  and  loft  purfuit 
Still  be  thy  tongue  inexorably  mute. 

Nor  yet  thy  plagues  to  one  alone  confine, 
Portending  public  ruin  comets  fhine  ; 
Angle  for  hearts,  and  when  you  catch  the  prey* 
Long  on  the  line  your  foolifli  captive  play. 

But  fhould  thy  fond,  officious  foci  be  near. 
With  jealous  loiks,  and  wiih  attentive  ear  ; 
Should  he  on  ev'ry  private  iiour  intrude. 
And  watch  tl.ofc  pleafureshe  v\:,s  meanttofliroudj. 
WJh  ail  thy  iV.iil  h's  jealous  rage  ferment, 
ty  "^  1    .':  inviting,  and  the  foft  conpiaint; 
rN     I,  t.ual  favour  ev'ry  lover  biefs, 
IV-*'  *ilt  whifper,  aad  the  fond  caref*; 
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Till  the  weak  dupe,  in  every  tender  fenfe, 
FeeU,  more  than  hsll,  the  torture  of  rurpenfe. 
Then  if  he  dares  to  murmur  at  his  fate, 
Tell  him  with  fmiies,  repentance  is  too-iate. 
But  if,  with  haughty  tone,  and  lordly  pride, 
He  didlates  ferious  rules  thy  life  to  guide  ; 
"With  weeping  eyes,  and  melting  founds,  regret 
The  deftin'd  forrows  which  on  woman  wait  ; 
To  tyrant  man  fubjeded  during  life, 
A  wretched  daughter,  and  more  wretched  wife; 
Alike  unblefs'd,  whate'er  her  form  infpire, 
licentious  ridicule,  or  low  defire  ; 
She  pnies  away  a  life  to  blifs  unknown  ; 
A  flave  to  ev'ry  humour  but  her  own  ; 
While  with  defpotic  nod,  and  watchful  gaze, 
Her  jealous  matter  all  her  fteps  furveys : 
With  ftrick  referve  each  lover  if  llie  treat, 
Then  all  her  portion  is  contempt  or  hate  ; 
But  if  more  free  flie  fpend  the  cheerful  day 
Among  the  witty,  innocent,  and  gay, 
■f  rem  all  her  hopes  domellic  plcafure  flies, 
Sufpicion  breathes,  and  lo  !  her  honour  dies, 
Such  cruel  ilars  on  woman  ftill  attend. 
And  couldft;  thou  hope  their  fury  to  fufpend  ? 
Perhaps  fome  lover  may  the  foul  inflame, 
For  nature  in  each  bofom  is  the  fame  ; 
Then,  but  by  flow  degrees,  his  fate  decide, 
And  gratify  at  once  thy  love  and  pride. 
For  love  and  pride,  beneath  each  dark  difguife, 
Heave  in  your  breait,  and  fparkle  in  your  eyes: 
Howe'er  your  fex  in  chaftity  pretend 
To  hate  the  lover,  but  admire  the  friend, 
Defires  more  warm  their  natal  throne  maintain, 
Platonic  palfions  only  reach  the  brain. 

Though  in  the  cloifler's  fecret  cell  immur'd 
By  bolts,  by  ev'ry  name  in  heav'n  fecur'd  ; 
Though  in  the  clofe  feraglio's  walls  confind  ; 
Ev'n  there  your  fancy  riots  on  mankind  : 
Your  perfons  may  be  fix'd,  your  forms  reclnfe. 
While  minds  are  faithlefs,  and  wliile  thoughts  are 
loofe. 
Should  Love  at  laft  (whom  has  not  Love  fub- 
du'd.?) 
Full  on  thy  fenfe  fome  killing  form  obtrude  ; 
O!  then  beware,  nor  with  a  lavifli  hand 
Too  promptly  ofler,  ere  thy  fwain  demand. 
Our  mothers,  great  in  virtues  as  in  crimes, 
Difdain'd  the  venal  fpirit  of  our  times : 
Vice,  oft  repell'd,  their  flubborn  hearts  effay'd  ; 
But  if  at  lalt  their  yielding  foul  (hef^vay'd, 
Nor  hopes,  nor  fears,  nor  int'reft  covild  reftrain, 
Heav'n  charm'd,  hell  threaten'd,  av'rice  brib'd  in 

vain. 
Fools  they,  and  folly's  common  lot  they  (liar'd, 
Inftindl;  their  guide,  and  pleafure  their  reward  : 
Their  wifer  race  purfue  a  happier  fchenie, 
Pleafure  their  inllrument,  and  wealth  their  aim  ; 
Nor  maid,  nor  wife,  unbrib'd  her  heart  bellows, 
Each  dart  is  tipp'd  with  gold  which  Cupid  throws. 
Thus  fliould  the  dice  invite  thy  vent'rous  hand, 
Or  debts  of  honour  frelli  fupplies  demand  ; 
Should  cliina,  monkeys,  gems  thy  heart  engage, 
The  gilded  coach,  or  liv'ry'd  equipage  ; 
Half  meet;    half  fima   his  wilh;  nor  free,  hbif 

nice  ; 
"Delay  the  iilcafure,  to  enhance  the  price. 


While  night  o'er  heav'n  ani  earth  cx-teiuls  her 
fliade, 
And  darker  female  cunning  lends  its  aid, 
Then,  but  with  art,  thy  fchemes  of  pleafure  lay, 
Left  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  furvey  : 
For  gales  officious  ev'ry  whifper  bear, 
Each  room  has  echoes,  and  each  v/all  an  ear. 
Yet  Jealoufy,  oft  fann'd  with  opiate  airs. 
Her  charge  abandons,  and  forgets  her  cares  ; 
While  Love  avvake  exerts  his  happy  pow'r, 
And  confecrates  to  joy  the  fated  hour. 

That  well-concerted  plans  command  fuccefs. 
Learn  from  Timandra's  fortune,  and  confefs. 
The  clock  ftrikes  ten,  in  vain  Timandra  mourns. 
Supper  is  ferv'd,  no  hu'band  yet  returns. 
Not  yet  returiid  !   Good  heav'n  avert  my  fear  ; 
What  unforefeen  mifehance  detains  my  dear  ? 
Perhap.s  in  fome  dark  alley,  by  furprife, 
Beneath  a  villain's  arm  he  murder'd  lies; 
Or  by  fome  apopledlic  fit  deprelt. 
Perhaps,  alas  I  he  feeks  eternal  red, 
Whilit  I  an  early  \vidow  mourn  in  vain  j 
Hade  1  fly,  ye  flaves,  reftore  my  lord  again  ! 
She  fpoke,  fhe  fliriek'd  aloud,  flie  rung  the  bell. 
Then  fenfelefs,  lifelefs,  on  the  couch  (he  fell. 
Say,  Mvfe  ;  for  Heav'n  hides  nothing  from  thy 

i<ieui>. 
Nor  heWs  deep  track;  fay,  what  could  then  enfue  ? 

Lorenzo,  touch'd  with  fympathy  divinCj 
Heard  the  ihriU  found,  and  recognis'd  the  fign; 
lie  came,  he  fpoke,  and  if  report  fay  true. 
Her  life  rekindled,  and  her  fears  withdrew. 
I'he  lover  vaniili'd,  and  the  tumult  paft. 
The  uiil'ufpecting  huiband  came  at  lafl ; 
The  fpoufe  with  equal  joy  his  tranfports  crown'J, 
Nor  on  her  lips  were  Cafiio's  *  kifTes  found. 

Let  Scandal  next  no  (light  attention  fliare. 
Scandal,  the  fav'rite  fcience  of  the  fair. 
O'er  which  her  fancy  broods  the  fummer-day. 
And  f^heming  waftes  the  midnight-taper's  ray; 
The  laugh  fignificant,  the  biting  jeft. 
The  whifper  loud,  the  fentence  half  fuppreft, 
The  feeming  pity  for  another's  fame, 
To  praife  with  coldnefs,  or  with  caution  blame  ; 
Still  Ihall  thy  malice  by  thofe  arts  fucceed,  ■ 
And  ev'ry  hour  a  reputartion  bleed. 
Thus  lliall  thy  words,  thy  looks,  thy  filence  wound. 
And  plagues  be  wafted  in  each  whifper  round. 
Nor  on  thefe  topics  long  let  fancy  dwell  ; 
In  one  unite  the  pedant  and  the  belle  : 
With  learned  jargon,  ever  mifapply'd, 
Harangue,  illuftrate,  cnticife,  decide.  : 

For  in  our  days,  to  gain  a  fage's  name, 
We  need  not  plod  for  fenfe,  but  banifli  ftiames 
' Tis  this  which  opens  every  fair-one's  eyes, 
Religion,  fenfe,  and  reafon  to  defpife  ; 
'Tis  thus  their  thoughts  afFeifled  freedom  boaft. 
And  laugh  at  God,  yet  tremble  at  a  ghoft. 
Truth  is  the  objecT:  of  each  common  view, 
The  gazing  crowd  her  naked  beauties  woo ; 
The  fair  fuch  manners  fcorn,  but,  brave  and  free. 
Are  damn'd  for  facred  fingularity. 

Thee  with  a  mother'snamelhouldfortune  graces 
And  propagate  thy  vices  in  thy  race, 

*  See  Othello, 
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Let  wlum,  not  reafon,  all  thy  condudl  guide, 
And  not  the  parent,  but  the  rod  prelule  : 
In  all  ihy  ftepi  each  wide  extreme  unite, 
G-.ipricious  tendernefs,  or  groumUefs  fpitc. 
Hence  future  ag-es  fliall  with  triumph  fee 
Bridewell  and  I'yburu  both  enrich'd  by  thee. 
To  this  our  lives  their  haplei's  tenor  owe,      [flow. 
Ting'd  with  the  poifon'd  fource  from  wiienoe  they 
Ah  '.  me,  had  gracious  Heav'n  alone  coiifignM 
A  prey  to  buniin?  wrath  your  worthlefs  kind  ; 
Or  had  the  firlt  fair  (lie,  to  hell  ally'd, 
Creation's  fole  reproach,  curs'd  Heav'n  and  dy'd  j 
Norintro  luc'd  iu  nature's  laultlefs  frame 
The  wretched  heritage  of  guilt  and  fliame, 
Such  the  maternal  pledges  you  beltow, 
txpreflive  earnefts  of  eternal  woe. 

Still  as  a  conftant  curfe  regard  thy  home, 
Thy  pleafurc's  i)enance,  and  thy  beauty's  tomb  ; 
l^lovv  mad  ^^ith  rage,  now  languifhing  with  fpleen, 
There  ffill  in  wretchtd  difliabile  be  feen  : 
Long  let  thy  nail  its  polifli'd  jet  extend, 
Around  thy  neck  the  greafy  locks  defcend  ; 
And  round  thee,  mingling  in  one  fpicy  gale, 
Kitchen  ana  nurs'ry  all  their  fweets  exhale. 

r-ut  if  in  more  exten'ive  fpheres  you  move, 
With  all  the  -^lare  of  drefs  your  form  improve  ; 
To  aid  its  pomp  let  either  India  join, 
Nor  once  refledt  at  whofe  expence  you  fliine; 
New  airs,  new  fan)ions,  new  complexions  try, 
While  paint  and  afFedtation  can  fupply, 
For  Heav'n  and  Nature,  uniform,  and  old, 
One  fettled  courie  in  each  produ6lion  hold  ; 
Eur  belles,  by  native  genius  taught  to  pleafe. 
Correal;  their  Maker's  want  of  tafte  with  eafe. 

Eut  why  this  hafty  rage,  this  fudden  fright? 
I  meant  to  counfel,  and  you  fay  I  bite. 
Ah  !  no  ;  Heav'n  knov.-s  'twas  far  from  my  intent ; 
I'he  world's  too  much  a  (inner  to  repent : 
By  its  example  taught,  I  change  my  view. 
And  fwear  the  fair  are  right  whate'er  they  do. 

HORACE,  ODE  XIII.  BOOK  I. 

IMITATEB. 

"  Cum  tu  Lydia,  Telephi,"'  Sec. 

When  Cselia  dwells  on  Damon's  name, 
Infatiate  of  the  pleafing  theme, 
Or  in  detail  admires  his  charms, 
His  rofy  neck,  and  waxen  arms; 
O  !   then,  with  fury  fcarce  fuppreft, 
My  big  heart  labours  in  my  ii)reaft  ; 
From  thought  to  thought  acrofs  njy  foul 
Incfcfl'ant  tides  of  palion  roll ; 
Wy  blood  alternate  chills  and  glows. 
My  vvav'nng  colour  coHies  and  goes  ; 
Willie  down  my  cheek  the  filent  tear 
Too  plainly  bids  my  grief  appear; 
Too  plainly  fuows  the  latent  tlanie 
Whufe  flow  confamption  melts  ray  frame. 

I  burn,  when  confcious  of  his  iVay, 
The  youth  elated  I  furvey, 
Prefurae,  witli  iutolence  of  air 
To  fiown,  or  dictate  ta  my  fair; 
Or  in  the  madnefs  of  delight, 
When  to  thy  arras  he  wings  his  flight. 
Ami  liaving  fnatch'd  -a  rude  embrace, 
Profanes  the  fofinefs  of  tiiit  face;     ... 
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That  face  which  henv'n  itfelf  imlues 
With  brighteft  charms  and  pureft  hues. 
Oh  1  if  my  counfels  touch  thine  ear, 
(Love's  counfels  always  are  fiucere). 
From  hisungovern'd  tranfports  fly, 
Howe'er  his  form  may  pleafe  thine  eye  ; 
For  conflagiations,  fierce  and  ftroiig. 
Are  fatal  ilill,  but  never  long  : 
And  he  who  roughly  treats  the  flirine. 
Where  mrdeft  worth  and  beauty  Ihine, 
Forgetful  of  his  former  hre, 
Will  foon  no  more  theie  charms  admire. 

Kow  blefs'd,  how  more  than  blefs'd  are  they 
Whom  love  retains  with  equal  fway  ; 
Whofe  flame  inviolably  bright, 
Still  burns  in  its  meridian  height ; 
Nor  jealous  fears,  nor  cold  difdain, 
Ditturb  their  peace,  nor  breate  their  chain  : 
But,  when  the  hours  of  life  ebb  faft, 
For  each  in  fighs  they  breathe  their  laft  '. 

TO  A  LADY. 
WITH  Hammond's  elegies. 

yin   Elegy, 

O  form'd  at  once  to  feel  and  to  infpire 
The  nobk-n;  paffions  of  the  human  breafl, 

Attend  the  accent  of  love's  fav'rite  lyre. 
And  let  thy  foul  its  moving  force  atteft. 

Expreflive  paffion,  in  each  found  convey'd, 
Shall  all  its  joy  dil'clofe,  and  all  its  fmart; 

Reafon  to  modell  tendernefs  perfuadc,  [heart. 

Smooth   ev'ry   thought,    and   tranquillize   the 

Falfe  is  that  wifdom,  impotent  and  vain,  [fign'd. 
Which  fcorns  the  fphcre  by  Heav'n  to  men  af- 

Which  treats  love's  pureft  fires  with  mock  difdain, 
And,  human,  foars  above  the  human  kind. 

Silent  the  mufe  of  elegy  remain'd, 

Her  plaints  untaught  by  nature  to  renew, 

Whilft  fportive  art  delufive  forrows  feign'd, 
With  how  much  eafe  diftinguilh'd  from  the  true ! 

Ev'n  polifli'd  \Valler  mourns  the  conftant  fcorn 
Of  Saccharifia,  and  his  fate  in  vain  : 

With  love  his  fancy,  not  his  heart  is  torn; 
We  praife  his  wit,  but  cannot  fliare  his  pain. 

Such  force  has  nature,  fo  fupremely  fair. 

With  charms  maternal  her  produClious  Ihinc; 

The  vivid  grace  and  unafte<5fed  air. 

Proclaim  them  all  her  own,  and  all  divine. 

Should  youthful  merit  in  fuch  ftrains  implore. 
Let  beauty  ftill  vcuchfafc  a  gentle  tear. 

What  can  the  foul,  with  paffion  thrill'd,  do  more  ? 
The  fong  muft  prove  the  fentimont  fincere. 

Cold  cunning  ne'er,  with  animated  ftrain. 
To  other  breafts  can  warmth  unfelt  impart : 

We  fee  her  labour  with  induftrious  pain. 
And  mock  the  turgid  impotence  of  art. 

ODE  TO  AMYNTA. 

By  folly  led  from  fnare  to  fnare. 
Of  buter  grief,  fufpcnle,  and  care» 
A  voluntary  prey ;        " 
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With  ev'ry  flatt'rino;  g;ood  refign'd, 
Once  more  myfelf  and  peace  to  find, 
From  thee  I  force  my  way. 

Yet  with  reludlant  ftep  and  flow, 
From  all  that's  dear  while  thus  I  go. 

Some  pity  let  me  claim  ! 
Lefs  fmart  th'  expiring  marty'r  feels, 
While  racks  diflend,  or  torturing  wheels 

Tear  his  devoted  frame. 

Nor  think,  like  infants  prone  to  change. 
From  fordid  vie%vs  or  weak  revenge. 

My  refolutions  flow : 
'Tis  God's,  'tis  nature's  great  beheft, 
On  every  living  foul  impreft, 

To  feek  rehef  from  woe ; 

Nor  yet  explore,  with  curious  bent. 

What,  known,  would  but  thy  foul  torment, 

And  all  its  hopes  betray: 
When  painful  truths  invade  the  mind, 
Ev'n  wifdom  wifhes  to  be  blind. 

And  hates  th'  ofiicious  ray. 

Ye  powers,  who  cordial  and  fcrene, 
Prote(51:  the  dear  domeftic  fcene. 

To  your  retreats  I  fly  ; 
At  length  by  yours  and  reafon's  aid, 
I  may  to  reft  this  heart  perfuade. 

And  wipe  the  tearful  eye. 

There  nature,  o'er  the  heart  fupreme, 
Shall  every  tender  wifli  reclaim. 

Where'er  they  fondly  flray ; 
There  friendfliip's  arms  my  fall  fufrain. 
When,  languid  with  excefs  of  pain. 

My  fainting  nerves  give  way. 

With  cadence  foftthe  flowing  flream. 
The  fawning  breeze,  the  bmbent  gleam. 

Shall  join  their  various  power. 
To  bid  each  pafllon's  riling  tide 
In  philofophic  eafe  fubfide, 

And  footh  my  penfive  hour. 


AN  ELEGY. 


O  FRIEND,  by  ev'ry  fympathy  endear'd. 
Which  foul  with  foul  in  facred  ties  unite  ; 

The  hour  arrives,  fo  long,  fo  juftly  fcar'd, 

Brings  all  its  pangs,  and  finks  each  joy  in  night. 

For  now  from  Heav'n  my  unavailing  pray'r 
Tofs'd  devious,  mingles  with  the  iportivc  gale ; 

Ko  tender  arts  can  move  my  cruel  fair, 
Nor  all  love's  filent  eloquence  prevail. 

Though  from  my  lips  no  found  unmeaning  flows. 
Though  in  each  adlion  fondnefs  is  expreft, 

No  kind  return  {hall  terminate  my  woes, 

Nor  heave  th'  eternal  prelTure  from  my  brcaft. 

Too  well  the  weaknefs  of  my  heart  I  knew  ; 

Too  well  love's  pow'r  my  foul  had  felt  before  : 
Why  did  1  then  the  pleaCnj)-  ill  purfue, 

AJid  t«i«pt  tlic  m^liw  of'niy  fate  once  more? 
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Confclous  how  few  among  the  fair  fucceeaj 
Who  boafl:  no  merit  but  a  tender  heart, 

VV^hy  was  my  foul  r.gain  to  chains  decreed. 
To  unrewarded  tears  and  endlefs  fmart  ? 

The  firen  hope,  my  tardy  pace  to  cheer. 
In  gay  prefage  the  fhorc'ning  profpedl  drcfl, 

With  art  fallacious  brought  the  objecSt  near. 
And  luU'd  each  riling  doubt  in  fatal  reft. 

1  faw  fuccefs,  or  thought  at  leafl:  I  faw, 

Beck'ning  with  fmiles  to  animate  my  fpccd, 

Reafon  v/as  mute,  imprefs'd  with  tremblmg  awe, 
And  mem'ry  not  one  precedent  could  plead. 

How  curs'd  is  he  who  never  learnt  to  fear 
The  keeneft  plagues  his  cruel  ftars  portend! 

Till  o'er  his  head  the  black'nlng  clouds  appear, 
And  Heav'n's  collesSed  fi:orms  at  once  defcendl 

What  further  change  of  fortune  can  I  v/ait  ? 

What  confummation  to  the  laft  defpair  ? 
She  flies,  yet  fliows  no  pity  for  my  fate; 

She  fees,  yet  deigns  not  in  my  griefs  to  fliare. 

Yet  the  kind  heart,  where  tender  pafllons  reign. 
Will  catch  :he  foftnefs  when  it  firft  appears ; 

Explore  eachfymptom  of  the  fufferer'spain. 
Sigh  all  his  lighs,  and  number  all  his  tears. 

This  tribute  from  humanity  is  due,  [beftow  ? 

What  then,  juft  Heav'ns  !  what  would  not  love 
Yet  though  the  fair  infenfible  I  view. 

For  others  blifs  I  would  not  change  my  woe. 

0  blind  to  truth,  and  to  refleilion  blind, 
At  length  to  wifdom  and  thyfelf  return  ! 

See  fcience  wait  thee  with  demeanour  kind, 
Whofe  frown  or  abfence  no  fond  lovers  mourn. 

Bounteous  and  free  to  all  who  afic  her  aid. 
Her  facred  light  anticipates  their  call. 

Points  out  the  precipice  on  which  they  ftray'd. 
And  with  maternal  care  prevents  their  fall. 

Daughter  of  God  I  whofe  features  all  esprefs 
Th'  eternal  beauty  whence  thy  being  fprung ; 

1  to  thy  facred  llirine  my  ileps  addref;,      [tongue. 

And  catch  each  found  from  thyheav'n-prompted 

O  !  take  mc  wholly  to  thy  fond  embrace. 

Through  all  my  foul  thy  radiant  beams  infufe; 

Thence  every  cloud  of  pleaCng  error  chafe; 
Adjufl  her  organs,  and  enlarge  her  views. 

Hence,  ever  fixt  on  virtue  and  on  thee. 
No  lower  wifn  fiiall  her  attention  claltn. 

Till,  like  her  facred  parent,  pure  and  free,    [came. 
She  gain  the  native  Heav'n  from  whence  Ihc 

TO  JOHN  M'LAURIN,  ESQJ. 

WrTH  THE  author's  POEMS.  ' 

O  THOU  !  in  whom  maturely  bright  appears 
The  flame  of  genius  in  the  dawn  of  years; 
Whom  facred  v/ifdom's  awful  voice  infpires  ; 
Whom  heav'n-born  virtue's  fpotlefs  beauty  fires: 
Still  let  thefe  glorious  aims  engage  thy  view; 
With  flraining  nerves  the  arduous  path  purfue; 

*  Noiu  Lord  Dreghorn^  or.c  of  the  Senators  of  tk 
Cslkgt  of  Jrjfict 


POEM    s: 
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Pot  this  revolve  tlic  facreJ,  ancient  page. 
The  raptur'd  po^T,  and   iiillruttive  faj>e  : 
Nor  fcorn  the  efforts  of  a  modern  mule, 
Proud  to  refleiit  tiic  glories  they  diffufe. 
Then,  while  with  coiilcious  joy  exults  thy  fire  *, 
Viewing  his  fon  to  equal  fame  ai'pire. 
When  the  lalt  echoes  of  m/  morial  lay, 
Shall  feebly  mix  with  air,  and  die  away  ; 
Still  fhall  my  life  beyond  the  grave  extend, 
And  ages  know  me  for  M'Laarin's  friend. 

EXTEMPORE  VERSES. 

SPOKEN  AT    IIIE  DESIRE   OF  A  GENTLEMAN. 

Tuou,  genius  of  connubial  love,  attend; 
Let  fdent  wonder  ai*  ihy  powers  I'ufpend  ; 
Whilfl  to  thy  glory  I  devote  my  lays, 
And  pour  forth  all  my  giattfu!  heart  in  praife. 

In  lifelefs  ilrains  let  vulgar  fame  tell, 
That  marriage  oft  is  mlxt  with  Heav'n  and  hell, 
That  conjugal  delight  is  four'd  with  fplcen, 
And  peace  and  war  compole  the  varied  fccne ; 
My  mufe  a  truth  fublinier  can  affert, 
And  fmg  the  triumphs  of  a  mutual  heart. 
Thrice  happy  they,  who,  through  life's  varied  tide  , 
With  equal  peace  and  gentler  motion  glide  •, 
Whom,  though  the  wave  of  fortune  links  or  fvveiis, 
One  reafon  governs,  and  ose  wifh  impels  ; 
Wfiofe  emulation  is  to  love  the  beft  ; 
Who  feel  no  blifs,  hut  in  cacli  othiT  bleft ; 
\''i''ho  know  no  pleafure  but  the  joys  they  give. 
Nor  ceafeto  love,  hut  when  they  ceafe  to  live  : 
11  fate  thcfe  blelJings  in  one  lot  combine. 
Then  let  tli'  eternal  page  record  them  mine. 

TO  THE  REV.  MR.  SPENCE. 

LATE  PROFESSOR  OF  I'OET.IY  AT  OXTORD. 

W^riite:!  at  Dimifr'us  in  ihe  -^ear  1 75 9. 
To  tombs  of  dull  theology  confin'd, 
(Eternal  opiates  of  the  aclivc  mind) 
Long  lay  my  fpirits,  luU'd  in  deep  repofe. 
Incapable  alike  of  verfe  or  prole. 
TJnmark'd  by  thought  or  aition,  every  day 
Appear'd,  and  pafs'd  in  apathy  away. 

Our  friend,  the  Dodtor-j-,    view'd  with   deep 
regret, 
My  fad  cataRrophe,  mv  lifelef?  ilate  ; 
Explor'd  each  ancient  lage,  whole  labours  tell 
The  force  of  pov.erful  htrrb,  or  magic  fjjcll. 
Phyfic  in  vain  its  boafled  influence  try'd; 
My  Ilupor  incantation's  voice  defy'd : 
No  charm  could  light  my  fancy's  languid  flame. 
No  charm  but  friendfliip's voice  andSpcnce's  name. 
So  from  the  cold  embracci  of  the  tomb, 
Involv'd  in  deep  imptnetrabie  gloom,  [arife. 

Should  Heav'n's  great  'mandate  bid  fome  wretch 
Ho'.v  would  he  view  the  fun  with  ravifli'd  eyes; 
Admire  each  part  of  nature's  beauteous  f^ene. 
And  welcome  life  and  liappinefs  ao-ain  ! 
Amaz'd  the  doctor  flood,  and  loft  in  thought, 
Nor  could  believe  the  wonder  he  had  v/rought; 
Till,  fir'd  at  lafl  with  facerdotal  pride, 
"  'Tis  mine ; — the  work  is  all  my  own,"  he  cried. 

*  The  late  cehbratsd  Mi.  Cslin  Mlniin/i. 
f  Rev.  Mr.  Jumrfon, 
Vol.  Xi. 


"  Henceforth  fome  nobler  tafk  my  might  ftiall, 

"  prove, 
"  I  mean  fome  lofty  mountain  to  remove, 
"   With  woods  and  fountains  bid  it  wing  its  way 
"  Through  yielding  air,  and  fettle  in  the  fea." 
Kut  recollecting,  whence  tlie  virtue  flovv'd 
To  which  returning  life  and  fenfe  I  ow'd, 
Hl  ftiatch'dhis  pen,  and  with  majellic  tone, 
"   Hence  Indolence  andSioth,"  he  cry 'd,  "be  gone} 
"   Me,  Friendfliip's  fpii  it,  bpence's  name  infpire, 
"   My  heart  is  jiregnant,  and  my  foul  on  fire; 
"  Tiiought  crowds  on  thouglit,  my  briik  ideas  flowj 
"  And  much  I  long  to  tell,  and  much  to  know." 

'I'hus  exercis'd,  to  Lethe's  difmal  fhore 
Fled  Indolence,  and  fought  her  haunts  of  yore, 
With  all  her  train  forfook  the  poet's  breaft. 
And  left  the  man  completely  difpofiefs'd. 
If  to  your  very  name,  by  bounteous  Heav'n, 
Such  blefl,  refto^ring  influence  has  been  giv'n, 
How  mtift  your  fweet  approach,  your  afpeet  kind, 
VouT  foul-reviving  converfe,  warm  the  rrimd  ! 

TO  DR.  BEATTIE. 

WITH  THE  author's  POEMS.' 

O,  wasm'd  by  infpiration's  brightcfl  fire, 

For  whom  the  mufes  firing  their  fav'rite  lyre,- 

Though  with,  fuperior  genius  blefl,  yet  deigri, 
A  kind  reception  to  my  humbler  flrain.  .   . 

When  florid  youth  inipell'd,  and  fortune  fmil'd^'  . 

The  vocal  art  my  languid  hours  beguil'd: 
Severer  ftudies  now  my  life  engage  ; 

Rtfearches  dull,  that  quench  poetic  rage; 

From  morn  to  ev'ning  deflin'd  to  explore 
Th'  verbal  critic  and  tlie  fcholiail's  lore  ; 

Alas  I   what  beam  of  heay'nly  ardour  fnines 
in  miifly  lexicons  and  fchool  divines  ? 

Yet,  to  the  darling  objei5t  of  my  heart, 
A  fhort,  but  pleafing  retrofpecfl  1  dart ; 

RevoF^e  the  labours  of  the  tuneful  quoir. 
And  what  1  cannot  imitate,  admire. 

O  coukj  my  thoughts  with  all  .thy  fpirit  g!ow  ; 

As  thilie  harmonious,  could  my  accents  flow  ; 
Then,  with  approving,  ear,  might'il  thou  attend. 

Nor  in  a  Blacklock  blufh  to  own  a  friend. 

TO  THE  REV.  Dli.  OGILVIE. 
"  I  decus,  i,  noflrum,  melioribus  utere  fatis." 

VlRGIt. 

Dear  to  the  mufes  and  their  tuneful  train, 
Whom',  long  purfu'd,  I  icarce  at  lall:  regain ; 
V\''hy  f!;ould'fl  thou  wonder,  if,  when  life  declines^ 
His  antiquated  lyre  thy  friend  refigns. 
Hap'ly    when  youth  elate  with  native  force, 
Or  emulation  fires  the  generous  horfe, 
He  bounds,  he  fprings,  each  nerve  elaflic  Aralns, 
And  if  not  viiSlor,  fume  diftiniSlion  gains; 
Btit  fhould  the  carelefs  mafter  of  the  lleed, 
Cheriih  no  more  his  mettle  or  his  fpeed, 
Indignantly  he  fnuns  all  fiutie  llrifc, 
And  wafles  in  indolent  regret  his  life. 
Such  were  his  efforts,  fuch  his  cold  rev?^ard, 
Whom  ojice  thy  partial  tongue  pronouac'd  a^bard  5 
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Excurfive,  on  the  gentle  gales  of  fpring, 

He  rov'd,  vvhilft  favour  imp'd  his  timid  wing : 

Exhaufted  genius  now  no  more  infnires. 

But  mourns  abortive  hopes  and  faded  fires  ; 

The  fhort-Hv'd  wreath,  which  once  his  temples 

grac'd, 
Fades  at  the  fickly  breath  of  fqueamifh  tafle  ; 
Whilft  darker  days  his  fainting  flames  immure 
In  cheerlefs  gloom  and  winter  prematnre. 
Eut  thou,  my  friend,  whom  higher  omens  lead, 
Bold  to  achieve,  and  mighty  to  fucceed, 
For  whom  frefti  laurels,  in  eternal  bloom, 
Impregnate  Heav'n  and  earth  with  rich  perfume  ; 
Purfue  thy  deftin'd  courfe,  affert  thy  fume  ; 
Ev'n  Providence  Ihall  vindicate  thy  claim  : 
Ev'n  nature's  wreck,  refounding  through  thy  lays, 
Shall  in  its  final  crafh  proclaim  thy  praile. 

TO  A  FRIEND, 

or  WHOSE   HEALTH   AND    SUCCESS    THE   AUTHOR 
HAD     HEARD,    AFTER    A    LONG  ABSENCE. 


OF   BLACKLOCK. 

Can  fenfations  of  wretchcdnefs  ever  Invade 
I'liat  hreail  which  Apollo  his  temple  has  made  f 
On  the  top  of  Parnaltiis  his  hermitage  lies; 
And  who  can  repine,  when  fo  near  to  the  ficies? 
For  him  fvv'eet  ambrofia  fpontaneoufly  grows; 
For  him  Agannippe  fpontaneoufly  flows. 
Though  the  bev'rage  be  cool,  and  ethereal  the 

diet, 
Fine  fouls,  thus  regal'd,  fliould  be  happy  and  quiet. 
But  I,  who  fubflantial  nutrition  require, 
Would  rather  the  mufesfliould  feed  than  infpire. 
And  whilft  lofty  Pindus  my  fancy  explores, 
I'o  earth  the  wild  fugitive  hunger  reftores. 

Yet  left  what  1  mean  be  obfcurely  exprefs'd, 
No  call  is  unanfwer'd,  no  wifh  unredrefs'd: 
But  other  refources  fupplied  what  was  wanting, 
Lefs  barren  employments  than  preaching  or  chant- 
ing. 
For  thee,  whom  I  glory  to  claim  as  my  friend. 
May  ftars  more  propitious  thy  labours  attend ; 
On  earth  be  thy  profpedt  ftill  fmiling  and  bright^ 
And  thy  portion  iiereafter  immortal  delight. 


Thou  deareft  of  friends  to  my  heart  ever  known, 
Whofe  enjoyments  and  fufferings  have  ftiil  been 

my  own. 
Since  early  we  met  in  fufceptible  youth. 
When  glovi'ing  for  virtue,  and  toiling  for  truth; 
To  God  one  petition,  with  fteady  regard. 
With  ardour  inceffant,  my  fpirit  preferr'd. 
Thy  life  to  protra61:,  and  thy  bleflings  augment, 
Nov/  my  wifh  is  obtain'd,  and  my  bofom  content. 

You  afk,  by  what  means  I  my  livelihood  gain, 
And  how  my  long  conflidt  with  fortune  ma-ntain  ? 
The  queftion  is  kind,  yet  I  cannot  tell  why, 
'Tis  hard  for  a  fpirit  like  nunc  to  reply. 
If  a  friend  with  a  friend  muft  be  free  and  fmccre. 
My  vefture  is  fimple,  and  fober  my  cheer  ; 
But  tfitough  few  my  refources, and  vacant  my  purfc. 
One  comfort  h  left  me,  tilings  cannot  be  worfe. 
'Tis  vain  to  repine,  as  phiiofophers  fay. 
So  I  take  what  i=i  ofFer'd,  and  live  as  I  may  ; 
'I'o  my  wants,  flill  returning,  adapt  my  fupplies. 
And  find  in  my  hope  what  my  fortune  denies. 

To  the  powerful  and  great  had  I  keenly  apply 'd, 
Had  I  toil'd  for  their  plcafures,  or  flatter'd  their 

pride. 
In  fplendour  and  wealth  I  perhaps  might  have 

flam'd. 
For  learning,  for  virtue,  for  ev'ry  thing  fam'd. 
The  gameiler,  th'   informer,  the  quack,  and  the 

fmuggier, 
The  bully,  the  player,  the  mimic,  the  juggler, 
The  difpcnfcr  of  libels,  the  teller  of  fortunes, 
And  others  of  equal  rtfpec^  and  importance, 
Find  high  repritation  and  ample  I'ubiiftence, 
Whilft  craving  necefQty  ftands  at  a  diftance. 

But  wbo  could  determine,  in  foundnefs  of  brain, 
T>y  priefthood  or  poetry,  life  to  fuftain  ? 
Our  Maker  to  ferve,  or  our  fouls  to  improve. 
Are  talks  felf-rewardcd,  and  labours  of  love. 
Such  with  hunger  and  thirft  are  c-lefervedly  paid, 
"I'is  glorious  to  ftarve  by  fo  noble  a  trade  : 
"I'is  guilt  and  ambition  for  priefts  to  pretend 
Their  fame  to  advance,  and  their  fortune  amend  ; 
Their  fanv  and  tb.cir  fortune,  by  pious  mankind. 
Are  fuch  t   -  'ss  eftccm'd  as  no  mortal  fhould  mind. 

Nor  lefs  iiy  the  world  is  tlie  heav'n-gifted  bard, 
In  his  vifions  abandou'd  to  find  his  reward. 


THE  GENEALOGY  OF  NONSENSE. 

With  long  and  careful  fcrutiny  in  vain, 

I  fearch'd  th'  obfcure  reccffes  of  my  brain; 

The  mufes  ofc  with  mournful  voice  I  woo'd, 

To  find  a  plea  for  filence  if  they  could. 

But  through  my  fearch  not  one  excufe  appear'dj 

And  not  a  mufe  would  anfwer  if  flie  heard. 

Thus  I  remain'd  in  anxious,  fad  fufpence, 

Defpairing  aid  from  reafon  or  from  fenfe. 

Till  from  a  pow'r,  of  late  well  known  to  fame, 

Though  not  invok'd,  the  wifh'd  folution  came. 

Now  night  incumbent  fhaded  half  the  ball, 
Silence  affum'd  her  empire  over  all. 
While  on  my  eyes  imperfeil  flumbers  fpread 
Their  downy  wings,  and  hover'd  round  my  head; 
But  Itill  internal  fenfe  awake  remain'd, 
And  ftill  its  firft  folicitude  retain'd  ; 
\*i'hen  lo!   with  flow  defcent,  obfcurely  bright. 
Yet  cloth'd  in  darknefs  vifible,  not  light, 
A  form,  high  tow'ringto  the  diftant  fkies. 
In  mimic  grandeur,  ftood  before  my  eyes  : 
As  after  ftorms  waves  faintly  lafh  the  fhore, 
As  hollow  winds  in  rocky  caverns  roar,  [ear. 

Such  were  the  .founds  which  pierc'd  my  trembling 
And  chill'd  my  foul  with  more  than  common,  fear. 

Thus  fpoke  the  pow'r : — "  From  yon  extended 
"   void, 
"  Where  Jove's  creating  hand  was  ne'er  employ'd, 
"  Where  foft  with  hard,  and  heavy  mix'd  witli 

"  I'gkt, 
"  And  heat  with  cold,  maintain  eternal  fight ; 
"  Where  end  the  realms  of  order,  form,  and  day; 
"  Where  night  and  chaos  hold  primasval  fway  ; 
"  Their  firft,  their  ever-darling  offspring  view, 
"  Who  comes  thy  wonted  calmnefs  to  renew. 
"  Ere  yet   the  mountains  rear'd  their  heads  on 

"  Ere  yet  the  radiant  fun  illum'd  the  flcy, 

"  Ere  fwelling  hills,  or  humble  vales  were  feen, 

"  Or  woods  the  profpcdt    cheer'd  with  waving 

"  green  ; 

"  Ere  nature  was,  my  wond'rous  birth  I  date, 

"  More  old  than  Chance,  Neceflity,  or  Fate ; 

"  P-re  yet  the  mufes  touch'd  the  vocal  lyre, 

"  My  reverend  mother  and  tumultuous  fire 
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**  Beheld  my  Tvond'r6us  birth  with  vnfl  amaze, 
"  And  Difcord'sboundlefs  empire  roar'dmypraile. 

"   In  me,  whate'er  by  nature  is  disjoir.'d, 
"  All  oppofite  extremes  involv'd  you  Hud  : 
"  Bom  to  retain,  by  fate's  eternal  doon^, 
"  My  fire's  confufton,  and  my  mother's  gloom. 
"  Where'er  extend  the  realms  of  ktter'd  pride, 
"  With  uncontroll'd  dominion  I  prefide  ; 
"  ThroTigh  its  deep  gloom  I  dart  the  doubtful  ray, 
"  And  reach  the  learned  idiots  -n-here  to  flray  : 
"  The  labouring  chemift,  and  profound  divine, 
"  Err,  not  feduc'd  by  reafon's  light,  but  r.iiiic. 
"  From  me  alone  thefe  boaft  the  wond'rous  ficiU 
"  To  make  a  myft'ry  more  myllerious  ft  ill ; 
*'  While  thofe  purfue  by  fcience  not  their  own, 
"  The  univerfal  cure,  and  phiiofophic  (lone. 
"  Thus,  when  the  leaden  pedant  courts  my  aid, 
"  To  cover  ignorance  wuh  learning's  thade, 
"  To  fwell  the  folio  to  a  proper  iize, 
"  And  throw  the  clouds  of  art  o'er  nature's  eyes, 
"  My  foporific  pow'r  the  fages  own  ; 
"  Hence  by  the  facred  name  of  Dulncfs  known  : 
"  But  if  mercurial  fcribblers  pant  for  fame, 
"  Thofe  I  mfpire,  and  Nonfenfe  is  my  name. 
"  Suftain'd  by  me.  thy  mtife  firit  took  her  Sight, 
"  I  circumfcrih'd  its  limits  and  its  height; 
"  By  me  fne  finks,  by  me  fne  foars  along; 
"   I  rule  her  filence,  and  I  prompt  her  fong.'' 

My  doubts  refolv'd, the  goddcf'^wing'd  hcrflight 
Diffolv'd  in  air,  and  mix'dwith  formlcfs  night. 
Much  more  the  mufe,  reludant,  mufl  fupprefs, 
For  all  the  pow'r  of  time  and  fate  confefs ; 
Too  foft  her  accents,  and  too  weak  her  pray 'r, 
For  time  or  fate,  or  cruel  pofts  to  hear. 

ODE  ON  MELISSA'S  BIRTH-DAY. 
Ye  nymphs  and  fwains,  -whom  love  infpires 
With  all  his  pure  and  faithful  fires, 
Hither  with  joyful  fleps  repair  ; 
You  who  his  tcnderell  tranfports  fhare ! 
For  lo  !   in  beauty's  gayeft  pride. 
Summer  expands  her  bofom  wide  ; 
The  fun  no  more  in  clouds  enflirin'd, 
Darts  all  his  glories  unconfin'd; 
'I'he  feather'd  choir  from  every  fpray 
Salute  Mehffa's  natal  day. 

Hither  ye  nympths  and  (hepherds  hafte. 
Each  with  a  flow'ry  chaplet  grac'd. 
With  tranfport  while  the  fhades  refound. 
And  nature  fpreads  her  charms  aroimd; 
W'hile  cv'ry  breeze  exhajes  perfumes, 
And  Bionhis  mute  pipe  refumes; 
With  Bion  long  difus'd  to  play, 
Salute  Meliffa's  natal  day. 

For  Bion  long  deplor'd  his  pain 
Through  woods  and  devious  wilds  in  vain; 
At  laft  impel. 'd  by  deep  defpair, 
The  fwain  preferr  d  his  ardent  pray'r; 
His  ardent  pray'r  Mel'ffa  heard. 
And  every  latent  foriow  theer'd. 
His  days  with  focial  rapture  bleft, 
And  footh'd  each  anxious  care  to  reft. 
Tune,  ihephcrds,  tune  the  feftive  layj 
And  hail  Meliffa's  natal  day. 

With  nature's  inccnfe  to  the  Ikles 
Let  all  your  fervid  wiflies  rife, 


That  Heav'n  and  earth  may  join  to  ihed 
'J'heir  choiceft  bledings  on  her  head; 
That  years  protrai^led,  as  tlicy  fiow, 
Jvlay  pleafurcs  more  fublime  beftov;  ; 
While  by  fuccceding  years  furpaft, 
The  h;ippieft  (Hll  may  be  the  laft; 
And  thus  each  circling  fun  difplay, 
A  more  aufpicious  natal  day. 

ODE  TO  AURORA. 

OM  Melissa's  birth-day. 

Of  time  and  nature  eldeft  born, 

l-.merge  thou  rofy-finger'd  motn, 

Kmerge,  in  purcit  drefs  array'd, 

j\nd  cliace  from  Heav'n  night's  envious  (hade, 

That  I  once  moie  may,  i)leas"d,  furvcy, 

And  hail  Meliffa's  natal  day. 

Of  time  and  nature  eldeft  born, 
F.merge,  thou  rofy-finger'd  morn: 
In  order  at  the  eailern  gate 
The  hours  to  draw  thy  chariot  wait ; 
MHiilft  zephyr,  on  his  balmy  wings. 
Mild  nature's  fragranv  tribute  brings, 
V\'ith  odours  fweet  to  flrew  thy  Avay, 
And  grace  the  bland,  revolving  day. 

But  as  thou  lead'ft  the  radiant  fphere. 
That  gilds  its  birth,  and  marks  the  year. 
And  as  his  ftronger  glories  rife, 
DiiTus'd  around  th'  expanded  Pxies, 
Till  cloth'd  with  beams  ferenely  bright. 
All  Heav'n's  vaft  concave  flames  with  light; 
So,  when,  through  life's  protradled  day, 
Meliffa  (lill  purfues  her  way. 
Her  virtues  with  thy  fplendour  vie, 
Increafing  to  the  mental  eye: 
Though  lefs  confpicuous,  not  Icf^  dear. 
Long  may  they  Bion's  profpeft  cheer  ; 
So  fhall  his  heart  no  more  repine, 
Blefs'd  with  her  rays,  though  robb'd  of  tliine. 

TO  DR.  EVANS. 

Dear  Dodlor,  as  it  is  mod  fit. 
Your  accufation  I  admit 
In  all  its  force,  nor  rack  my  brain, 
By  quirks  and  fubterfuges  vain, 
To  throw  my  condudt  into  fliade. 
And  thus  your  juft  rebuke  evade. 
But,  fince  convifled  now  1  ftand. 
And  wait  corredlion  from  your  hand, 
Be  merciful  as  thou  art  ftrong, 
And  recognize  the  pov.'er  of  long. 
For,  while  in  accents  deep  and  hoarfe. 
She  breathes  contrition  and  remorfe, 
7  he  mufe's  penitential  ftrain. 
For  pardon  cannot  fue  in  vain. 
But,  let  me,  with  profound  refped, 
A  fad  miftake  of  your's  corredl. 
When  once  th'  Aonian  maids  difcover 
Some  favour  for  a  youthful  lover, 
Yo'j  think  their  pafTion  Hill  as  keen 
For  him  at  fixty  as  fixteen. 
Ah'.s  the.  fex  you  little  know, 
Their  ruling' r^affion  is  a  beau. 
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The  wrinkl'd  brow,  th'  extinguifh'd  eye, 

From  female  hearts  ne'er  gain  a  Jigh. 

The  brilliant  glance,  the  cheek  vermile, 

Th'  elaftic  nerve,  th'  enchanting  fmilc, 

Thefe,  only  thefe,  can  hearts  confine 

Of  ladies  human  or  divine. 

No  mind,  immortal  though  it  be, 

From  life's  viciffitudes  is  free. 

The  man  who  labours  to  acquit 

Of  imperfedhion  human  wit, 

Will  find  he  undertakes  a  tafk 

That  proves  what  his  opponents  afk ; 

And  feel,  to  his  eternal  coft, 

His  own  attempts  refute  his  boall:. 

Forc'd,  by  experience  and  fenfatioc, 

I  make  this  humble  declaration  : 

For,  fhould  my  pride  my  words  reftrahi, 

"thefe  lays  would  {how  the  facSt  too  plain. 

Cloth'd  in  a  lion's  flcin,  the  afs 

At  firil  might  for  a  lion  pafs  ; 

But  when  the  flupid  creature  bray'd, 

His  real  felf  he  foon  betray'd. 

And  every  flick  and  every  flone 

"Were  us'd,  to  fiiow  liim  he  was  knowHo 

Thus,  batter'd  by  farcallic  fneers, 

I  Ihut  my  mouth  and  hide  my  ears; 

Elefs'd,  if  unhurt  I  may  elude 

The  obfervation  of  the  crowd. 

Yet,  fpite  of  all  the  ills  that  prey 

On  ebbing  life  from  day  to  day, 

It  warm'd  my  veins  with  youthful  fire, 

And  rais'd  my  heart  a  cubit  higher, 

'i'o  hear  your  own  kind  words  exprefs 

"Vour  competition  and  fuccefs. 

So,  when  portentous  fymptoms  threat 

Your  pati{;nts  with  impending  face, 

At  your  approach  may  they  recede, 

And  fickntfs  lift  its  drooping  head ; 

While  health  and  joy  your  nod  obey, 

And  Ry  where'er  ycu  point  their  way. 

One  great  achievement  Uill  remains. 

One  triumph,  worthy  of  your  pains ; 

Could  you  the  thefts  of  time  reflorc, 

And  ma'Ke  me  what  1  was  of  yore , 

'n  fpite  of  fortune's  utmofl  fpleen, 

Which  bards  oft  feel  to  intervene, 

!  might,  perhaps,  as  friend  with  fjiend, 

At  fehrcwfbury  fome  evenings  fpeud  ; 

There,  in  abufe  that  meant  no  hami, 

Aflert  the  ibul  ot'  humour  warm ; 

And  laugh  at  thofe  whofe  lives  provoke 

'Jhe  fatire  we  cffufc  in  joke. 

And  now,  perhaps,  you  wifli  to  know. 

With  your  old  friends,  how  matters  go  ; 

AVhatllate  of  health  they  flill  enjoy. 

And  how  their  various  hours  employ  ? 

But  this  detail  more  glibly  flows 

In  eafy  ftyle  and  humble  profe; 

And,  with  more  patience,  will  be  heard. 

To  my  RIelilla  when  transferr'd. 

If  faults  acknowledg'd  be  forgiven, 

And  all  our  former  odds  made  even, 

Pray  write  me  foon,  to  let  me  fee 

How  much  lupcrior  you  can  be 

'l"o  doiilors  in  divinity. 

Meanwhile,  believe  me  flill  fincere, 

Whatever  guifc  my  condudl  wear. 

And  flill  with  friendfliip,  no  lefs  fervent j- 

Your  molt  obedient  humble  fervant. 
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Ye  fairy  fields,  where  youthful  fancy  flray'd, 
Ye  landfcapes  veiled  in  eternal  green, 

Ceafe  my  relu6tant  abfence  to  upbraid; 

Each  joy  I  lofe,  when  you  no  more  are  feen. 

The  raptur'd  heart,  th'  cnthufiaflic  eye,       [mirid, 
The  bright  conception    darting    through    the 

From  my  remoteft  hopes  how  far  they  fly, 
And  leave  a  gloomy  folitude  behind  ? 

Ethereal  people  of  each  glowing  fcene. 
Which  meditation  piftur'd  in  my  fight, 

Of  ever  beauteous  and  celeftial  mien : 

Why  fink  you  thus  amid  the  fhades  of  night  ? 

No  more  the  harp  fhall  Polyhymnia  tune, 
No  warbling  flute  Euterpe's  breath  infpirc, 

Ah  !  why  for  ever  filent,  why  fo  foon 

tihould  every  mufe  forbear  to  flrike  the  lyre  ^ 

To  me  a  faded  form  e'en  nature  wears; 

Its  vivid  colours  every  flow'r  refigns. 
The  blailed  lawns  no  tint  of  verdure  cheers. 

Shorn  of  his  beams  the  fun  more  faintly  fnines.  . 

Age,  hood-wink'd  age,  externsinates  the  whole. 
She  o'er  the  profped:  night  and  horror  fprcads  ) 

Her  endlefs  winter  intercepts  the  foul. 

From  limpid  fountains  and  enchanted  meads. 

O  come,  Dalzel  *,  whofc  comprehenfive  view, 
Whate'er  the  mufe  exhibits,  can  furvey, 

The  flying-  phantom  teach  me  to  purfue, 
Diredl  my  courfe,  and  animate  my  lay. 

Yet  from  th'  ungrateful  bofom  of  the  tomb 
Should  Jafon's  magic  wife  emerge  once  more, 

Nor  thou,  nor  flie,  my  genius  could  relume  -, 
Nor  thou,  Hor  flie,  the  flame  of  youth  rellore. 

TO  DR.  BOWNMAN,  IN  LONDON. 

To  the  fond  mufe,  who  fings  of  rural  joys, 
Involv'd  in  politics,  and  I'moke  and  noife. 
Her  Scotian  filter  gratuhtion  fends, 
rieas'd  that  her  tafte,  not  on  her  place  depends. 
For  oft  contagions  in  the  city  breeze, _ 
Hovering  unleen,  unfelt,  the  fancy  feize  : 
Surrounding  objeds  catch  the  roving  eye. 
And  tailes  with  fituations  oft  comply. 
There  party-paflion  v/ears  the  form  of  truth, 
rieafurc  in  virtue's  malk  i'oduces  youth. 
Still  handing  round  the  fvveet  Circean  bowl. 
To  warp  the  judgment,  and  pervert  the  ibu!. 
Ye  early  plans  and  wiihes  then  adieu. 
We  i'eek  not  what  is  fair,  but  what  is  new  ; 
liach  former  prepofftffion  leaves  the  heart. 
And  nature  yieldsto  meretricious  art. 

Oh  !  if  in  heav'n  fome  chofen  curfc  remain, 
Nor  thunders  roll,  nor  lightnings  flafli  in  vain, 
Curs'd  be  the  wretch  who  cities  firfl  defign'd, 
I'o  blaft  each  native  worth  of  human  kind. 
When  firfl  Aflrea  faw  their  ftrudures  rife, 
Fir'd  with  indignant  rage,  flie  fought  the  fkics. 

*  T/As  gentleman  ddi-uacd  a  courfe  of  critical  leBitre* 
on  poetry  .i  luhhh  did  honour  to  the  fm'mary  in  -which  ht 
is  engaged^  and  to  thz  cjuniry  where  be  livss- 
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Th'  Ino-cnious  wifh,  that  in  one  wide  embrace 
Clafp'd  nature's  frame,  and  glow'd  for  all  her  race, 
Fair  hofpitality,  in  bleiiing  bleft. 
Primeval  candour,  of  tranflucent  breaft, 
With  horror  Ihuddering  at  the  baneful  light, 
iRetirVl,  tlie  vow'd  companions  of  her  flight : 
Then  from  her  bofom  hell  difgorg'd  her  tram, 
The  luft  of  pleafure,  and  the  third  of  gain, 
Then  pride  luxurious  rear'dher  crefl  on  high, 
Deceit  then  forg'd  the  name,  and  cogg'd  the  die, 
Then  lavvlefs  tyrants  from  the  throne  decreed 
Virtue  to  toil,  and  innocence  to  bleed. 
In  heart  a  tyger,  though  in  looks  a  child, 
Affaflination  ftabb'd  his  friend,  and  fmil'd ; 
While  perjury,  with  unaverted  eye,_ 
Invok'd  the  God  of  tnith  to  feal  a  lie. 

O  confcious  peace  !  to  few  indulg'd  by  fate, 
When  Ihall  I  find  oftce  more  thy  dear  retreat  ? 
When  .hall  my  ftcps  the  guiltlefs  fcencs  explore, 
Where  virtue's  fmiles  the  age  of  gold  reftore, 
Wliore  charity  to  all  her  arms  extends, 
And  as  (he  numbers  faces,  numbers  friends  ? 
Where  unaft'eded  fympathy  appears 
In  cordial  fmiles,  or  undiffembled  tears  ? 
V/here  innocence  and  mirth,  the  farmer's  wealth, 
Walk  hand  in  hand  with  exerclfe  and  health  ? 
Nor  when  the  fctting  fun  withdraws  his  ray. 
And  labour  clofes  with  the  clofing  day. 
Would  1,  with  haughty  infolence,  avoid 
The  fccnes  where  fimple  nature  is  enjoy 'd; 
But  pleas'd,  in  frolic,  or  difcourfe  engage 
Witli  fportive  youth,  or  hofpitable  age, 
Exert  my  talents  to  amufe  the  throng 
In  wond'rous  legend,  or  in  rural  fong. 

Thus,  by  no  wiih  for  alteration  feiz'd. 
My    neighbours   pleafing,    with    my   neighbours 

pleas'd, 
Exempt  from  each  excefs  of  blifs  or  woe, 
My  fetting  hours  fliould  uniformly  flow. 
Till  nature  to  the  duft  thefe  limbs  confign'd. 
Leaving  a  fhort,  but  well-earn'd  fame  behind. 
For  thee,  whom  nature  and  the  mufe  infpire 
With  tafte  refiu'd,  and  elegant  dcflre, 
'Tis  thine,  where'er  thou  mov'ft,  thy  blifs  to  find. 
Drawn  from  the  native  treafures  of  thy  mind; 
To  brighten  life  with  love  or  friendfliip's  ray. 
Or  through  the  mufe's  land  in  rapture's  flray. 
Oh  !  may  thy  foul  her  fav'rite  objeiSts  gain. 
And  not  a  w'ilh  afpire  to  heav'n  in  vain  ! 
Full  on  thy  lateft  hours  may  genius  fliine, 
And  each  domeftic  happinel's  be  thine  ! 

TO  THE  SAME. 

Yes,  'tis  refolv'd,  in  nature's  fpite. 
Nay  more,  refolv'd  in  rhyme  to  write  : 
Though  to  my  chamber's  walls  conlin'd 
By  belting  rains,  and  roaring  wind. 
Though  lowring,  as  the  wint'ry  fky, 
Involv'd  in  fpleen  my  fpirits  lie. 
Though  cold,  as  hyperborean  fnows, 
No  feeble  ray  of  genius  glows, 
To  friendfliip  tribute  let  me  pay, 
And  gratitude's  behefls  obey. 

Whilft  man  in  this  precarious  flation 
Of  ftruggle  and  of  fluctuation, 
ProtraAs  his  being,  is  it  ftrange 
That  humour,  genius,  wit,  ftiould  change .' 


The  mind  which  moft  of  force  inherit?, 
Mult  teel  viciflltudc  of  fpirits  : 
And  h  .ppieft  they,  who  lead  depreft, 
Of  life's  bad  bargain  make  the  beft. 
Thus,  though  my  fong  he  can't  commend, 
'1  h'  attempt  will  pleafe  my  gentle  friend  ; 
For  he  of  life's  uncertain  round 
I'he  cloudy  and  Icrene  hath  found. 

Cheering,  as  i'ummer's  balmy  fliowers. 
To  thirlly  herbs  and  languid  flowers. 
Your  late  epift;le  reach'd  my  ear. 
And  fiU'd  my  heart  with  joy  fincere. 
Before  my  eyes  in  profpeiSt  plain 
Appear'd  the  confecrated  fane. 
M^here  friendflrip's  holy  prefence  fliines, 
And  grief  difarms,  and  blifs  refines. 
Long  may  the  beauteous  fabric  rife, 
Unite  all  hearts  and  charm  all  eyes. 
Above  all  contingency  and  time. 
Stable  as  earth,  as  heav'n  fublime  I 
And  while  its  more  than  folar  light^ 
Through  nature's  frame  flows  piercing  bright, 

A4ay  we  through  life's  ambiguous  maze 

Imbibe  its  m.ofl;  aufpicious  rays; 
View  unimpair'd  its  fweet  exiflence, 

By  length  of  years,  or  local  diftance ; 

And  vi'hile  our  hearts  revolve  the  paft, 

Still  feel  its  warmefl;  moments  laft  ! 

With  each  kind  wifli  which  friendfliip  knows, 

For  you  Mcliffa's  bofom  glows. 

Her  heart  capacious  and  fincere, 

Where  thofe  once  priz'd  mufl;  fl;ill  be  dear. 

Though  long  of  filence  fhe  complains, 

ForThefpla  all  her  love  retains. 

Now,  whether  profe  your  fancy  pleafe, 

The  ftyle  of  elegance  and  cafe. 

Or  whether  drains  fo  debonair. 

As  might  from  angulfh  charm  defpair. 

To  us  at  lead  a  pittance  deal. 

Who  long  to  fee  your  hand  and  feal. 

TO  MELISSA. 

WRITTEN    IN    THE    YEAR    1790' 

Dear,  welcome  fiiarer  of  my  breafi. 
Of  friends  the  kinded  and  the  befl;. 
What  numbers  fliall  the  mufe  employ. 
To  fptak  my  gratitude  and  joy  ? 
Twice  ten  times  has  the  circling  year. 
And  oftener,  finiflr'd  its  career. 
Since  ard  in  Hymen's  facred  bands, 
With  mingl'd  hearts  we  join'd  our  hands. 

Aufpicious  hour  !  from  whence  I  date 
The  brie  hteft  colours  of  my  fate  ; 
From  whence  felicity  alone. 
To  my  dejedted  heart  was  known. 
For  then,  my  days  from  woe  to  fcrecn, 
Thy  i^vatchfiil  tcadernefs  was  feen  ; 
Nor  did  its  kind  attentions  mifs 
To  heighten  and  improve  my  blifs. 

Oft  have  I  felt  its  pleafing  power 
Delude  the  fohtary  hour; 
Oft  has  it  charnr'd  the  cruel  fmart, 
When  pain  and  anguifli  rack'd  my  heart. 
Thus  may  our  days  which  yet  remain, 
Be  free  from  bitternefs  and  pain! 
So  limpid  dreams  dill  purer  grow. 
For  ever  bright'uing  as  they  flow. 
4  G  iij 
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When  death  muft  come,  for  come  it  will. 
And  I  heav'ii's  purpofes  fulfil, 
When  heart  with  heart,  and  foul  with  foul 
Blending,  I  reach  life's  utmoft  goal, 
When  nature's  debt  this  frame  Ihall  pay. 
And  earth  receive  my  mortal  clay; 
Not  unconcern'd  fhalt  thou  behold 
My  afties  mingling  with  the  mold; 
But  drop  a  tear,  and  heave  a  figh, 
Yet  hope  to  meet  me  in  the  fky ; 
Wlien,  life's  continual  fuff'rings  o'er. 
We  joyful  meet,  to  part  no  more. 

TO  TWO  SISTERS, 

ON  THEIR  WEDDIMG-DAV. 

An  Epijllc. 

Dear  ladies,  whilft  the  nuptial  hour  at  hand 
IVlulf;  all  your  time,  and  all  your  thoughts  de- 
mand. 
Though  all  the  Nine  ray  tuneful  ftrain   infpir'd, 
My  heart  though  all  the  force  of  friend/hip  fir'd. 
Though  warm'd   with  tranfport   for   my   lovely 

theme, 
I  wou'd  not  long  your  kind  attention  claim  : 
Yet  let  me  join  the  gratulating  throng. 
And  breathe  to  Heav'n  one  ardent  wifh   in  fong. 
That  all  your  future  days,  ferene  and  bright, 
May  flow  diftmguilli'd  b)  fincere  delight  ; 
That  full  luccefs  your  willies  may  attend. 
And  Heav'n's  betf  bleffings  on  your  heads  defcend  ; 
That  love  and  joy  may  on  each  period  wait. 
While  hoary  Time  unrolls  the  page  of  fate  ; 
Till  all  who  hear  your  deftiny  admire. 
Nor  more  from  Heav'n  to  make  them  blefs'd  re- 
quire ; 
Till  tender  mothers,  who  your  lot  furvey. 
Thus  in  the  fondnefs  of  their  fouls  ftlall  pray  : 
"  May  my  fair  daughter,  or  my  fav'rite  fon, 
"  Ee   blefs'd,    and  live  and  love  as  thefe  have 
'■  done." 

ESTIMATE  QJ  HUMAN  GREATNESS. 

IN  IMITATION  OF  A  FRENCH  EPIGRAM. 

One  night  I  dream'd,  and  dreams  may  oft  prove 

true, 
That  to  this  foolifh  world  I  bade  adieu. 
With  folemn  rites,  and  decent  grief  deplor'd. 
My  friends  to  m.other  earth  her  gift  reftor'd. 
But  0  !  eternal  infult  to  my  fiiade, 
Clofe  by  a  vile  plebeian  corfe  was  laid  I 
Enrag'd,  contin'd,  I  try'd  to  fhift  my  ground  ; 
But  all  attempts  were  unfuccefsful  found. 
Ee  gone,  grol'slunip,  I  cry'd  in  high  difdain, 
No  flave  of  abjetl  birth  (liall  here  remain. 
Be  diftant  tar — to  nobler.names  give  way. 
And  mix  with  vulgar  duft  thy  fordid  clay. 
'i  hou  fool !  thou  wretch  !  a  hollow  voice  reply'd. 
Now  learn  the  impotence  of  wealth  and  pride  j 
Hereditary  names  and  honours,  here, 
With  all  their  farce  and  tinfeldlfappcar. 
In   thtfe    dark  realms,   Death's   reptile  heralds 

trace 
From  one  fole  origin  all  human  race : 
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On  all  the  line  one  equal  lot  attends ; 
From  duft  it  riles  and  to  duft  defcends. 
Here  pale  ambition,  quitting  pomp  and  form. 
Admits  her  laft — beft  counfellor,  a  worm. 
Here  nature's  charter  ftands  confirm'd  alone; 
The  grave  is  lefs  precarious  than  the  throne. 
Then  leek  not  here  pre-eminence  and  ftate, 
But  oun  and  blefs  th'  impartial  will  of  fate ; 
With  life,  us  errors  and  its  whims  refign. 
Nor  thmk  a  beggar's  title  worle  than  thine. 

TO  HER  GRACE  THE  DUCHESS  OF 
HAMILTON, 

ON  HER   RECOVERY  FROM  CHILD-BED, 

^fter  the  Birth  of  the  Marquis  of  Clyde/dale. 

Hail  !  nature's  lovelielt  work  and  darling  care, 
VVhofe  worth  and  beauty  equal  praifes  claim, 

Form'd  Heav'n's  fupreme  beneficence  to  ifiare, 
A  nation's  wonder,  and  a  mother's  name. 

No  venal  mufe  with  mercenary  praife, 

Infults  thy  tafte,  or  wounds  thy  modeft  ear ; 

When  Heav'n,  or  heav'nly  beauty  prompts  her  lays. 
As  high  the  theme,  the  tribute  flows  lincere. 

Blefs'd  be  the  hours,  which,  with  aufpicious  flight, 
Reltore  thy  former  health  and  native  bloom; 

To  bid  the  wifliing  world  its  eyes  delight. 

And  fame,  with  all  her  mouths,  thy  praife  re- 
fume. 

O  may  the  infant  produ<ft  of  thy  pain, 
Beyond  a  mother's  wifh  to  greainefs  rife  ; 

The  tloudlefs  glories  of  his  race  fultain. 
On  earth  belov'd,  and  honour'd  in  the  flties. 

Fraught  with  the  richeft,  nobleft  gifts  of  fate. 
Serenely  gay  may  all  thy  moments  roll; 

To  crown' thy  days  let  ev'ry  plealure  wait. 
Bright  as  thy  charms,  and  fpotlefs  as  thy  foul. 

'       ODE 

ON  A  EAVOURITE  LAP-DOG, 
To  Mljs  G J 

Pretty,  fportive,  happy  creature. 

Full  of  life,  and  full  of  play. 
Taught  to  live  by  faithful  nature. 

Never  canlt  thou  mifs  thy  way. 

By  her  di(5lates  kind  inflru<Sed, 

Thou  avoid'ft  each  real  fmart; 
We,  by  other  rules  conduced, 

Lofe  our  joy  to  Ihow  our  art.  "^ 

Undifguis'd,  each  reigning  pafllon 
When  thou  mov'ft  or  look'ft  we  fee  : 

Were  the  fanie  with  us  the  faftiion, 
Happy  mortals  would  v.e  be  ! 

May  her  favour  Uill  purfue  thee, 

Who  propos'd  thee  for  my  theme; 
Till  fuperior  charms  I'ubdue  thee. 

And  ini'pire  a  nobler  flame- 
In  each  other  blefs'd  and  blefling. 

Years  of  plealure  let  thera  live  i 
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Each  all  aftlve  worth  pofleJing-, 
Earth  admires  or  heav'n  can  give, 


TO  A  SUCCESSFUL  RIVAL, 

WHO  SAID  IRONICALLY,  HE  PITIED  THE  AUTHOR, 

All   Ode. 

Thou  pity  I  fond  unthinking  boy, 

Falfely  elate  with  diftant  joy, 
Did  e'er  thy  heart  the  kind  eiuotion  know, 
Th'  endearing  Jiangs  of  fympathetic  woe  ! 

Yes;  as  on  Nile's  prolific  fliore, 
The  monfters,  cloy'd  with  recent  gore. 
Sad  o'er  the  reeking  carcale  howling  lie, 
Such    tears,  fincere  as  thine,  o'erflow   the  mur- 
d'rer's  eye. 

O  loft  to  virtue  I  loft  to  fiiame  I 
Beneath  fair  friendfliip's  holy  name, 
Impious  to  tempt,  and  fubtle  to  betraj, 
While  heav'n  and  earth  the  daring  crime  furvey. 

What  devil  arm'd  thy  front  with  fteel, 
To  feign  a  grief  thou  ne'er  coiildft  feel; 
Without  a  blulli,  the  faithlefs  figh  to  heave. 
And  mourn  the  mortal  ftab  thy  own  curs'd  dag- 
ger gave  ? 

But  if  to  heav'n's  impartial  throne. 
The  piercing  figh  and  bitter  groan. 
For  jiift  redrefs,  on  angel  wings  anfe, 
Then  dread  the  blading  vengeance  of  the  fliles. 

Ah,  where  will  rage  my  foul  impel? 

How  high  the  tide  of  fury  fu-ell  ? 
Fool  I  thus  to  curfe  the  man  whofe  ev'ry  fmart 
Mufl.  pierce  thy  inmoft  foul,  mull  wound  Ciarin- 
da's  heart. 

CATO  UTICENSIS    TO  HIS  WIFE  AT 
ROME. 

I^  diftant  regions,  freedom's  laft  retreat, 
Where  Rome  and  (he.  their  Hnal  crifis  wait, 
Cato  reflects  how  much  he  once  was  bleft, 
And  greets  with  health  the  fav'rite  of  his  breaft. 

Oh  I  when  my  foul  with  retrofpecl;ive  eyes 
Jiebolds  each  fcene  of  paft  enjoyment  rife, 
Ere  vice  and  Heav'n's  irrevocable  doom 
Shook  the  firm  bafis  of  imperial  Rome, 
What  horrors  muft  this  patriot  heart  congeal ! 
What  mnft  a  father  and  an  hufband  feel  1 
Ye  rrvoments,  deftin'd  to  eternal  flight, 
Who  fhone  on  each  domeftic  bleffing  bright. 
Who  faw  me  with  earth's  legillators  join'd, 
Ealance  the  facrcd  rights  of  human  kind, 
No  more  my  foul  your  blefs'd  return  mult  know, 
Confign'd  to  fetters,  inlamy,  and  woe  ; 
Expell'd  from  Rome,  and  all  that's  dear,  we  fly 
Through  fruitlefs  deferts,  and  a  flaming  Iky, 
Where  thunders  roar  inceflant,  lightnings  j^lare, 
And  plagues  unnumber'd  taint  the  boundlefs  air ; 
Where  ferpents,  children  of  eternal  night, 
Enfure  perdition  with  their  mortal  bite; 
Where  burning  fands  to  heav'n  in  furges  roU> 
And  fcorching  heats  evaporate  the  fouU 


Yet  pleas'd  thefe  harfli  extremes  of  fate  \ye  bear; 
For  liberty,  hcar'n's  nobleft  gifi,  is  here. 
Unaw'd  by  pow'r,  from  venal  Ihackles  free, 
Our  hands  accompliih  what  our  hearts  decree. 
Yet  here,  where  anguifli,  want,  and  horror  reign, 
The  hcav'nly  power  explores  a  feat  in  vain. 
Ambitious  blood-hounds  hold  her  clofe  in  view, 
Faithful  to  fcent,  and  acflive  to  purfue. 
See  o'er  tlie  I'pacious  globe  their  courfe  they  bend, 
See  copquelt  and  fucccfs  their  fteps  utlend. 
Oceans  in  vain  to  ilop  their  paflage  liow, 
And  mountains  rife  in  everlauing  fnovv. 
Obfequious  billows  own  tyrannic  fway, 
And  itorins  have  learn'd  to  flatter  and  obey. 
Eternal  Puw'rs  !  whofe  will  is  nature's  guide. 
Who  o'er  high  heav'n  and  earth  and  hell  prefide, 
Muft  then  that  \A:m  of  liberty  expire. 
Which  patriot  boloms  more  than  life  defire  ? 
Is  public  happinels  for  ever  lied. 
For  which  the  fage  esplor'd  and  hero  bled  ? 
Shall  Pompey's  blood  the  coall  of  Egypt  llain? 
Shall  civil  fiaughter  load  Pharialia's  plain  ? 
With  reeking  gore  fliall  plunder'd  temples  flow  ? 
Is  Jove  or  Ca;far  god  of  all  below  ? 
Be  curs'd  tlie  time  when  pleafure  and  her  train, 
O'ei'Rome  extended  firlt  their  fatal  reign  ; 
For  O  ;   'twas  then,  iu  tliat  detelted  hour, 
That  lirft  the  lutt  of  treafiire  and  of  power 
From  public  welfare  could  our  views  divert. 
And  quench  each  virtue  in  the  human  heart, 

THE  CHRONICLE  OF  A  HEART, 

IN  IMITATION  OF  COWLEY. 

How  often  my  heart  has  by  love  been  o'erthrown. 
What  grand  revolutions  its  empire  has  known. 
You  a(k  me,  dear  friend,  then  attend  the  lad  Itrain, 
Since  you  bid  me  renew  fuch  ineffable  pain. 

Uerry  down,  down,  hey  derry  down. 

For  who  that  has  got  e'er  an  eye  in  his  pate, 
So  difmal  a  tale  without  tears  can  relate; 
Or  who  fuch  dire  annals  recal  to  his  mind, 
V/ithout  burfting  in  fighs  both  before  and  behind? 

This  kingdom,  as  authors  impartial  have  told. 
At  firft  was  elective,  but  afterwards  fold  ; 
For  experience  will  Ifiow  whoe'er  pleafes  to  try. 
That  kingdoms  are  venal  when  fiibjecls  can  buy. 

Lovely  Peggy,  the  firft  in  fucceflion  and  name, 
Was  early  invellcd  with  honour  lupreme  ; 
But  a  bold  Ion  of  Mars,  who   grew  fond  of  her 
form,  [ftorm. 

Swore    himfelf  into  grace,  and   furpris'd  her  by 

ATaria  fucceeded  in  honour  and  place. 
By  laughing  and  fqueeziiig,  and  long  and  grimace, 
But  her  favours,  alas,  like  her  carriage  was  free, 
Beftow'd  on  the  whole  male  creation  but  me. 

Next  Marg'ret  the  fecond  attempted  the  chafe ; 
Though  the  fmall-pox  and  age  had  enamell'd  her 

face. 
She  fuftain'd  her  pretencey?<«j  merite  ctfans  loix, 
And  carried  her  point  by  a  JeJiefiiais  quoi. 

The  heartwhich  fo tamely acknowledg'd  herfway^, 
Still  fuffer'd  in  filence,  and  kept  her  at  bay,       _, 
4  G  liij 
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Till  old  time  liad  at  laft  fo  much  mellow'd  her 

charms. 
That  flie  dropt  with  a  breeze  in  a  liv'ryman's  arms. 

The  next  eafy  conqueft,  Belinda,  was  thine, 
Obtaiii'd  by  the  mufical  tinkle  of  coin  : 
But  flie,  more  enamour'd  of  fport  than  of  prey, 
Had  a  fifli  in  her  hook  which  (he  wanted  to  play. 

High  hopes  were  her  baits ;  but  if  truth   were 

confefs'd, 
A  good  ftill  in  profpecT:  is  not  good  poflefs'd  ; 
For  tlie  fool  found  too  late  he  had  i.^ken  a  tartar. 
Retreated  with  wounds,  and  begg'd  ftoutly  far 

quarter. 

Urania  came  next,  and  with  fubtle  addrefs, 
Difcover'd  no  open  attempts  to  poflefs: 
But  when  fairly  admitted,  of  conqueft  fecvire. 
She  acknowledgd'd  no  law  but  her  will   and  her 
pow'r. 

For  feven  tedious  years,  to  get  rid  of  her  chain. 
All  force  prov'd  abortive,  all  ftratagem  vain. 
Till  a  youth  with  much  fatnefs  and  gravity  bieft. 
Her  perfon  detaiii'd  by  a  lawful  arreC. 

To  a  reign  fo  defpotic,  though  guiltl;:fs  of  blood, 
No  wonder  a  long  interregnum  enlu'd  ;        [plain, 
For  an  afs,  though  the  patientefl  brute  of  the 
Once  jaded  and  gall'd,  will  beware  of  the  rein. 

Now  the  kingdom   ftands  doubtful  itfelf  to  fur- 
render. 
To  Chloe  the  fprightly,  or  Celia  the  (lender  : 
But  if  once  it  were  out  of  this  pitiful  cafe, 
No  law  but  the  falique  henceforth  fliall  take  place*. 

SONG, 

INSCRIBED  TO  A    FRIEND. 

In  imitation  of  Shenftone. 

Cease,  ceafe,  my  dear  friend,  to  explore. 

From  whence,  and  how  piercing  my  fmart : 
Let  the  charms  of  the  nymph  I  adore, 

Excufe,  and  interpret  my  heart : 
Then  how  much  I  admire,  you  fliall  prove. 

When  like  me  you  are  taught  to  admire ; 
And  imagine  how  boundlefs  my  love. 

When  you  number  the  charms  that  infpire. 

Thou  fundiine  more  dear  to  my  fight. 

To  my  life  more  eflential  than  air. 
To  my  foul  flie  is  perfetft  delight, 

To  my  fenfe  all  that's  pleafing  and  fair. 
The  fwains  who  her  beauty  behold. 

With  tranfport  applaud  ev'ry  charm. 
And  fwear  tliat  the  breaft  muft  be  cold, 

Which  a  beam  fo  intenfe  cannot  warm. 

Ah  :  fay,  will  flie  (lightly  forego 

A  conqueft,  though  humble,  yet  fure  ? 
Will  (he  leave  a  poor  fliepherd  to  woe, 

Who  for  her  ev'ry  blifs  would  procure  ? 
Alas  I  too  prefaging  my  fears, 

Too  jealous  my  foul  of  its  blifs  ; 
.  J>Iethinks  flie  already  appears. 

To  forefee,  and  elude  my  addrefs. 

*  Mnjl  of  the  charaaers  here  defcrihcd  are  real, 
iitt  the  f>aj]ions fiaiti(.iiu 


Does  my  boldnefs  offend  my  dear  maid  \ 

Is  my  fondnels  loquacious  and  free  ? 
Are  my  vilits  too  frequently  paid ; 

Or  my  converfe  unworthy  of  thee  "i 
Yet  when  grief  was  too  big  for  my  breaft, 

And  labour'd  in  fighs  to  complain, 
Its  ftruggles  I  oft  have  fuppreit, 

And  fdence  impos'd  on  my  pain. 

And  oft,  while,  by  tendernefs  caught. 

To  my  charmer's  retirement  I  tiew, 
I  reproach'd  the  fond  abfence  of  thought. 

And  in  blufliing  confufion  withdrew. 
My  fpeech,  though  too  little  refin'd. 

Though  fimple  and  awkward  my  mien^ 
Yet  ftill,  fliouid  thou  deign  to  be  kind, 

VVhat  a  wonderful  chatige  might  be  feeii. 

Ah,  Strephon  I  how  vain  thy  defire, 

Thy  numbers  and  mufic  how  vain, 
While  merit  and  fortune  confpire 

The  fmiles  of  the  nymph  to  obtain? 
Yet  ceafe  to  upbraid  the  fott  choice, 

Th(High  it  ne'er  fliould  determine  for  thee, 
If  thy  heart  in  her  joy  may  rejoice, 

Unhappy  thou  never  canlt  be. 

ABSENCE, 

A  SONG, 

hi  the  Muimer  of  Shcnjlone. 

Ye  rivers  fo  limpid  and  clear, 

Who  refledl  as  in  cadence  you  flow, 
All  the  beauties  that  vary  the  year. 

All  the  flow'rs  on  your  margins  that  grow  I 
How  bleft  on  your  banks  could  I  dwell, 

Were  Melilla  the  pleafure  to  fliare, 
And  teach  your  fweet  echoes  to  tell 

With  what  fondnefs  i  doat  on  the  fair  ! 
Ye  harvefts  that  wave  on  the  breeze 

As  far  as  the  view  can  extend  ! 
Ye  mountains,  umbrageous  with  trees, 

Whofe  tops  fo  majeitic  afcend  ! 
Your  landfcape  what  joy  to  furvey, 

Were  Melilfa  with  me  to  admire  I 
Then  the  harveft  would  glitter,  how  gay, 

How  majeftic  the  mountains  afpire  '. 
In  penfive  regret,  whilft  I  rove, 

'1  he  fragrance  of  flow'rs  to  inhale  ; 
Or  watch  from  the  pafture  and  grove. 

Each  mufic  that  tloats  on  the  gale. 
Alas  1  the  delufion  how  vain  ! 

Nor  odours  nor  harmony  pleafe 
A  heart  agoniEJng  with  pain, 

Which  tries  ev'ry  pofture  foreafe. 
If  anxious  to  flatter  my  woes, 

Or  thelangour  of  abfence  to  cheer. 
Her  breath  I  would  catch  in  the  role. 

Or  her  voice  in  the  nightingale  hear. 
To  cheat  my  del'pair  of  its  prey, 

Wliat  objeft  her  charms  can  afTume? 
How  harfti  is  the  nightingale's  lay. 

How  infipid  the  role's  perfume  ? 
Ye  zephyrs  that  vifit  my  fair. 

Ye  fun-beams  around  her  that  play. 
Does  her  fympathy  dwell  on  my  care  ? 

Does  flie  number  the  hours  of  my  flay  ? 
Firit  perifh  ambition  and  wealth, 

Firit  perilh  all  elfe  that  is  dearj 
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Ere  one  figh  (houkl  efcape  her  by  (lealth, 

Ere  my  abfence  fliould  coft  her  one  tear. 
When,  wheniliall  her  beautiesonce  more 

This  defolate  bofom  fiirpriTe  ? 
Ye  fates !  the  bleft  moments  reftore 

When  I  bafliM  in  the  beams  of  her  eyes, 
When,  with  uveet  emulation  of  heart, 

Our  kindnefs  we  ftruggLed  to  (how  ; 
But  the  more  that  we  Itrove  to  impart, 

We  felt  it  more  ardently  glow. 

PROLOGUE  TO  SIR  HARRY  GAYLOVE*. 

May  one  in  confcience  credit  what  you  fay  ? 

A  Scotch  production  1  Heaven  and  earth  !  a  play  1 

What  mortal  prov'd  fo  hardy  to  achieve  it. 

Repeat  your  tale  toiiich  as  will  believe  it. 

Yet  this  can,  fure,  be  no  infidious  art. 

No  bite,  the  modern  way  of  being  fmart: 

You  tell  me  every  adlor  has  his  part. 

This  night,  you  fay,  the  critics  may  abufe 

A  female  comedy,  a  virgin  mufe. 

Luxurious  fcandal '.  let  me  join  the  fray, 

In  its  damnation  hifs  my  breath  away  ; 

Teach  native  tafte  and  genius  to  fublide, 

And  yield  the  palm  to  literary  pride. 

With  eafy,  flowing,  un?-fFc(fted  wit. 

This  mufe,  it  feems,  afpires  to  charm  the  pit ; 

On  truth  and  nature  for  fuccefs  depends, 

And  takes  the  friends  of  virtue  for  her  friends. 

Truth,  nature,  virtue  ;  infolent  pretence  I 

Deep  fliall  (he  feel,  and  curfe  her  weak  defence  ; 

By  fad,  yet  fure  experience  taught  ere  long. 

How  loon  a  catcal  diffipates  the  throng. 

As  ghofts  recede  before  the  morning  ray  ; 

As  falling  fnows  in  fummer  melt  away, 

So  fwift  thefe  thin  chimeras  wing  their  flight 

From  braying  dulnefs,  and  from  hifTing  fpite. 

Yet  fome,  perhaps,  by  prepoireilion  led, 

In  Ariftotle  and  Longinus  read, 

i\Iay  hear  her  voice  with  rapture  and  furprife. 

And  fwear  flie  is  Thalia  in  difguife. 

Others  whom  patriot  views  with  zeal  infpire, 

INIay  wifh  with  praife  to  fan  her  native  fire, 

Till  wide  diftus'd  the  heav'nly  fpjendor  rife, 

Imraenfe  as  ocean,  lofty  as  the  flcies. 

But  you,  for  nobler  enterprifes  born, 

Who  virtue,  tafte,  and  nature  hold  in  fcorn, 

With  loud  incelFant  hifs  exert  your  rage. 

Till  vice  and  dulnefs  triumph  on  the  ftage. 

A  PANEGYRIC  ON  GREAT  BRITAIN. 

.Should  all  the  angry  fates  decree 

To  damn  their  v/rttched  progeny, 

-\nd  for  that  purpole  give  them  birth 

In  the  moft  curfed  fpot  of  earth, 

Where,  in  heav'n's  eyes,  even  Sodom  might 

Appear,  as  virtue,  pure  and  bright; 

They  could  not  c'aoofe  a  place  more  fit  than 

The  felf-devotcd  ifl.:  of  Britain. 

So  fung  a  hard  devour'd  with  fplecn; 

But  prejudiced  his  fong  1  ween, 

And  flander  all  from  top  to  toe 

As  by  indudlicn  we  fliall  flrow. 

*  Written  hy  Mifs  MarJLall,  author  of  "  Cla- 
"  rinda  Catbcart,"  "  Alicia  ly'Itntague,"  l:fc.  a?id 
fublijhed  at  Edinburgh  by  fubjcription  in  i].to,l']']2. 
'The  r.pilogue  ivas given  by  Dr.  Dounma?!. 


Come,  then,  ye  fouls  who  love  to  dwell 
With  Meditation  in  her  cell ; 
Or  you,  through  virtue's  walks  who  range 
With  more  delight  than  through  th'  Exchange, 
With  me  this  tablature  furvey. 
This  art's  and  nature's  coi/J>  d'  ejfai. 
Then  fay,  kind  reader,  on  thy  Ibul, 
From  th'  Ardic  to  th'  Antardic  pole, 
From  clime  to  clime,  from  zone  to  zone. 
Can  fuch  a  hcav'n  on  earth  be  fliown, 
Where  tempefls  never  lift  their  voices. 
But  every  thing  that  lives  rejoices  ? 
Nor  can  they  doubt,  that  they  exift 
Who  feel  themfelves  fuprcmely  blell : 
So  free  from  error,  pain,  or  vice. 
Is  this  terreftriul  paradife. 

Perhaps,  indeed,  the  curious  eye 
Alay  veftiges  of  want  defcry ; 
But  men,  who  would  be  good  and  wife 
Too  dearly  cannot  freedom  prize ; 
And  what  our  fltare  of  liberty, 
Unlefs  to  ftarve,  we  may  be  free  ? 

Companion  has  been  much  addrefs'd 
For  indigence  by  wealth  opprefs'd; 
But  hungry  maws  and  empty  purfes 
By  fools  alone  are  reckon'd  curfes; 
Wouldll  thou  for  ever  be  fecure 
From  luxury? — continue  poor. 
I'o  thofe  whom  various  wants  deprefs, 
In  vain  temptation  courts  accefs; 
In  rags  and  leannefs  fafe  they  lie, 
Nor  brothels  haunt,  nor  borouglis  buy; 
Nor  raflily  at  'Change  Ally  play 
Their  credit,  cafli,  and  fouls  away. 

Dctradlion  bafely  may  complain 
Of  vice's  triumph,  virtue's  bane; 
Genius  and  learning  paint  dlfgrac'd. 
And  mourn  the  fad  decline  of  taft:e  : 
But  wifdom  takes  a  different  tone. 
And  afks,  "  how  virtue  may  be  known  ;" 
Untry'd,  alike  all  men  appear 
Endu'd  with  reiftitude  flncere  ; 
And  to  diftinguifli  what  is  befl;  ^ 

Probation  is  the  only  tcfl. 
Hence,  if  the  charmer  we  exclude 
To  meagre  meals  and  fobtude, 
Her  importunities  refufe, 
And  for  her  fake  her  friends  ahufe 
Heaven  knows,  'tis  with  reluiflant  heart 
We  give  her  infamy  or  fmart; 
Confcious  her  luflre  muft  increafe, 
Proportion'd  to  her  deep  diflirefs. 

Was  ever  learning,  even  of  yore, 
Rever'd  or  cultivated  more  ? 
Did  flie  more  wonders  e'er  difplay, 
OjUe'er  diffufe  a  brighter  day  .' 
Elch  ancient  fage  a  fyftem  form'd, 
Which  with  faccefs  his  followers  llorm'cl, 
Difplay'd  its  folly  in  one  word, 
To  rear  another  as  abfurd. 
But  vi'e,  by  ftronger  wings  fuftain'd. 
Have  nature's  penetralia  gain'd ; 
And  from  our  deep  refearch  agree 
That  all  is  blank  nonentity. 

To  obfervation  we  appeal 
If  tafte  could  ever  more  prevail: 
What  two  Icgg'd  tiling  can  fl:rike  your  fight 
But  arrogates  a  critic's  fight  ? 
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How  harfii  this  period  runs,  he  cries, 
With  foaming  mouth  and  glaring  eyes  ? 
This  epithet  is  without  grace  ; 
That  fimile  quite  out  of  place; 
Thefe  verfes  walk  not,  but  are  driven;  ' 
This  quantity  is  falfe,  by  heaven ; 
This  I'entence  is  involv'd  and  dark ; 
Thefe  portraitures  no  colours  mark  ; 
Thefe  fentiments  abfurd  and  dull ; 
Confound  the  author's  leaden  Ikull. 

Hither  Aonian  maids  repair  ; 
No  theme  can  more  deferve  your  care ; 
Intoxicate  your  vot'ry's  brain 
With  liberal  draughts  from  Hippocrene  ; 
Tune  every  lyre,  expand  each  wing ; 
A  nobler  game  you  cannot  fpring  -, 
Ranfack  your  magazine  of  rant. 
For  Britifh  commerce  next  we  chant. 

See  how  fiie  mounts  her  paper  pinions, 
And  foars  through  nature's  wide  dominions! 
Keen  to  import  from  every  where 
Whate'er  is  beauteous,  rich,  or  rare. 
Hark  !  fhe  commands,  and  to  the  ikies 
A  thoufand  magic  flruftures  rife  ; 
But  if  her  fiat  fhe  reverfe, 
At  once  the  mighty  domes  difperfe, 
Their  evanefcent  forms  impair, 
And  lofe  themfelves  in  gloomy  air  ; 
So  boys,  amus'd  with  empty  Ihow, 
Of  foap  and  water  bubbles  blow; 
At  firll:  a  while,  when  upward  fent. 
They  grace  the  fluid  element ; 
Eut  quickly  burfting  in  the  wind 
A  dirty  moifture  leave  behind. 

Metal  with  heads  of  kings  imprefs'd 
Much  hocus  pocus  once  poffefs'd  ; 
Could  merit,  foul,  and  confcience  buy. 
Could  purchafe  all  beneath  the  iky. 
The  potent  queen  beheld  its  force 
Eflablifh'd  firm  as  nature's  courfe  ;. 
Nor  long  indifferent  could  furvey; 
Refolv'd  licr  puiffance  to  effay. 
With  forc'ries  that  might  puzzle  hel!. 
To  paper  fhe  transferr'd  the  fpell. 
Swift  as  Cumx;m  Sibyl's  lay 
Th'  emphatic  billets  wing'd  their  way  j 
Each  man  injulg'd  the  fond  opinion, 
That  he  alone  was  fortune's  minion ; 
Till  from  experience  fad  and  late. 
He  felt,  and  curs'd  his  alter'd  Hate  : 
Thus,  if  Dan  Gay  has  told  us  true, 
The  wight  who  kept  the  ghoU  in  view*. 
Of  trcalurc  dream'd.but  waking  found 
What,  fmcU'd,  the  nicer  fcnfe  would  wound. 

Of  credit  crack'd  and  failing  trade 
A  mighty  pother  has  been  made  : 
The  whining  crowd  infult  their  betters, 
And  bankrupts  calfinfolvent  debtors. 
But  fay,  what  mortal  could  refufe 
His  all  in  fuch  a  way  to  lofe  ? 
In  thin  attire  and  fimple  fare 
You  bid  adieu  to  anxious  care ; 
Wealth,  only  wealth,  in  tenor  pines; 
Broods  o'er  her  coircrs  and  her  mines; 


*  Sfc  the  riftilc  tale  from  ivhich  this  allnftoti  is  draivn, 
in  Cay's  Jjoems,  vol,  i.^.25. 


The  beggar,  from  fuch  panic  free. 
Is  blefl  in  hopelefs  poverty. 

Hail,  Anglia!  thrice  and  four  times  hail! 
Calm  be  thy  feas  and  fair  thy  gale, 
That  wafts,  replete  with  various  ftore. 
Thy  floating  domes  from  fhore  to  fliore. 
Till  they,  for  trifles  well  refign'd  *, 
Fraught  with  the  fpoils  of  human  kind, 
At  length  their  native  coafl  regain. 
And  mock  the  tumults  of  the  main ; 
Fhe  main  by  nature  form'd  like  thee 
To  bellow  Wilkes  and  liberty  ? 

But  who  in  numbers  moll  fublime  i 

Thy  glory's  arduous  height  can  climb  ? 
What  fire,  what  energy  of  fpcech 
Thy  flaming  patriot  zeal  can  reach  ? 
The  patriot  fons  of  Greece  and  Rome 
Shall  in  oblivion's  deepefl  gloom 
Henceforth  retire,  with  grief  and  fhamc, 
Eclips'd  by  thy  fuperior  fame. 
Who  can  thy  glorious  Wilkes  defcribc, 
Wiio  never  gave  nor  took  a  bribe, 
For  thee  is  cruel,  falfe,  and  lewd. 
And  danins  his  foul  for  public  good ! 
Or  who  thy  fapient  Junius  paint, 
From  heav'n  to  teach  our  rulers  fent  I 
Thy  Junius,  whofe  prolific  pate 
Teems  with  phiiofophy  of  ftate. 

Through  all  his  road  the  circling  fun^ 
Though  pofling  fince  the  world  begun. 
Could  ne'er  behold  fo  blefl  a  realm. 
Such  fkilful  pilots  at  its  helm  ; 
Premiers  whofe  only  private  good 
Is  public  intereft  well  purfu'd  ;  ^ 

Courtiers  to  each  parole  fo  juft, 
Such  objcfts  of  imiplicit  truft; 
Voters,  whofe  honour  is  fo  nice, 
Not  worlds  of  gems  could  pay  their  price; 
And  reprefentatives  fo  choice, 
Heav'n's  blifs  can  ne'er  fuborn  their  voiqe. 

Thy  gen'rous  fpirit  flill  difdains 
Illiberal  prepoffcfTion's  chains, 
Uncircumfcrib'd  by  times  or  places,         ^ 
The  fpacious  univerfc  embraces : 
This  let  thy  filler  realm  declare, 
Inur'd  thy  leive,  thy  praife,  to  ihare  ; 
VVith  local  jealoufy  untainted. 
How  are  her  wants  by  thee  prevented ! 
Her  fons,  as  cf  one  common  nation. 
Admitted  to  participation 
Of  all  emoluments  and  honours  ; 
Yet  how  ungrateful  to  their  donors ! 

Let  thofe  in  equal  flrains,  who  can. 
Delineate  thy  domeftic  plan  : 
What  fcorn  of  all  difhoneft:  gains, 
Even  in  thy  meanefl  peafant  reigns  ^ 
With  what  defire,  what  tafle  refin'd 
Each  yeoman  cultivates  his  mind  ? 
When  to  thy  hofpitable  dome. 
As  to  their  known,  their  native  home. 
Thy  neighbours  and  thy  friends  repair,  , 

Feftivity  and  mirth  to  fhare ; 
Reafon  fedate,  experience  hoar. 
And  peace  protedt  the  facred  door; 

*  The  contemptible  trinkets,  exchanged  in  trade  ifiih- 
barbarous  nations ,  for  fubjlantial  and  •valtiable  commcdi- 
ties,  are  too  v.'dl  knoivn  to  ic  bsrs  recapitulated. 
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While  atfl-incnce  with  mild  control 
Supplies  thy  board  and  fills  thy  bowl. 
From  aqueous  draughts  and  fober  cheer 
Eternal  liniks  thy  features  wear  : 
Rich  wines  and  fapid  viands  feed 
The  leper  and  the  I'uicidc. 
Far  dillant  from  thy  tranquil  fliore      , 
Thou  hear'ft  the  hydra  faclion  roar. 
While  firm  accord  within  thy  ftates 
Each  council  forms  and  regulates. 

if,  life's  dull  uniform  to  fhun, 
Thy  youths  a  courfe  more  vary'd  run ; 
In  hopes  to  thrive  by  art's  alchymic, 
Thy  brave  diforders  too  we  mimic  ; 
With  willing  heart,  though  awkward  grace, 
Thy  maxims  and" thy  modes  embrace. 
We  call  for  bills  we  cannot  pay  ; 
Lofe  wealth  we  ne'er  poiTcfs'd  at  play; 
As  peacock's  proud,  a^  church-rats  poor, 
Yet  bucks  and  bloods  in  miniature  : 
Thus,  in  his  car,  the  pageant  god  * 
iilong  the  brazen  convex  rode, 
Cut  in  mock  thunder  many  a  caper, 
And  brandilh'd  high  the  fiaming  taper; 
Till  crufli'd  by  real  bolts  he  fell, 
The  hifs  and  ridicule  of  hell. 

Let  pedagogues  affert,  that  knowledge 
Frequents  alone  the  duily  college. 
As  if  rcclufe,  the  heav'nly  fair. 
In  cobv.ebs,  dirt,  and  putrid  air. 
Were  pleas'd  to  glean    from  mufly  pages, 
The  refufe  of  pedantic  ages, 
Colleding  with  inceffant  pains 
The  feculence  of  ftupid  brains. 
In  its  pretended  fcmmary 
We  fcorn  to  Imnt  the  noble  quarry. 
And  nature's  theatre  explore. 
The  only  fource  of  genuine  lore. 
The  dull  refults  of  time  and  thought 
May  puzzle  idiots,  as  they  ought ; 
From  adlive  life  experience  flows. 
And  with  experience  wilclom  grows ; 
Her  we  purlue,  with  fails  unfurl'd, 
Through  her  academy,  the  world. 

Our  laws  fo  flrid;,  fo  multifarious, 
Juftice  can  never  be  precarious; 
JBefide^,  lliould  former  ftatutes  fail. 
We  ftill  cnad;,  and  ne'er  repeal-}-. 
That  thefe  adminiller'd  may  be 
With  moft  religious  equity, 
Deceit  and  rapine  to  withlland, 
The  fons  of   1  hemis  fwarm  the  land. 
It  has  indeed  been  urg'd  by  Ipite, 
When  two  heroic  maftiiFs  fight. 
To  both  the  combatants  unknown, 
A  third  may  come  and  fuatch  the  bone ; 

*  ^ri/is  ni^thologlcal  catujlrophe  is  elegantly  difcrlbcd 
h  F'irgil's  JSmid,  bock  vi.  -vc,-.  585. 

f  At  an  early  period  nf  the  Roman  empire,  multiplicity 
of  latus  'zvas  coif:plair.cd  cf  as  an  intolerable  grii-vance. 
The  Id'-jjs  r>f  ericry  free f.ate  mt'Jl  certainly  be  tb:  -voice 
nf  its  rcprefcntatii'es  ;  but  if  thefe  are  not  from  time  to 
time  ahridgedy  they  mufl  fivell  to  an  extent  fo  enormous, 
that  tie  fiudy  ivill  becotue  incoinprthenfthle  e'uen  to  luxv- 
yers  theafehes  ;  Jlatiites  contradiiiory  to  each  other  way 
be  enacUd ;  and  the  lieges  can  fclJcm  or  ne-ver  act  ivith 
fciirlty-  lejl  i^norantly  theyfi:r4i  incur  thir  penalties. 


When  affluence  property  confounds, 
And  men  forget  its  proper  bounds. 
Redundancies  with  {kill  refign'd 
Secure  the  fortunes  left  behind. 

How  much  her  pov/er  is  here  confefs'd, 
Let  modeil;  eicellcnce  atteft, 
Vhcn  from  the  iiamelefs  crowd  feledled 
She  ihines  admir'd,  carcfs'd,  refpedtcd; 
While  fools  and  knaves,  depriv'd  of  fame, 
Tiiough  wealth  and  int'reft  urge  their  claim, 
No  more  for  eminence  contend. 
But  to  their  native  r.tiik  dcfcend. 

Sweet  Hcav'n  !  ^^  hat  Itind  attachments  here 
Neighbours,  relations,  friends,  endear  ! 
V,  liat  tender  intercourfe  they  hold! 
With  love  that  never  waxes  cold  ! 
So  blcil,  fo  perfect  is  their  unity, 
(Since  none  from  pain  can  boaii  immunity) 
'rhat  if  one  heart  or  head  but  ache, 
'f  he  reft  in  fympathy  partake  ; 
Nor  on  his  v>'oe  themfcives  obtrude. 
But  mourn  the  fad  vicifiitude  ; 
Or  that  againll  fuch  mifadventure 
Their  other  friends  may  caveats  enter. 
In  Chriflian  cliarity  they  tell 
By  what  mifcondedl  it  bcfcl ; 
Yet,  though  by  manners  interdidcd. 
They  ceafc  to  vifit  th'  afflieled. 
Still  each  requeft  they  freely  grant. 
Except  the  boon  their  fuppliancs  want ; 
For  fuch  demands  Ihculd  they  provide. 
Patience  in  life  could  ne'er  be  try'd. 

Our  maids  and  matrons,  chafleiind  pure. 
Not  ev'n  the  fliade  of  man  endure, 
But  think  the  higheit  heav'n's  unclean, 
[f  ftain'd  witli  creatures  mafculine  : 
rheir  groiTtli:  thoughts,  were  they  exprefs'd  all, 
Alight  well  become  a  dying  veilal. 
Their  very  names  a  charm  might  be 
To  cure  the  rage  of  jealoufy. 
Behold  with  wonder  aad  furprife, 
Mov/  quick  through  virtue's  fcale  they  rife. 
Nor  witli  a  How  progreffive  motion, 
By  all  the  ardour  of  devotion  ! 
Yet,o{lentalicn  to  avoid, 
What  bleft  expedients  are  cmploy'd  ! 
No  worth  in  native  guile  difplay'd. 
But  exercis'd  in  mafquerade; 
Not  the  monaftic  veil  fo  pious. 
Through  which  ev'n  envy  cannot  fpy  us; 
And  whilft  at  large  our  virtues  play. 
Behind  the  fiiade  our  perfoiis  ftay. 

Say   confcience !   if  not  quite  extin(51:. 
While  rtafon,  fenfe,  and  int'reft.  wink'd; 
Say,  confcience  !  for  thou  truly  know'it. 
How  much  religion  we  can  boaft : 
Enough  to  point  the  Deill's  jeers; 
Enough  to  let  us  l)y  the  ears; 
Enough  a  decent  cloak  to  fafhion 
For  fraud  or  feuds  to  put  freJh  on; 
Enough  to  manage  guilelefs  hearts 
By  prieftcraft's  prolliiuted  arts; 
Enough  the  mobile  to  enrage 
Againft  the  fin  of  patronage; 
Enough  for  fools  or  knaves  to  fwear  by,. 
And  give  its  fandlion  to  a  mere  li^. 
To  crowd  a  potentate's  levee 
With  tndiefs  importunity, 


Is  deem'd  impertinent  anJ  rude  : 
Why  then  on  Heav'n's  repofe  intrude  ? 
For  this  we  feldom  go  to  prayers, 
But  leave  to  gods  their  own  affairs ; 
At  church  improvement  ne'er  purfue ; 
The  pulpit  yields  us  nothing  new ; 
And  inftitutions,  well  we  know, 
jBy  frequent  ufe  infipid  grow. 
To  us  the  tavern  or  the  flews 
Afford  more  edifying  views; 
For  there,  without,  and  eke  within, 
Appears  tlie  turpitude  of  fu'. 

Thus,  lavilh  in  my  country's  praife, 
The  plcafing  talk  itfelf  repays. 
Whate'er  for  preference  appeals, 
Natale  Selvm  llill  prevails  ; 
Still  to  my  heart  my  country  whifpers, 
(Not  like  our  moderH  female  lifpers. 
But  with  a  voice  more  fweet  than  fong) 
«'  O  1  love  me  much,  and  love  me  long ;" 
Deep  mingling  with  the  purple  tide, 
Through  all  my  veins  her  accents  glide. 
For  this  polarity  of  mind. 
Would  Ihe  be  grateful,  juft,  or  kind, 
From  Church  or  State  no  perquiQte 
I  alk  my  vvilhes  to  complete. 
Let  penfions,  pofls,  douceurs  accrue 
To  thofe  whole  fervice  makes  them  due : 
I  only  from  her  bounty  crave 
^  decent  fate,  and  peaceful  grave, 

THE  GRAHAM:       , 

AV    HEROIC    BALLAD, 

Iti  Four  Cantos. 

CANTO  I. 

Sv  former  days,  when  Scotia  hurl'd 
Againft  her  fifier  realm  the  fpear. 
When  on  her  frontiers  war  unfurl'd 
His  Woody  flag  from  year  to  year ; 
When  wonder  lili'd  th'  attentive  world 
Her  glorious  conflidls  charm'd  to  hear, 
By  native  virtue  fav'd  from  thrall, 
Whilil  wealth  and  power  confpir'd  her  fall. 

Of  noble  foul  and  lineage  high, 
Amongft  her  chiefs  was  Graham  rever'd  : 
But  wan  his  cheek,  and  dim  his  eye  ; 
Keen  fmart  he  prov'd,  y^i  keener  fear'd  : 
No  Howard  echoed  figh  for  figh, 
No  plighted  maid  his  bofom  clieei'd  ; 
His  love,  his  confidence  abus'd 
He  deem'd,  and  thus  his  foul  eflus'd. 

"  Rife,  winds  of  heav'n,  to  temped  riie  ; 
Flames  flafh,  and  f  atarads  defcend  1— 
No  ftoims  convulCiig  earth  and  fKies, 
J^ike  thofe  which  now  my  bofom  rend  : 
Should  chaos  order's  reign  furprife. 
And  heaven,  and  earth,  and  ocean  blend. 
No  anarchy  could  vex  the  void. 
Like  facred  peace  of  mind  deftroy'd. 

Sweet  peace  of  mind  !  feraphic  gueft  '. 
How  long  thy  abfence  fliall  I  mourn  ? 
From  yon  bright  manfions  of  the  bleft 
With  all  thy  placid  train  reiurij : 
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For  hell  is  center'd  in  my  breaft. 
There  ftill  its  hotteft  fervours  burn. 
No  more,  ye  tortur'd  ghofts,  repine, 
Since  lefs  acute  your  pains  than  mine. 

Of  all  the  ills  that  rage  fo  rife, 
(And  ha  1   from  ills  what  ftate  is  free?) 
Of  all  the  plagues  that  prey  on  life, 
God's  heavieft  curfe  is  jealouCy  ; 
Of  love  and  hate  eternal  llrife: 
When  fliall  it  ceafe  to  torture  me  .' 
Oh  1   when  Ihall  ftreams  of  blood  atone 
For  Scotia's  wrongs  and  for  my  own  ? 

Juft  God  !  that  he,  to  whom  my  heart, 
Acceffible  as  light  and  air. 
Was  fond  its  wifhes  to  impart. 
With  whom  its  inmoft  thoughts  to  [hare, 
Thefe  confines  falfely  fuould  defert. 
Though  preicient  of  his  friend's  defpair ; 
Unfeeii  defert,  and  bafely  fteal 
What,  loft  to  madnefs  I  muft  feel  1" 

Thus  Graham,  inexorably  bent 

His  rival  or  himfelf  to  flay. 

Then  fhap'd  his  courfe  with  fell  intent 

To  where  Northumbria's  warriors  lay; 

Nor  night  his  journey  could  prevent, 

Nar  danger  intercept  his  way  ; 

He  reckM  not  how  he  fped,  nor  where  : 

They  dread  no  ruin  who  defpair. 

Singly  (for  fuch  was  his  command) 
He  meant  to  meet  his  gallant  foe  ; 
But  chofen  men,  a  worthy  band. 
Who  vow'd  to  fhare  his  weal  or  woe, 
When  lie  his  hardy  purpofe  plann'd 
Th'  important  fecret  chanc'd  to  know  ; 
Remotely  thefe  his  fieps  purfue, 
Unfeen,  yet  keep  him  ftill  in  view. 

Determined  on  revenge  or  death. 
And  guided  by  a  dubious  ray. 
Through  many  a  rough  and  winding  path 
Th'  intrepid  hero  held  his  way  ; 
Upbraiding  much  his  eafy  faith, 
Which  arts  fo  flimfey  could  betray  ; 
At  length  he  reach'd  the  wide  campaign, 
Vv'here  fix'd  Northumbria's  tents  remain. 

And  now  the  genial  hours  prepare 
To  yoiie  Aurera's  rofy  teem  ; 
Her  bluflies  ting'd  through  humid  air 
The  rifing  hill  and  cryftal  ftream  ; 
V/hile  with  increafing  light  more  fair, 
IVIore  fweet  the  opening  profpetfl  feem  : 
But  fouls  involv'd  in  lorrow'r  gloom 
No  landfcapes  charm,  no  rays  illume. 

When  now  the  hoftile  camp  he  fpy'd. 
In  filence  folemn  and  profound ; 
"  Here,  here  the  mifcreant  refts  (he  cry'd) 
Who  gave  my  peace  its  mortal  wound  : 
A  while  the  wretch  who  heav'n  defy'd. 
May  with  fuccefs  in  guilt  be  crown'd  ; 
Yet  crimes  like  thefe  though  long  fecure. 
At  laft  for  vengeance  prove  mature.'' 

No  emblematic  figns  pourtray'd 
Within  its  orb  his  buckler  bore ; 
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Nor  then  the  variegated  plaid 
Around  his  manly  thett  he  wore  ; 
His  name,  his  form,  no  mark  betray'd. 
Which  jealous  caution  might  explore; 
Thus  through  the  (trong  and  waichful  guard 
He  palVd  unqueltioa'd,  undebarr'd. 

"  By  all  the  glories  of  my  race 

'Tis  Graham'himfelf  1   (young  Howard  faid)  ; 

He  comes  to  brave  me  face  to  face. 

He  comes  to  claim  the  refcu'd  maid  ; 

So  may  my  foul  in  heaven  tind  grace 

When  molt  fire  needs  her  powerful  aid. 

As  I  his  challenge  fliall  receive. 

Since  one  or  both  muft  fesft  the  grave. 

And  thou  by  early  fate  remov'd 
From  all  that  reoLiers  being  dear. 
Oh  ftill  remember'd,  ftill  belov'd, 
My  vow,  fraternal  fpirit,  hear  1 
That  vengeance,  which  fo  tardy  prov'd, 
Scotia  at  laft  fliall  learn  to  fear, 
Shall  expiate  from  unnumber'd  veins 
A  brother's  blood,  a  captive's  chains." 

He  fnatch'd  his  fword,  he  pois'd  his  Ibield, 
He  iffu'd  to  confront  the  foe. 
As  bickering  flames  involve  a  field 
Where  arid  heath  and  ftubble  grow  : 
His  breaft,  with  native  courage  (leel'd. 
On  fear  could  ne'er  one  thoLi^ht  bellow  : 
Yet  e'er  his  Iteps  could  far  i)roceed, 
The  Scot  advanc'd  and  check'd  hisfpeed. 

"  Bluih,  traitor,  blufh  (enrag'd  he  faid), 

If  ftill  fufceptible  of  (hame. 

If  benefits  with  wrongs  repaid 

From  heav'n  and  earth  juft  vengeance  claim: 

But  fools  and  cowards  may  upbi  aid, 

In  fpeeches  tierce,  in  action  tame  ;  ^ 

The  righteous  Povv'r  that  rules  on  high 

And  arms  alone  our  caufe  can  try." 

He  ceas'd  ;  and  Howard  thus  reply'd  : 
"  Impetuous  boy,  thy  rage  reftraiii  '. 
Ere  now  thy  force  1  had  defy'd, 
But  other  talks  my  arm  detain  : 
For  know,  to  moitify  thy  pride. 
Thou  ovv'll  thy  life  to  my  difdain  ; 
Thy  country  tirft  I  meant  to  quell, 
Then  deftin'd  thee  for  death  and  hell. 

How  well  it  fuits  the  heart  of  Graham 
To  doubt  his  friend,  though  knov/n  fincere  1 
That  heart  which  bafe  deligns  inflame. 
Such  bafe  defigns  may  juftly  fear  : 
From  all  the  various  mouths  of  fame 
Thy  vile  fufpicions  reach  my  ear. 
Now  if  unfcoufg'd  thy  crime  remains. 
Ko  more  eternal  juitice  reigns. 

Traitor,  my  foul  retorts  with  fcorn 
On  thy  opprobrious  clans  and  thee. 
The  nymph  thou  feek'ft  I  found  forlorn. 
From  bafe  attempts  I  fet  her  free  ; 
When  hence  by  brutal  ruffians  borne, 
For  aid  Ibe  call'd  on  Heav'n  and  me. 
Where  then  was  that  vindidlive  arm 
Portending  now  fuch  mortal  hartu  ? 


Tn  vain  that  rage  which  bends  thy  brow. 
Thy  boafls,  thy  menaces  are  vain; 
By  Heav'n's  oiMnipotence  I  vow, 
Nor  ])erjury  iny  foul  fliall  ftain  ; 
Not  all  thy  country's  force,  nor  thou; 
The  beauteous  capture  fhall  regain  : 
Mine  now  Ihe  is,  and  mine  fliall  be. 
Indignant  Scot,  in  fpite  of  thee. 

But  whiLt  in  Heav'n's  unerring  fcale 

Our  quivering  deftinies  appear, 

And  \\  hich  lliall  fall,  and  which  prevail, 

by  no  decifion  yet  feems  clear  j 

I  could  unfold  a  wond'rous  tale, 

Whofe  lighteft  word  demands  thy  ear  :— 

But  hade  we  hence  where  friends  nor  foes 

Can  in  our  quarrel  interpofe." 

"  Damn'd  fubterfuge  to  make  me  fwerve  I 
(Thus  Graham  refum'd  with  fervid  ire)  : 
Thefe  arts  for  weaker  dupes  referve, 
They  raife  my  indignation  higher  : 
When  wretches,  who  in  dungeons  ftarve. 
Nor  li<;ht,  nor  air,  nor  food  liefire. 
Then  may  my  heart  its  wrath  fufpend 
Till  thy  infidious  tale  fhall  end." 

"  Me  brandfl  thou  with  evafive  fright, 
(Cry'd  Howard  with  protended  fleel)  j 
Who  for  thy  fury  or  thy  might 
Supreme  contempt  alone  can  feel  1 
Which  heart  fhall  now  decline  the  fight, 
Which  bears  with  fears  it  would  conceal, 
Th'  impending  inftant  fliall  dil'play  ; 
Hark :  hov'ring  ravens  croak  for  prey." 

Now  front  to  front  the  champions  flood, 
And  hevv'd  and  lafli'd,  and  thunder'd  blows  ^ 
Whillt  through  th'  adjacent  hills  and  wood, 
The  propagated  clangour  rofe  : 
Anna,  with  eyes  in  tears  bedew'd, 
Had  heard  them  talk,  and  feen  them  clofe  ; 
With  pallid  cheek,  and  trembling  frame, 
B>:tvveen  the  combatants  flie  cume. 

''  For  Heav'n's  fweet  fake,  ere  you  engage. 
Attend  to  love's,  to  friendfliip's  call  1 
If  blood  alone  can  quench  your  rage, 
Mine,  mine  I  offer,  take  it  all. 
Could  I  have  form'd  the  fad  prefage, 
That  one  of  two  fo  dear  fliould  fall. 
Ere  I  this  curfed  hour  furvey'd. 
To  fate  that  tribute  I  had  paid. 

Oh  Graham  I   in  whom  for  ever  dwells 
Concenter'd  all  my  foul's  delight, 
What  frenzy  now  thy  mind  impels 
I'o  urge  this  inaufpicious  fight? 
That  fury  which  thy  bofom  fwells, 
i\lay  in  his  blood  its  conqueft  write; 
But  fay,  is  this  his  noblelt  meed 
\Vh«  refcued  me,  by  Graham  to  blee,d  i 

While  full  of  thee  I  lonely  ftray'd. 
With  tears  and  anxious  vigils  fpent, 
To  breathe  in  fome  fequefter'd  fliade 
The  grief  with  which  my  heart  was  rent, 
Villians,  who  lay  in  ambufcade. 
And  watch'd  and  vvifU'd  for  this  event. 
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My  perfun  fcizM,  and  bore  away. 
To  lawlefs  force  a  feeble  prey. 

In  vain  my  eyes  with  forrow  ftream'd, 
In  vain  my  threats,  in  v^iii  my  pray'r. 
In  vain  to  heav'n  and  earth  I  fcream'd, 
And  beat  my  breaft,  and  tore  my  hair  ; 
But  when  each  hope  extincfl  Ideem'd, 
Extinft  in  ruin  and  defpair. 
This  Howard  like  an  angel  came. 
And  fav'd  at  once  my  life  and  fame. 

Kor  thou,  as  heav'n  fupremely  good, 
Rcfufe  my  plaints  thy  sjentle  ear ; 
Should  Graham  beneath  thy  hand  fubdu'd 
Expire  by  defciny  fevere. 
Say,  ran  that  hnnd  in  blood  embru'd. 
In  Graham's  warm  blood,  to  me  be  dear  ? 
Or  can  the  life  of  him  I  love 
To  me  a  grateful  offering  prove? 

Now  hear  my  voice,  ye  chieftans,  hear. 
Eternal  fate  is  in  the  found ; 
Let  each  thefe  hated  broils  forbear. 
In  leagues  of  holy  friendfhip  bound  : 
Should  either  lift  the  hofiile  fpear, 
And  ftretch  his  rival  on  the  ground, 
Firft  heav'n  and  hell  fliall  be  ally'd 
Ere  ]  became  the  vigor's  bride." 

CANTO  IL 

She  ended:  and  her  varying  charms 
A  thoufand  agitations  faow  ; 
When  all  at  once  they  heard  alarms 
As  from  a  fierce  advancing  foe  : 
To  arms  '.  the  camp  refounds,  to  arms '. 
"Wide  and  more  wide  the  tumults  grow  ; 
From  heart  to  heart  contagion  flies, 
And  all  in  wild  diforder  rife. 

"What  felt  the  valiant  heart  of  Graham 
When  he  defcry'd  the  mad'ning  throng  ? 
Confuting  paffions  fliook  his  frame  ; 
He  knew  th'  opponent  army  ftrong. 
Rapid  as  heaven's  explofive  flame. 
To  flop  his  friends,  he  flepp'd  along  ; 
Whilft  rufliing  on,  v/ith  rapid  view, 
He  recogniz'd  his  faithful  few. 

««  What  mean  my  foldiers?   (loud  he  cry'd) 
Behold  your  leader  fate  reftor'd. 
Would  heav'n  !  in  anguidi  I  had  died, 
Ere  confrious  of  this  deed  abhorr'd  1 
Thus  unprovok'd,  nnran<n:ify'd. 
What  right  had  you  to  draw  the  fword  ? 
Rafli  men  1  was  cx[;iation  due 
For  private  wrongs  to  me  or  you  ?" 

Thus  he  rebuk'd  though  in  defpair 

Their  gallant  ardour  to  reftrain  ; 

Loft  in  th'  expanle  of  turbid  air 

Expoftulation  prov'd  in  vain  ; 

Difcord  and  havoc  every  where 

In  luxury  of  triumph  reign  ; 

The  groan  of  death,  th'  exulting  roar, 

The  fuppliant  flirieks,  heav'n's  concave  tore. 

A  ftorm  of  lances  now  they  threw, 
Whilft  on  each  point  deftrudtion  flies; 


And  flarting  from  th'  elaftic  yew 

A  cloud  of  lliaft?  obfcure  the  fkies.— 

"  Ye  hofts  of  heav'n,  what  blafts  my  viev7  I 

(With  voice  exerted,  Howard  cries)  : 

What  laurels  can  thefe  daftards  gain. 

When  handfuls  fiall  by  myriads  flain  ? 

Hence,  execrable  cowards,  hence  I 
Shrink  to  your  holes,  and  tremble  there  ! 
Whofe  blood  is  fpilt  without  expence. 
Whom  mercy  hardly  deigns  to  fpare. 
This  band  (fo  mighty,  fo  immenfe)  ! 
To  hungry  dogs  and  fowls  of  air. 
My  troop  alone  fhall  quickly  throw  i 
Hear  Percy's  voice  in  mine,  and  go." 

This  Elliot  heard,  for  war  renown'd, 

In  danger's  front  feverely  try'd  : 

He  grafp'd  his  fword,  he  groan'd  profouni, 

I'hen  with  farcaftic  fmile  reply 'd: 

"  Yes,  if  your  words  like  darts  could  wound, 

If  foes  were  vanquiili'd  when  defcry'd, 

Trophies  from  hence  you  n;ight  extort. 

Like  thofe  obtain'd  at  Agincoart. 

Such  trophies  let  your  annals  boaft. 
Their  truth  I  mean  not  to  refute  ; 
Yet  were  thofe  precious  archives  loft, 
Our  juniors  might  the  facts  difpute, 
Unlefs  your  formidable  hoft 
More  recent  wonders  execute  : 
Yet  Edward  play'd  a  fafer  game. 
And  filch'd  a  bloodlefs  diadem." 

He  fpake  :  and  rear'd  his  fliining  blade, 
With  mortal  prowefs  to  defcend  ; 
Nor  vainly  had  his  might  efTay'd, 
In  death  the  hero  to  extend  ; 
But  by  the  iliiv'ring  fteel  betray'd, 
His  ftroke  abortive  mifs'd  its  end; 
Yet  ftunn'd  and  giddy  Hov/ard  reel'd, 
And  thund'ring  prefb'd  the  fanguine  field. 

Him,  ftaggering,  Elliot  thus  addrefs'd  : 
"  If  yet  unhurt  thy  life  remains. 
If  yet  of  wonted  ftrength  poflefs'd. 
Nor  wound  thy  vital  current  drains, 
(Advantage  o'er  a  foe  deprefs'd, 
Though  in  her  power,  my  foul  difdains) 
Arife,  thy  fcatter'd  armsrefume, 
Nor  proflrate  ihare  a  vulgar  doom." 

He  faid  ;  and  with  extended  hand, 
At  once  from  earth  the  chieftan  rears, 
Though  circled  by  a  furious  band 
Of  foes,  with  quivers  arm'd  and  fpcars. 
Then  fear  firft  Howard's  foul  unmann'd, 
For  Elliot's  life  ;  nor  vain  his  fears; 
An  arrow  from  an  unknown  bow, 
Struck  deep,  and  laid  the  hero  low. 

Long  torpid  o'er  the  bleeding  corfe, 
Howard  in  filent  horror  hung; 
Depriv'd  of  fenfe,  depriv'd  of  force. 
And  all  his  foul  with  anguifli  wrung  1 
Not  with  more  exquifite  remorfe 
Did  guilt  e'er  feel  her  bofom  ftung, 
rhan  Howaid  felt  intenfe  regret. 
Though  guiitlcfs  of  the  warrior's  fate. 
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As  fires  in  fome  volcano  pent, 
That  on  its  melting  inwards  prey. 
With  ftruggling  rage  explore  a  vent, 
And  burftrefiftlefs  into  day  ; 
So  now,  impatient  ot  reftraint, 
In  tears  his  angwifh  found  its  way : 
By  grief  his  foul  to  madnefs  driv'n, 
Thus  wild  expoftulates  with  heav'n  : 

"  Ye  powers  that  o'er  this  orb  prefide  ! 
Muft  worth  thus  perifli  premature  ? 
Should  chance  the  helm  of  nature  guide, 
What  greater  ills  conld  man  endure  i 
His  hoary  fire,  his  blooming  bride. 
His  orphan  babes,  in  hope  fecure, 
Shall  view  him  cold  and  lifelefs  earth. 
Then  curfe  the  period  of  their  birth. 

Oft  of  a  feer  the  Scots  have  told. 
Before  whofe  heav'n-direCled  eyes 
Remote  events  of  things,  enroU'd 
By  deftiny,  fucceffivf  rife  ; 
Why  could  not  he  this  ftroke  behold. 
Which  now  to  heav'n  for  pity  cries? 
But  vidlims  to  the  future  blind, 
We  muft  purfue  the  courfe  affign'd. 

Detefted  inftrument  of  ill. 
Into  thy  ilieath,  my  fword,  return '. 
From  nature  tears  enough  diftil, 
Condemn'd  inherent  woes  to  mourn. 
O  thou  1   whofe  dear  remains  muft  fill, 
Inftead  of  mine,  th'  untimely  urn> 
Would  I  had  felt  the  fad  decree, 
And  yielded  up  my  foul  for  thee  '. 

Yet  bear,  my  foldiers,  hear  him  hence, 
And  whilft  his  vital  warmth  remains, 
Aid  nature,  ftruggling  in  fufpenfe, 
And  ftop  th'  effufion  of  his  veins  ; 
Cherifli  returning  life  and  fenfe  ; 
For  if  the  chief  his  ftrength  regair>s, 
Honour  and  wealth  on  him  (hail  wait, 
Whofe  hand  retards  th'  approach  of  fate.'* 

As  when  two  adverfe  blafts  defcend 
To  ftrive  for  empire  o'er  the  main, 
This  way,  and  that,  the  furge  they  bend. 
While  both  their  native  force  retain  ; 
Thus  arms  to  arms  oppos'd  contend 
For  conqueft  on  th'  empurpled  plain  ; 
Yet  unfatigu'd  with  woimds  and  toil. 
Nor  thefe  advance,  nor  thofe  recoil. 

Still  ftru^gling  with  fuperior  pow'rs. 
The  hardy  Scots  maintain  their  ground. 
Though  fate  its  pregnant  quiver  fhow'rs, 
And  death  in  carnage  wau'ons  round.— 
While  on  his  forehead  vengeance  lowrs. 
Forth  Percy  ifl'ues  with  a  bound  ; 
His  wrathful  eyes  perdition  dart, 
And  thus  he  pours  his  pregnant  heart  : 

"  God's  fplendour  I   fiiall  a  lawlefs  crew 
Of  vagrant  thieves  your  might  rellrain  ? 
Shall  hands  fo  feeble,  troops  fo  few, 
Repel  this  vaft,  this  martial  train  ? 
O-  do  my  fenfes  tell  me  true. 
Or  have  enchantments  turn'd  my  brain  ? 
Better  in  death  my  eyes  were  feal'd, 
Than  fee  ray  country's  fpixit  yield. 


But  you,  oh  England's  fpnrtous  rate  ! 
In  other  feats  diftinguilh'd  fliine  : 
The  trembling  arm  and  lilied  face 
For  other  tights  their  ftars  defign. 
Vile  offspring  I  deftin'd  to  difgrace 
Your  native  foil,  your  generous  line  '. 
To  heav'n  and  earth,  fay,  fliall  I  tell, 
In  what  achievements  you  excel  ? 

To  gorge  the  feaft,  to  drain  the  bowl. 

To  loiter  near  the  blazing  fire; 

To  wafte  the  night  without  controul, 

Indulging  grofsor  lewd  c^efire  : 

For  thefe,  though  doom'd  in  flames  to  howl. 

To  joys  no  nobler  you  afpire  ; 

Thefe  are  your  fov'reign  blifs  alone, 

The  heav'n  you  feek,  the  god  you  own. 

But  if  unchaftis'd  hence  you  fly. 
Though  dogg'd  with  penitence  and  fliame. 
The  death  of  cowards  let  me  die. 
And  flander  blaft  my  fpotlefs  tame. 
Oh  curfe,  that  form  fliould  men  belie. 
In  vifage,  not  in  heart  the  fame  1 
Shall  honour,  life,  and  foul  at  (lake, 
No  fpark  of  Engliih  valour  wake  ?" 

With  fpirit  from  their  chief  inhal'd 
Whilft  all  their  might  his  troo'^r  exert, 
A  piercing  (hriek  their  ears  aflail'd, 
Sad  eraphafis  of  female  fmart. 
At  this  the  foul  of  Howard  fail'd  ; 
Cold  horror  thrill'd  his  boding  heart. 
When  lo  '.  his  fwimmiiig  eyes  explore' 
Theirneareft  objeft  ftain'd  with  gore  : 

Her  refcue  nobly  Graham  eflay'd, 

And  interpos'd  a  maify  fhield  : 

But  impotent  his  Angle  aid  , 

His  hands  employ'd,  no  fword  could  wield  ; 

Nor  could  his  utmoft  force  pervade, 

Th'  embattel'd  ranks  that  throng'd  the  field'- 

This,  torn  with  anguifli,  Howard  faw. 

Nor  could  remain,  nor  durft  withdraw. 

"  Oh  lift,  for  mercy's  fake  !  (he  cry'd)  ; 
Mercy,  chief  glory  of  the  brave  '. 
Sufpend  your  ftrife  by  him  who  died, 
From  endlefs  death  your  fouls  to  fave  I 
Elfe  beauty's  bioirum,  virtue's  pride. 
Scarce  blown,  muft  wither  in  the  grave. 
Oh  let  in'.;  to  her  aid  be  gone. 
Prevent  her  fate,  or  feek  my  own  !" 

Then,  by  the  facred  name  abjur'd,. 

Sufpenfe  prevail'd  in  ev'ry  mind  ; 

Whilft  Graham,  no  more  by  troops  immur'd, 

A  pafTage  free  rejoic'd  to  find  : 

His  lovely  charge,  from  harm  fecur'd, 

He  in  a  neighbouring  tent  refign'd  : 

Thence  through  the  habitations  round. 

Relief  he  fought,  relief  he  found. 

Of  matrons  now,  a  weeping  train. 
Attended  round  the  fair  dtrtreft  : 
With  ikilful  hand,  and  care  humane. 
The  blood  they  ftopt,  the  wound  they  dreft. 
The  more  they  view'd,  the  lefs  their  pain, 
Forflightly  was  the  hurt  impreft. 
And,  fliould  her  mind  ferene  endure, 
Sufceptiblc  of  fpeedy  cure. 
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By  undefigning  fury  thrown, 
The  weapon,  ere  it  reach'd  the  fair, 
Had  through  a  fpacious  diftance  flown, 
And  idly  fpent  its  force  in  air. 
When  to  the  rivals  this  was  known, 
What  joy  they  felt,  from  what  defpair  ! 
So  joy  the  guilty  when  from  heaven 
They  hear  pronounc'd  their  fins  forgiv'n. 

CANTO  III. 

And  now  in  milder  talks  engag'd. 
The  wants  of  nature  to  repair  ; 
No  longer  war  the  armies  wag'd. 
Their  dead  and  wounded  claim'd  their  care  ; 
In  truce  their  mutual  honour  pledg'd, 
Both  pleas'd,  the  common  fafety  fliare  ; 
While  Graham  and  Howard  in  one  tent-. 
The  tranquil  hour  in  parley  fpent. 

Thus  Graham  began  :   "  Let  local  hate 
And  jealous  rage,  be  cancell'd  here  ; 
And  now  that  myftery  of  fate, 
Whofe  lighted  word  demands  my  ear, 
In  this  calm  interval,  relate 
With  temper  candid  and  fincere  ; 
£ach  dark  event  minutely  fhow, 
And  how  1  ftand  concern'd,  to  know." 

To  whom  his  rival :  "  From  my  tongue 
Expe(5l  the  rtory  but  in  part : 
Of  Caledonian  lineage  fprung. 
Thou  deem'ft  the  charmer  of  thy  heart ; 
There  thou  beheld'ft  her  firft  when  young, 
There  firft  thou  felt'ft  the  pleafing  fuiar't, 
W'hich  fince  o'er  all  thy  bolom  reigns, 
And  conftitutes  its  joys  or  pains. 

But  erft,  when  urg'd  by  youthful  heat 
To  fatisfy  a  brother's  (hade, 
3  plung'd  myfelf  beyond  retreat, 
Where  all  its  horrors  war  difplay'd. 
And  by  this  condu(5l  indiicreet, 
To  Scotland  pris'ner  was  convey 'd  : 
A  fire  with  years  and  honours  grac'd. 
To  me  her  various  fortunes  trac'd. 

For  as  by  chance  our  way  fhe  crofs'd, 

•■  Theu  view,  (faid  he)  that  lovely  maid, 

*'  Heaven's  darling  image,  nature's  boalt, 

"  Virtue  by  beauty's  hand  array'd  ; 

"  Yet  in  the  ftorms  of  fortune  toft, 

*'  When  heaven's  bleft  beam  flie  fcarce  furvey'd 

"  Her  from  the  womb  no  fire  embrac'd. 

"  No  gladnefs  hail'd,  no  fplendour  grac'd. 

*'  With  England's  troops,  in  hoftile  guife, 

*•  A  godlike  youth  adorn'd  the  field, 

•'  Who,  till  he  gain'd  fome  high  emprife, 

"  His  name  and  pedigree  conceal'd  : 

"  But  partial  fortune  oft  denies 

•'  The  meed  which  bright  defert  fhould  yield, 

*'  Rufliing  unguarded  on  the  fray, 

*'  Too  foon  deprefs'd  by  wounds  he  lay. 

"  Him  Elliot,  hofpitable  knight, 
«'  Convuli'd  wiih  pain,  and  drench'din  gore, 
*'  Beheld,  and  through  the  fliock  of  fight, 
"  Surviving  to  hii  raanfiyn  bore  ; 


"  His  daughter,  melting  at  the  fight, 

"  The  blooming  hero  to  reftore, 

"  Apply'd  each  falutary  art, 

"  And  cur'd  his  wound,  but  pierc'd  his  heart. 

"  For  in  his  chamber,  while  confin'd, 

"  And  tended  by  the  pitying  fair, 

"    VVith  anguifli  more  intenfe  he  pin'd, 

"  Than  that  extinguiOi'd  by  her  care. 

"  He  breath'd  the  torment  of  his  mind, 

"  Nor  flie  reludtant  heard  his  pray'r  : 

"  A  prieft  (unknown  to  Elliot)  came, 

"  And  with  heaven's  fandiourrown'd  their  flame. 

"  By  honour  call'd,  impell'd  by  hope, 

"  Once  more  in  arms  the  hero  rofe, 

"  P.enown's  eternal  worth  to  crop, 

"  Which  high  on  danger's  fummit  grows  : 

"  But  doom'd  with  mightier  force  to  cope, 

"   And  circled  by  a  world  of  foes; 

"  '  My  life,  my  love,  my  hopes,  farewel '.' 

"  He  faid;  and  crulli'd  by  numbers,  fell. 

"  The  father  every  wortli  confeft, 

Which  the  young  bridegroom's  foul  adorn'd  ; 
"  Yet,  for  his  country  prepofftfb'd, 
"  All  overtures  from  England  fcorn'd ; 
"  Nor  ceas'd  the  ftranger  to  detelt, 
"  Who  from  his  arms  his  child  fuborn'd, 
"  Nor  vievv'd  witli  nature's  fund  regard, 
"  Her  foul  deprefs'd,  her  form  impair'd; 

"  Her  period  of  ^eftation  o'er^ 
"  And  nature  lliuggling  for  relief, 
"  Ker  orphan  babe  the  mother  bore, 
"  Sad  heir  of  indigence  and  grief  1 
"  Then,  banifli'd  from  her  father's  door, 
"  By  mandates  from  the  angry  chief, 
"  Within  a  convent's  w  alls  confin'd, 
"  Her  fuff'ring  fpirit  flie  refign'd. 

"  Yet  inftindl,  pow'rful  in  hisbreaft, 

"  (Though  with  determin'd  hate  inflam'd) 

"  The  fmiling  infant  he  carefs'd, 

"  And  for  his  once-lov'd  Anna  nam'd  : 

"  His  hand  her  flighteft  wants  redrefs'd, 

"  His  heart  her  plan  of  culture  fraai'd ; 

"  Yet  would  not  own  the  charming  maid, 

"  Till  nature's  debt  his  daughter  paid. 

"  Then  'gan  his  ftubborn  foul  to  melt ; 

"  Emotions  till  that  hour  unknown, 

"  Through  all  his  alter'd  mind  he  felt, 

"  Which  injur'd  nature  might  atone; 

"  Still  in  his  breaft  the  parent  dwelt, 

"  Now  reign'd  triumphant  and  alone  ; 

"  Transferr'd  from  fortune's  barren  wafte, 

"  His  eyes  flie  charm'd,  his  manfion  grac'd."" 

"  Thus  far  the  chief,  nor  more  he  knew  ; 
For  hid  in  night's  impervious  veil, 
The  youth's  defcent  eludes  our  view, 
Nor  can  we  gain  this  fad  detail, 
Where  firlt  that  vernal  bloffom  grew. 
Whole  ruin  hoftile  eyes  bewail : 
His  birth  from  England  all  atteft, 
Deep  fecrecy  involves  the  reft." 

Whilft  thus  in  Scotland  I  remain'd 
A  wretched  captive  on  parole, 
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Her  cliarms  my  t.iptnrVj  eyes  detain'd, 
Her  virtues  coiiquer'd  all  my  foul : 
Oh  I   what  is  lil)erty  regain'd, 
When  endlcfs  chains  the  mind  controul? 
Fulfil,  juft  Heav'n,  thy  fix'd  decree. 
And  ftnke  me  dead,  or  let  me  free  ? 

Ey  public  fandtion  thence  releas'd,  1 

As  to  our  camp  1  bent  my  vvay, 
With  fond  anticipation  pleas'd, 
I\Iy  late  djiTionoiir  to  repay  ; 
Each  fenfe  the  voi  e  of  anL^uiHi  feiz'd, 
Anguilh  that  ccuid  not  brook  delay; 
I  faw  my  Anna's  Itruggling.  charms 
Encircled  in  a  ruffian's  arms. 

O'Brai-in  of  Hebernian  race, 

A  robber  fam'd  and  fear'd  around. 

To  gain  the  prize  had  watch'd  thr  place, 

At)d  now  prefum'd  his  willies  cr()\vn'd  : 

Thither,  eiirag'd,  I  urg'd  my  pnce, 

And  made  the  felon  bite  the  ground  ; 

His  timid  train  his  fall  furvey'J, 

Nor  to  revenge  their  leader  llaid. 

With  indignation  and  defpair, 
All  pale  and  faint  my  charmer  lay  ; 
I  rais'd  her  with  fraternal  care. 
And  gently  footh'd  her  deepdifaiay  ; 
I  bcg?'d,  nor  did  fhe  flight  my  pray'r; 
Eut,  fvveet  companion  of  my  way, 
By  my  protetfling  arm  fultain'd. 
At  length  fecure  the  camp  fhe  gain'd. 

Nor,  though  the  maid  for  thee  declares, 
Let  paffion  joys  in  profpetl  feign  ; 
Divided  hearts,  divided  cares, 
Domeftic  bill's  can  ne'er  maintain  : 
An  Englifli  heart  thy  Anna  (liares; 
Still  in  her  breaft  fliall  England  reign  : 
Hence  woes  entail'd  on  all  thy  line. 
Shall  prove  a  curie  to  thee  and  thine. 

But  now  in  heav'n's  high  vault  no  ftar 
To  gild  the  dark  horizon  glows  ; 
No  found  ambiguous,  heard  from  far. 
Through  air's  thin  texture  trembling  flows  : 
Nature  fatigu'd  with  toils  and  war, 
Courts  the  dear  bicfiir.g  of  repofe  : 
Soon  fhall  the  light's  officious  glare 
Reftore  the  world  to  grief  and  care." 

While  thus  their  languid  pow'rs  to  cheer, 

Gratfful  recei's  the  warriors  fought. 

Thither  extended  on  a  bier. 

An  agonizing  chief  was  brought : 

But  as  he  now  advanc'd  more  near, 

Elliot,  whom  dead  before  they  thought, 

Elliot  himfelf  they  recognize, 

And  melt  in  tears,  and  burft  in  fighs. 

"  You  fee  me  (till,  though  {fill  alive  ; 
(In  groans  th'  expiring  hero  faid); 
From  duly,   ftrength  my  pow'rs  derive, 
To  deaf  departed  VvJorth  unpaid  ; 
This  done,  with  fate  no  mure  I  ftrive, 
But  fiuk  beneath  its  peaceful  ihade  ; 
Enough  of  life  kind  '-ieav'r  billows, 
When  laaie  and  vi.t  .£  grai  e  its  clpte. 
Vol.  XI. 


Thy  audience,  Howard,  let  me  claim  ; 
To  thee  my  meflage  is  addreft  ; 
For  when  my  lifter's  languid  frr.me 
The  bed  of  death  reclining  prell. 
Her  long  lamented  hufband's  name 
To  me  her  dving  iips  coiifeft ; 
Thy  ill-ftarr'd  brother  (ralhly  brave)  ! 
To  Anna's  charms  esiftencc  gave. 

How  light  tliefe  laft  cor^vulfions  feem, 

Taat  (how  my  mortal  crifis  near  ! 

But  nature's  voice  in  thi'>extreme. 

Her  pleading  voice,  what  heart  can  bear '. 

1  his,  this  is  agony  fupreme  : 

Ten  thoufand  deaths  are  lefs  fevere  : 

Great  God  I  whole  fmile  is  more  than  life, 

Confole  my  tender  babes  and  wife. 

How  long  fhalt  thou,  my  couutry  I  fmart. 
For  whom  my  blood  fpontaneous  flows  '. 
Thrice  happy  could  niy  pangs  impart 
A  lalting  cure  for  all  thy  woes; 
Thefe  plagues,  benignant  pow'r,  avert. 
And  grant  fiucere,  though  late  repofe, 
Where  wrath  and  devaitation  fvvay. 
Let  arts  of  peace  their  cliarms  difplay  1 

For  me,  my  friends,  your  forrows  fpare ; 

I  go  in  regions  more  fublime, 

A  nobler  deftiny  to  (hare, 

Above  the  fphere  of  chance  and  time. 

Howard,  be  Anna's  bloom  thy  care 

In  this  inhofpitable  clime.'' 

His  parting  foul,  while  thishefaid, 

Aagelsto  blifsin  heav'n  convey'd. 

CANTO  IV. 

Now  with  immortal  fplendour  gay. 
The  fun  his  wonted  courfe  refumes. 
To  pour  th'  exhauftleli  flood  of  day. 
Which  heaven's  majeftic  arch  illumes: 
From  ev'ry  bufh  the  vernal  lay. 
From  ev'ry  op'ning  flow'r  perfumes 
Impregnate  wide  the  fportive  gale. 
And  joy  exults  in  hill  and  dale. 

Not  fo  the  hods  on  yonder  plain  ; 
Their  hearts  of  comfort  felt  no  ray. 
For  conquelt  each  had  toil'd  in  vain, 
Norhop'd  the  dear  decifive  day  : 
Sadden'd  with  labour,  want,  and  pain, 
Th'  interminable  prolpecft  lay; 
But  chief  in  ev'ry  Englifli  foul 
Sedition  rag'd  without  controul. 

Thus  to  his  mate  each  loldier  cries: 
"   What  curfe  this  fruitlefs  war  extends  I 
At  home  each  field  uncultur'd  lies. 
On  which  our  daily  bread  depends: 
Alike  the  Scot  his  wants  fnpplies. 
Where'er  his  devious  courfe  (le  bends," 
Mov'd  by  fuch  views  their  heralds  came, 
A  new  ceiTation  to  proclaim. 

"  Ye  quiver'd  Scots,  our  words  attend  ; 
Pacific  overtures  we  bring  : 
Shall  groans  and  carnage  never  end  ? 
Shall  blood  frorg  rills  perennial  fpring? 
4  H 
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l.et  either  nation  envoys  fend. 
For  peace  to  importune  its  king." 
The  hofts  for  peace  exclaim  around  : 
Peace  heav'n,  and  earth,  and  fea  refound. 

In  holy  fervour  now  eutranc'd, 
From  Scotia's  bands  a  rev'rend  fage, 
Halfway  between  the  troops  advanc'd, 
In  all  the  dignity  of  age  : 
With  ardent  eyes,  on  both  he  glanc'd, 
That  lighten'd  with  prophetic  rage, 
Then  on  a  point  of  empty  fpace, 
Their  beams  dire<il:ing  ftopp'd  his  pace. 

"  The  god  1  the  flaming  god  !   (he  cry'd) 

I  feel  him  all  my  pow'rs  controul. 

Oh  1  gently  on  my  fpirit  glide, 

Nor  into  nothing  i^afli  my  foul  I 

O'er  heav'n  and  earth  one  boundlefs  tide 

Of  glory  fweeps  from  pole  to  pole: 

Infcnitable  to  groffer  eyes. 

The  book  of  fate  expanded  lies. 

Two  chiefs  I  fee  of  noble  name, 

Whofe  hearts  in  frit:idfliip  once  were  join'd. 

Competitors  for  love  and  fame, 

Now  glow  with  paffions  more  unkind  j 

Whillt  cold  fufpicion,  mutual  blame, 

Embitter  each  diflever'd  mind  : 

Such  ills  on  human  fpirits  prey, 

By  cruel  error  led  aftray. 

To  truth  eternal  and  fevere, 
Howard,  thy  docile  ear  incline  I 
Nature's  great  interdict  revere  ; 
For  nature's  mandate  fpeaks  in  mine  : 
By  kindred  blood  ally'd  fo  near. 
To  kindred  love  thy  wifti  confine ; 
£lfe  fliall  thy  days  in  anguifli  flow, 
And  God  and  man  pronounce  thee  foe. 

J  hee,  Graham,  of  Anna's  charms  pofleft, 
My  foul's  enlighten'd  view  furveys  : 
Each  night  fhall  give  thee  facred  reft. 
Each  day  to  light  thy  joys  fliall  blaze  : 
V/ith  all  a  father's  tranfports  bleft, 
I  fee  thy  oflspring  fix  thy  gaze ; 
And  with  inetfable  delight, 
"Behold  your  lovely  forms  unite. 

T)ifpatch'd  from  heaven's  ethereal  hei'^lit, 

By  her  eternal  father'sfmile. 

Fair  peace  accelerates  her  flight. 

To  blefs  this  long  diftracted  ille  : 

Fell  anger  and  corrofive  fpite, 

No  more  inur'd  to  war  and  fpoll, 

.In  adamantine  fetters  bound, 

With  clamour  fliake  their  cells  profound. 

But  as  with  defultory  fire 
Along  th'  aerial  current  borne, 
When  fcarce  its  luftrc  we  admire. 
The  meteor  leaves  our  fight  forlorn  : 
So,  blafted,  peace  fliall  foon  retire, 
And  Britain,  ItiU  by  fadion  torn. 
Shall  mark  with  horrors  ev'ry  age, 
And  glut  with  civil  blood  its  rage. 

Where  am  I  wrapt,  eternal  pow'r  ! 
What  ecftacies  my  foul  dilate  I 


Emerge  thou  bright  aufpicious  hotir, 
Elude  the  flow  rei'ults  of  fate. 
The  rofe,  gay  fummer's  fav'rite  fiow'r,. 
No  more  with  tumid  pride  inflate. 
Shall  throw  each  prejudice  afide. 
And  with  the  thiflile  be  ally'd. 

By  faiiguine  proof,  ye  nations,  taught 
NA^iiat  various  ills  from  difcoid  rife, 
Difcord  with  all  the  curfes  fraught 
That  earth  can  feel  or  hell  devife  ; 
With  ficred  vigilance  ol  thought, 
Your  union  cultivate  and  prize  ; 
Union,  eternal  fource  of  joy. 
Which  nought  can  leflen  or  deftroy. 

England  !  for  induftry  and  toil, 
W^ii'dom,  and  polifli'd  arts,  renown'd. 
Whole  happy  clime  and  grateful  foil 
Diftufe  es;hauft;lefs  plenty  round; 
So  from  thy  fliorts  may  foes  recoil, 
Involv'd  in  fhame,  and  grief  profound. 
As  thou  behold'lt  with  placid  eyes 
Thy  After  kingdom's  glory  rife. 

Scotia  1  to  earth's  remoteft  verge, 

By  each  confpicuous  virtue  known, 

Whofe  glorious  deeds,  whofe  talents  large. 

Enrich  all  climates  but  thy  own ; 

To  him  thy  duty  firft  difcharge. 

From  whofe  paternal  hand  alone 

Thy  bleffings,  which  no  meafure  knovr. 

Thy  freedom,  wealth,  and  fdfety  flow. 

Nor  let  fedudlive  pleafure's  charms. 
From  wifdom's  ways  thy  foul  allure. 
Nor  quench  thy  gen'rous  thirft  of  arms, 
Nor  all  thy  recent  fame  obfcure  : 
Thy  breaft,  while  noble  ardour  warms. 
For  facred  faith,  and  virtue  pure. 
Till  heav'n  and  earth  fliall  pafs  away. 
Thy  glory  ne'er  fliail  feel  decay. 

ON  DR.  BLACKLOCK'S  BIRTH-DAY^, 

BY  MRS.  BLACKLOCK. 

Propitiohs  day!  to  me  for  ever  dear; 

Oh  !  may'ft-  thou  flill  return  from  year  to  year, 

Replete  with  choicefl  bleflings  Heav'n  can  fend, 

And  guard  from  ev'ry  harm  my  dearefl;  fiiend. 

May  vie  together  tread  life's  Tarious  maze. 

In  firltSteil  virtue,  and  in  grat-eful  praifc 

To  thee,  kind  Providence,  wholiafl.  ordain'd 

One  for  the  other  fympathetic  friend. 

And  when  life's  current  in  our  veins  grows  col4. 

Let  each  the  other  to  their  breail  enfold 

Their  ether  dearer  felf ;  with  age  oppreft, 

I'lien,  gracious  God,  receive  us  both  to  refl:. 

FROM  DR.  DOWNMAN  TO  MRS.  BLACK- 
LOCK. 

OCCASIONED  BY  THE  COPY   OF    VERSES    SKE    AD« 
DRESSED  TO  HER   HUSBAND. 

As  round  Parnaffus  on  a  day, 
Meliffa  idly  chanc'd  to  ftray, 

•  T/je/e  verftfs,  the  enh  vcrfcs  ever  attemptei^'  hy  Mri„ 
Bladkcif  an  to  ie  ccnjidered^  not  as  afpecimtn  ofmfaeti» 
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she  gather'd  from  its  native  bed, 
\    As  there  it  grew,  :i  rofe-liud  red. 
Mean  time  Calliope  came  by, 
And  Hymen,  with  obfeqiiious  eye, 
■U'atching  her  lonks,  gallantly  trod  ; 
Fair  was  the  mufe,  and  bright  the  god. 
The  mortal,  at  th'  unwonted  fight 
Was  ftrucli;  with  dread,  as  well  fhe  might. 
"When  thus  the  (jiieen :  "  How  coiild'ft  thou  dare 
"  Without  my  paffport,  venture  here.' 
"  That  role-bud  cafl;  upon  the  plain, 
"  And  feek  thy  priilinc  fhndes  again." 
But  Hymen  thus  the  mule  bcfpoke; 
"  Oh  !  Goddefs  dear,  thine  ire  revoke! 
For,  if  I  err  not,  on  my  life. 
This  wanderer  is  our  Elacklock's  v/ife. 
At  which  file  fmiling;  milder  grew. 
For  him  of  yore  full  well  fhc  knev/. 
Then  Hymen  thus  addrefs'd  the  dame  ; 
"  .She  pardons,  though  flie  Hill  mull  blame. 
"  Bu:  take  the  rofe-bud  in  your  band, 
"  And  fay,  you  bring,  at  my  command, 
"  That  prefent  from  Parnaff'is'  grove, 
"  A  grateful  flower  of  married  love." 

FROM  DR.  DOWNMAN  TO  DR.  BLACK- 
LOCK. 

Edtna's  walls  can  fancy  fee. 
And  r;ot,  my  Blacklock,  think  on  thee  ? 
T.re  I  that  gentle  name  forget. 
This  flelh  muft  pay  great  nature's  debt. 
Hail !  worthiefl  of  the  fons  of  men, 
Not  that  the  mufcs  held  thy  pen, 
A-nd'plac'd  before  thy  mental  fighi 
Each  hue  of  intclledlual  light: 
But  that  a  gen'rous  foul  is  thine, 
Richer  by  far  than  Piutus'  mine  ; 
With  utmofl  nicenefs  fram'd  to  feel 
Another's  woe,  another's  v.'ea!; 
Whtre  friendfhip  heap'd  up  all  her  llore. 
That  glorious  treafure  of  the  poor, 
To  grovellii)g  vanity  unknown. 
Not  CO  be  purthus'd  by  a  throne  ; 
V^'here  patience,  refignation's  child, 
Misfortune  of  her  power  b.guird ;  . 
Where  love  her  purple  ceftus  bound 
Where  a  retirement  virtue  found, 
Contentment  a  perpetual  treat. 
And  Honour  a  delightful  I'eat; 
Rebgion  could  with  Pleafure  feafi, 
ii.nd  met  no  bigot,  though  a  priell. 

TO  MR.  THOMAS  BLACKLOCK. 

To  fame  and  to  the  mufe  unknown 
►V'here  arts  and  fcience  never  fhcne, 

*  A  hamlet  flands  fecure  : 
iier  ruftic  fens,  to  toil  inur'd, 
3y  blooming  health  and  gain  allur'd, 

Tlieir  grateful  foil  manure. 

cl  genius,  ivhich  foe  never  pretended  to  pojffi,  tut  as 
m  cxprejjion  of  her  afiBion  fir  her  hifbunJ,  and  het 
lemration  for  that  atniablc  difpcfition,  and  that  divine 
■if t  of  poetry,  ivith  ivbich  he  ivas  fo  eniinintly  hl-ffed. 

*"  Rockliffe,  a  little  country  "vllUge  rur  Carlife,  in  th; 
mnty  of  Qumhtrhni, 


What  means  my  heart ! — 'Tis  nature's  pow'r; 
Yes,  here  I  date  my  natal  hour, 

A'ly  burfilng  heart  would  fay  : 
Here  fleep  the  fwains  from  whom  1  fprung', 
Wluife  confcience  fell  remorfe  ne'er  flung; 

For  nature  led  their  way. 

Simplicity,  unftain'd  with  crimes, 
(A  gem  how  rare  in  modern  tmies;) 

Was  all  from  them  I  bore: 
No  founding  titles  fwell'd  my  pride'; 
My  heart  to  mis'ry  ne'er  was  ty'd, 

By  heaps  of  ihiiiing  ore. 

Hecditfs  of  wealth,  of  pow'r,  of  fame ; 
Heedlcfs  of  each  ambitious  aim. 

Here  flow'dmy  hoyifli  years. 
How  oft  thefe  plains  I've  thoughtlefs  preft ; 
Whirled,  or  fung  fnme  fair  *difl:reft, 

Whofc  fate  would  fteal  my  tears  1 

Thus  rude,  impoliili'd,  unrefin'd 

While,  plung'd  ifi  darkefl  night,  my  mind 

Uncultivated  lay; 
With  pity  mov'd,  my  fate  you  view'd- 
My  way  to  light,  to  reafon  fhow'd, 

And  op'd  the  fource  of  day : 

You  loos'd  and  form'd  my  infant  thought  ; 
Your  (kill,  your  matchlefs  goodnefs  taught," 

Where  truth  and  blifs  to  iind  : 
Painted,  by  thee,  in  all  her  charms, 
Each  gen'rous  heart  fair  virtue  warms. 

And  fwells  the  ravifli'd  mind. 

Hsil  brighf  celcftial,  all  divine! 
O  come  !  infpire  this  breall  of  mine 

With  all  thy  heav'nly  pow'r: 
Lead,  lead  me  to  thy  happinefs; 
Point  but  thy  path  to  that  blefl  place, 

VITiere  grief  Ihali  be  no  more. 

Richard  Hewitt|j 


*  AUtidina^  lo  a  fort  of  narrative  fongs,  ivhich  make 
no  iiicouftJerable  part  of  the  innocent  uinifcmenis  ivith 
ivhi'sL  the  country  people  pafs  the  ivinter  nights,  and  of 
tvhich  the  autior  of  the  preftut  pitce  ivas  a  faithful  rc- 
hearfr. 

f  This  little  poem  can  boafl  a  quality  tvhich  comtnen' 
Jdtory  -verfs  are  rM  fupp(fed  alivays  to  pojjef,  to  luity 
perfcci fincerity  and gruthude  ir:  the  author.  He  luas  a 
i'or  nati-ve  of  a  tnll  ige  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Carlijlcy 
ivhom  Air  Blacklock  bad  t.  ken  to  ler.d  him,  and-whom^ 
fading  him  of  promifing  farts,  and  of  a  difpfition  t» 
le^irn,  he  endeavoured  to  moke  afcholar.  Hefucceedcdji 
ivell,  as  to  teach  youn7  Hetritt  the  Latin,  Cre.i,  and 
Irench  languages ,  and  fame  kiiozidedge  in  ihcfciences.  The 
lad  bore  his  m  ijier  that  iiarm  affcft-on  ivhlh  his  kindntf 
feldom  failed  to  procure  from  his  domepics,  and  left  him, 
iv'<th  unzcillir^nefs,  t»  enter  the  fr-oice  of  Lord  Mdton 
(then  Lord  J'f'ce  Clerk  J,  -ubofe  fccretary  he  becume. 
The  fatigue  of  thitflalhn  hurt  his  his'.tk,  and  be  diei 
in  1764. 
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^jjjo  THE   WORKS    OF   BLACKLOCK, 

AN  EPISTLE  FROM  DR.  BEATTIE, 

TO    THE    REVEREND   MR.  THOMAS  BLACKLOCK*. 

«  Mo.nftro  quod  ipfe  tibi  poflis  dare;  femita  certe 
•*  Tranquills  per  virtutem  patet  unica  vitse. 

JUVENAL,  SAT.  X. 


Hail  to  the  poet!  •whofe  fpontaneous  lays 
No  pride  retrains,  nor  venal  flatteryfways : 
Who,  nor  from  critics,  nor  from  falhion's  laws, 
Learns  to  adjuft  his  tribute  of  applaule  ; 
But  bold  to  feel,  and  ardent  to  impart 
What  nature  whifpers  to  the  generous  heart, 
Propitious  to  the  moral  fong,  commends, 
For  virtue's  fake,  the  humbleft  of  her  friends. 

Peace  to  the  grumblers  of  an  envious  age, 
Vapid  in  fpleen,  or  brifk  in  frothy  rage  ! 
Critics,  -who,  ere  they  underftand,  defame  ; 
And  friends  demure,  who  only  do  not  blame  ; 
And  pLppet-prattlers,  whofe  unconfcious  throat 
Tranfmits  what  the  pert  witling  prompts  by  rote, 
Pleas'd  to  their  fpite  or  fcorn  1  yield  the  lays 
That  boafl  the  fan6tion  of  a  Biacklock's  praife. 
Let  others  court  the  blind  and  babbling  crowd  : 
Mine  be  the  favour  of  the  wife  and  good. 

O  thou,  to  cenfure,  as  to  guile  unknown  '. 
Indulgent  to  all  merit  but  thy  own ! 
Whofe  foul,  though  darknefs  wrap  thine  earthly 

frame. 
Exults  in  virtue's  pure  ethereal  flame, 
Whofe  thoughts, congenial  with  the  flrains  on  high. 
The  mufe  adorns,  but  cannot  dignify ; 
As  northern  lights,  in  glittering  legions  driven, 
Embellifh,  hot  exalt  the  ftarry  heaven: 
Say  thou,  for  well  thou  know 'ft  the  art  divine 
To  guide  the  fancy,  and  the  foul  reCiiC, 

•  Vide  Dr.  Seattle's  Peims,  edition  1766,  />.  I35. 


What  heights  of  excellence  muft  he  afcend, 
Who  longs  to  claim  a  Blacklock  for  his  friend; 
Who  longs  to  emulate  thy  tuneful  art ; 
But  more  thy  meek  fimplicity  of  heart ; 
But  more  thy  virtue  patient,  undifmay'd, 
Ar  once  though  malice  and  mifchance  invade  ; 
And,  nor  by  learn'd  nor  prieilly  pride  confin'd. 
Thy  zeal  for  truth,  and  love  of  human  kind. 

Like  thee,  with  fweet  ineffable  controul. 
Teach  me  to  roufe  or  footh  th'  impaflion'd  foul. 
And  breathe  the  luxury  of  fecial  woes; 
Ah  !  ill-exchang'd  for  all  that  mirth  beftows. 
Ye  flaves  of  mirth,  renounce  your  boafted  plan, 
For  know,  'tis  fympathy  exalts  the  man. 
But,  midft  the  feftive  bower,  or  echoing  hall, 
Can  riot  lillen  to  ibft  pity's  call  ? 
Rude  he  repels  the  foul-ennobling  gueft. 
And  yields  to  felfifh  joy  his  harden'd  breaft. 

Teach  me  thine  artlefs  harmony  of  fong. 
Sweet,  as  the  vernal  warblings  borne  along 
Arcadia's  myrtle  groves ;  ere  art  began, 
With  critic  glance  malevolent,  to  fcan 
Bold  nature's  generous  charms,  difplay'd  profufe 
In  each  warm  cheek,  and  each  enraptur'd  mufe. 
Then  had  not  fraud  impos'd,  in  fafliion's  name, 
.For  freedom  lifelefs  form,  and  pride  for  fhame; 
And,  for  th'  o'erflowings  of  a  heart  fincere, 
Ihe  feature  fix'd,  untarnifh'd  with  a  tear; 
The  cautious,  flow,  and  unenliven'd  eye. 
And  breafl  inur'd  to  check  the  tender  figh. 
Then  love,  unblam'd,  indulg'd  the  guiltlefs  Ihiile; 
Deceit  they  fear'd  not,  for  they  knew  not  guile. 
The  fecial  fenfe  unaw'd,  that  fcorn'd  to  own 
The  curb  of  law,  fave  nature's  law  alone. 
To  godlike  aims,  and  godlike  aiftions  fir'd; 
And  the  full  energy  of  thought  infpir'd; 
And  the  full  dignity  of  pleafure,  given 
T'  exalt  defire,  and  yield  a  tafte  of  heaven. 
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PIECES  OMITTED  IN  THE  WORKS  OF  BRUCE. 


ECLOGUE  * 

IN  THE  MANNER  OT  OSSIAN. 

0  COME,  my  love  '.  from  thy  echoing  hill;  thy 
rocks  on  the  mountain  wind  1 

The  hill-top  flames,  with  letting  light ;  the  vale 
is  bright  with  the  beam  of  eve.  Blithe  on  the 
village  green  the  maiden  milks  her  cows.  Tiie 
boy  fliouts  in  the  Vvood,  and  wonders  who  talks 
from  the  trees.  But  ecl)o  talks  from  the  trees, 
repeating  his  notes  of  joy.  Where  art  thou,  O 
Morna  1  thou  faireft  among  women  ?  I  hear  not 
the  bleatiilg  of  thy  flock,  nor  thy  voice  in  tlie 
wind  of  the  hill.  Here  is  the  field  of  our  loves ; 
now  is  the  hour  of  thy  promife.  See,  i'requent 
from  the  harveft-tield  the  reapers  eye  the  fetcing 
fun:    but  thou  appeared  not  on  the  plain, — 

Daughters  of  the  bow  !  Saw  ye  my  love,  with 
her  little  flock  tripping  before  her  ?  Saw  ye  her, 
fair  moving  over  the  l;ep.th;  and  waving  her  locks 
behind  like  the  V'.'ilow  fun-beams  of  evening  ? 

Come  from  the  hill  of  clouds,  fair  dweller  of 
woody  Lumon  ! 

1  was  a  boy  when  1  went  to  Lumon's  lovely 
vale.  Sporting  among  the  willows  of  the  brook, 
I  faw  the  daughters  of  the  plain.  Fair  were 
their  faces  of  youth  ;  but  mine  eye  was  iixed  on 
Morna.  Red  was  her  cheek,  and  fair  her  hair. 
Her  hand  was  while  as  the  lily.  Mi.d  was  the 
beam  of  her  blue  eye,  and  lovely  as  the  laft  fmile 
of  the  fun.  Her  eye  met  mine  in  filence.  Sweet 
■were  our  words  together  in  fecret.  I  little  knew 
V'hat  meant  the  heavings  of  my  bofom,  and  the 
wild  with  of  my  heart.  I  often  looked  back  up- 
on Lumon's  vale,  and  blelt  the  fair  dwelling  of 
Morna.  Her  name  dwelt  ever  on  my  hp.  She 
came  to  my  dream  by  night.  Thou  didft  come 
in  thy  beauty,  O  maid  1  lovely  as  the  ghoft  of 
Malvina,  when,  clad  with  the  robes  of  lieaven, 
llie  came  to  the  vale  of  the  moon,  to  \ifit  the  aged 
eyes  of  Oflian  king  of  harps. 

Come  from  the  cloud  of  night,  thou  firft  of  our 
maidens  1  come— 

The  wind  is  down  ;  the  Iky  is  clear  :  red  is  the 
cloud  of  evening.  In  circles  the  bat  wheels  over 
head;  the  boy  purfues  his  flight.     The  farmer 

*  Mr.  Pearfoji  afcribes  this  Eclogue  to  Bncce  : 
Z>r,  Robertfoji  afcribes  it  to  Lo^an, 


ha'ls  the  Ggns  of  heaven,  the  promife  of  halcyon 
da)s:  joy  brightens  in  his  eyes.  O  Morna  1  firft 
of  maidens  I  thou  art  the  joy  of  Salgar  1  thou  art 
his  one  defire  1  I  wait  thy  coming  on  the  field. 
Mine  eye  is  over  all  the  plain.  One  echo  fpreads 
on  every  lide.,  It  is  the  fliout  of  the  fliepherds 
folding  their  flocks.  They  call  to  their  compa- 
nions, each  on  his  echoing  hill.  From  the  red 
cloud  rifes  the  evening  flat. — But  who  comes 
yonder  in  light,  like  the  moon  the  queen  of  hea- 
ven ?  It  is  flie  !  the  ftar  of  fl:ars  1  the  lovely  light 
of  Lumon  1  Welcome,  fair  beam  of  beauty,  for 
ever  to  fliine  in  our  valleys  1 
Morita. 

I  come  from  the  hill  of  clouds.  Among  the 
green  ruflies  of  Balva's  bank,  I  follow  the  fteps  of 
my  beloved.  The  foal  in  the  meadow  frolics 
round  the  mare  :  his  bright  mane  dances  on  the 
mountain  wind.  The  leverets  play  among  the 
green  ferns,  fearlefs  of  the  hunter's  horn,  and  of 
the  bounding  gray -hound.  The  lafl;  drain  is  up  in 
the  wood. — Did  I  hear  the  voice  of  my  love  ?  It 
was  the  gale  that  fports  with  the  whirling  leaf, 
and  fighs  in  the  reeds  of  the  lake.  Blefled  be  th« 
voice  of  winds  that  brings  my  Salgar  to  mind.  O 
Salgar  I  youth  of  the  rolling  eye  !  thou  art  the 
love  of  maidens.  Thy  face  is  a  fun  to  thy  friends : 
thy  words  are  fweet  as  a  long  :  thy  fteps  are  ftate- 
ly  on  tliy  hill  :  thou  art  comely  in  the  brightnefs 
of  youth ;  like  the  moon,  when  flie  puts  off  her 
dun  robe  in  the  flcy,  and  brightens  the  face  of 
night.  The  clouds  rejoice  on  either  fide  ;  the 
traveller  in  the  narrow  path  beholds  her,  round, 
in  her  beauty  moving  through  the  midlt  of  hea- 
ven. Thou  art  fair,  O  youth  of  the  rolling  eye  1 
thou  waft  the  love  of  my  youth. 
Salgar. 

Fair  wanderer  of  evening  1  pleafant  be  thy  reft 
on  our  plains.  I  was  gathering  nuts  in  the  wood 
for  my  love,  and  the  days  of  our  youth  returned 
to  mind  ;  when  we  played  together  on  the  green, 
and  flew  over  the  field  with  feet  of  wind.  1  tam- 
ed the  blackbird  for  my  love,  and  taught  it  to 
fing  in  her  hand.  I  climbed  the  afli  in  the  cliff  of 
the  rock,  and  brought  you  the  doves  of  the  wood. 
jMorna. 

It  is  the  voice  of  my  beloved  \  Let  me  behold 
'.im  from  the  wocd-ccvered  vale,  as  he  Gngs  of  th9 
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times  of  old,  and  complains  to  the  voice  of  the 
rock.     Pleaiant  were  the  days  of  our  youth,  like 
the  fongs  of  other  years.     Often  have  we  fat  on 
the  old  gray  {tone,  and  filent  marked  the  Itars,  as 
one  by  one  they  flole  into  the  fky.     One   was  our 
willi  by  day,  and  one  our  dream  by  night. 
Stilgar. 
I  have  found  an   apple- tree  in  the  wood.     I 
planted  it  in  my  garden.     Thine  eye  beheld.it  all 
in  dower.     For  every  bloom  we  marked,  I  count 
an  apple  of  gold.     To-morrow  I  pull  the  fruit  for 
you.     O  come,  my  beft  beloved. 
Mo  ma. 
When  the  goffamour  melts  in  air,  and  the  furze 
crackle  in  the  beam  of  noon,  O  come  to  Cona's 
funny  fide,  and  let  thy  flocks  wander  in  our  val- 
leys.    The  heath  is  in  flower.     One  tree   rifes  in 
the  mid  ft.     Sweet  flows   the  river  by  its  fide  of 
age.     The  wild  bee  hides   his   honey  at  its  root. 
Our  words  will  be  fweet  on  the  funny  hill.       Till 
gray  evening  fliadow  the  plain,  I  will  fing  to  my 
Well-beloved. 


ODE  TO  A  FOUNTAIN  *. 


jO  FOUNTAIN  of  the  wood  1  whofe  glafly  wave* 
Slow-fwelling  from  the  rock  of  years, 
Holds  to  heav'n  a  mirror  blue, 
And  bright  as  Anna's  eye. 

.With  whom  I've  fported  on  the  margin  green  : 
My  hand  with  leaves,  with  lilies  white, 
Gaily  deck'd  her  golden  hair, 
Young  naiad  of  the  vale. 

J"ount  of  my  native  wood  1  thy  murmurs  greet 
My  ear,  like  poets  heav'nly  ftrain  : 
Fancy  picSuies  in  a  dream 
The  golden  days  of  youth. 

O  ftate  of  innocence  1  O  paradife  ! 
In  hope's  gay  garden,  fancy  views 
Golden  blofl'ums,  golden  fruits. 
And  Eden  ever  green. 

Where  now,  ye  dear  companionF  of  my  youth  I 
Ye  brothers  of  my  bofom  !    where 
Do  yc  trcail  the  walks  of  life, 
Wide  fcatter'd  o'er  the  world  ? 

Thus  winged  larks  forfake  their  native  neft, 
The  merry  minftrels  of  the  morn  ; 
New  to  heav'n  they  mount  away, 
And  meet  again  no  more. 

All  things  decay  ;  the  foreft  like  the  leaf; 
Great  kingdoms  fall ;  the  peopled  globe, 
Planet-ilruck  fliall  pafs  away, 
Heav'ns  with  their  liofts  expire  : 

Bat  hope's  fair  vifions,  and  the  beams  of  joy, 
Shall  cheer  my  bofora  ;  I  will  fing 
Nature's  beauty,  nature's  birth, 
And  heroes  on  the  lyre. 


*  This  and  the  three  follotuin^  odes-,  Dr.  Ro- 
iertfon  afcriba  to  Lo^an. 


Ye  nauds  1  blue-eyed  fillers  of  the  wpod  ". 
Who  by  old  oak,  or  ftoried  ftream, 
Nighily  tread  your  myfcic  maze. 
And  charm  the  wand'ring  moon, 

Beheld  by  poet's  eye  ;  infpire  my  dreams 

With  vifions,  like  the  landfcapes  fair 

Of  heav'n's  bli.'s,  to  dying  faints 

By  guardian  angels  drawn. 

Fount  of  the  foreft  I  in  thy  poet's  lays 

Thy  waves  ihall  flow:  this  wreath  of  flow're, 
Gather'd  by  my  Anna's  hand, 
I  alii  to  bind  my  brow. 

DANISH  ODE. 

The  great,  the  glorious  deed  is  done  ! 
The  foe  is  iied  1   the  field  is  won  ! 
I^repare  the  feall ;  the  heroes  call ; 
Let  joy,  let  triumph  ^11  the  hall '. 

The  raven  clafps  bis  fable  wings; 
The  bard  his  cholen  timbrel  brings  j 
Six  virgins  round,  a  felecft  choir. 
Sing  to  the  mufic  of  his  lyre. 

With  mighty  ale  the  goblet  crown  ; 
With  mighty  ale  your  forrows  drown  ; 
To-day,  to  mirth  and  joy  we  yield; 
To-morrow,  face  the  bloody  field. 

From  danger's  front,  at  battle's  eve. 
Sweet  comes  the  banquet  to  the  brave; 
Joy  fliines  with  genial  beam  on  all, 
i'he  joy  that  dwells  in  Odin's  hall. 

The  fong  burfts  living  from  the  lyre. 
Like  dreams  that  guardian  gholls  infpire; 
VVhen  mimic  flirieks  the  heroes  hear, 
And  whirl  the  vifionary  fpear. 

Mufic's  the  med'cine  of  the  mind; 
The  cloud  of  care  give  to  the  wind  ; 
Be  ev'ry  brow  with  garlands  bound. 
And  let  the  cup  of  joy  go  round. 

The  cloud  comes  o'er  the  beam  of  light ; 
We're  guefts  that  tairy  but  a  night : 
In  the  dark  houfe,  together  prefs'd, 
The  prince's  and  the  people  reft. 

Send  round  the  fliell,  the  feaft  prolong. 
And  lend  away  the  night  in  long  ; 
Be  blell  below,  as  thole  above. 
With  Odin's  and  the  friends  they  love. 

ANOTHER. 

In  deeds  of  arms,  our  fathers  rife 
Illuftrious  in  their  offspring's  eyes : 
They  fearlefs  rufli'd  through  Ocean's  ftorrai. 
And  dar'd  grim  death  in  all  its  forms; 
Each  youth  aflAim'd  the  fword  and  fliield* 

And  grew  a  hero  in  the  field. 

Shall  we  degenerate  from  our  racf^ 
Inglorious  in  the  mountain  chaie  ? 
Arm,  arm  in  fallen  Hubba's  right ; 
Place  your  forefathers  in  your  fight ; 


A  P  P  E   N  D  r  X. 


I22S 


To  fame,  to  glory  figlit  your  way, 
And  teach  the  natiuns  to  obey. 

AfTiime  the  oars,  unbind  the  fails ; 
Send,  Odin  I   fend  propitious  gales. 
At  Loda's  frone.  we  will  adore 
Thy  name  with  fongs,  upon  the  fliore  ; 
And,  full  of  thee,  undaunted  dare 
The  foe,  and  dart  the  bolts  of  war. 

No  fealfs  of  (liells  no  dance  by  night, 
Are  glorious  Odin's  dear  delight : 
He,  kin^  of  men.  his  armies  led, 
Where  heroes  itrove,  where  battles  bled  ; 
Now  reigns  above  the  niorning-ftar. 
The  god  of  thunder  and  of  war. 

Blefs'd  who  in  battle  bravely  fall ! 
They  mount  on  wings  to  Odin's  hall  ; 
To  miific  found,  in  cups  of  gold, 
They  drink  new  wine  with  chiefs  of  old  ; 
The  fiinc;  of  bards  records  their  nair.e, 
And  future  times  fhall  fpeak  their  fame. 

Kark  I  Odin  thunders  '.  hafte  on  board  ; 
Ilhiftrious  Canute  I   give  the  word. 
On  wings  of  wind  we  pafs  the  feas, 
To  conquer  realms,  if  Odin  pieafe  : 
Vi'ith  Odin's  fpirit  in  our  foul. 
We'll  gain  the  glube  from  pole  to  pole. 

ODE  TO  PAOLI. 

WjiAT  man,  v.-hat  hero  fnall  the  mufes  fing, 
On  claffic  lyre  or  Caledonia  firing, 

VVhofe  name  fliall  fill  th'  immortal  page  ; 
Who  fir'd  from  heav'n  with  energy  divine, 
In  fun-bright  glory  bids  his  actions  (hine 
Firft  in  the  annals  of  the  age  ? 

Cc-a^'d  are  the  golden  times  of  yore  ; 

'J  he  age  of  heroes  is  no  more  ; 
Rare,  in  thefe  latter  times,  arife  to  fame 
'1  he  poel's  flrain  infpir'd,  or  hero's  heav'nly  flcme. 

What  ftar  ariiing  in  the  fouthern  fky, 

Is'ew  to  the  heav'ns,  attradting  Europe's  eye. 

With  beams  unborrow'd,  fliines  afar  ? 
Who  comes  with  thoufands  marching  in  his  rear, 
Shining  in  arms,  Ihaking  his  bloody  Ipear, 
Like  the  rud  comet,  (ign  of  war? 

Paoli  1  fent  of  heav'n  to  lave 

A  riling  nation  of  the  brave  ; 
Whofe  Hnn  right  hand  his  angels  arm.  to  bear 
A  fliield  befi-re  his  hoft,  and  uart  tiie  bolts  of  war. 

He  comes !   becomes!  thefaviour  of  the  land  ! 
His  drawn  iwotd  flames  in  his  uplifted  hand, 

Enthulialt  in  his  country's  caufe; 
Whofe  firm  refolve  obeys  a  nation's  call, 
To  rife  deliverer,  or  a  martyr  fall 

To  liberty,  to  dying  laws. 
'  Ye  fons  of  freedom  1  fing  his  praife  ; 
Ye  poets  I  bind  hi?  brows  with  bays; 
Ye  Icepter'd  fiiadows!   caft  your  horrours  down, 
And  bow  before  the  head  that  never  wore  a  crown. 

Who  to  the  hero  can  tlie  palm  refufe  1 
Great  Alexander  ftill  the  world  fubdues, 
The  heir  of  everlafting  praifct 


But  when  the  hero's  flame,  the  patriot's  light; 
When  virtues  human  and  divine  unite; 
When  olives  twine  among  the  bays, 
And,  mutual,  both  Minerva's  fliine  ; 
A  conttellatiou  fo  divine, 
A  wond'ring  world  behold,  admire,  and  love, 
And   his  bell  image  here,  th'   Almighty  marks 
above. 

As  the  lone  fliepherd  hides  him  in  the  rocks. 
When  high  heav'n  thunders;  as  the  tim'rous  flocks 

From  the  defcending  torrents  flee  ; 
So  flies  a  world  of  flaves  at  war's  alarms. 
When  zeal  on  flame,  and  liberty  in  arms, 
Leads  on  the  fearlefs  and  the  free, 
Relilf  lefs ;  as  the  torrent  flood, 
Horn'd  like  the  moon,  uproots  the  wood. 
Sweeps  flocks,  and  herds,  and  harvelfs  from  their 
bale.  [place. 

And  moves  th'  eternal  hills  from  their  appointed 

Long  haft  thou  labour'd  in  the  glorious  Ilrife, 
O  land  of  liberty  :   profufe  of  life, 

And  prodigal  of  pricelefs  blood. 
Where   beroes  bought  with  blood  the  martyr's 

crown, 
A  race  Erofe,  heirs  of  their  high  renown, 

Who  dar'd  their  fate  through  fire  and  flood; 
And  GaiTori  the  great  arofe, 
\\'hjre  words  of  jiow'r  difarm'd  his  foes; 
And  where  the  filial  image  fmil'd  afar, 
The  fire  turn'd  not  afide  the  thunders  of  the  war. 

O  liberty  I  to  man  a  guardian  giv'n. 

Thou  belt  and  brightcft  attribute  of  Heav'nl 

From  whom  defcending,  thee  we  fing- 
By  nature  xvild,  or  by  the  arts  refin'd. 
We  feel  thy  pow'r  eii'enlial  to  our  mind  ; 
Each  fon  of  freedom  is  a  king. 

Thy  praife  the  happy  world  proclaimj 

And  Britain  worfliips  at  thy  name. 
Thou  guardian  angel  of  Britannia's  ifle  I 
And  God  and  man  rejoice  in  thy  immortal  fmilc 

Illand  of  beauty  !  lift  thy  head  on  high  ; 
Sing  a  new  fong  of  triumph  to  the  iky  '. 

The  day  of  thy  deliverance  fprings  ! 
The  day  of  vengeance  to  thy  ancient  foe- 
Thy  fons  fliall  lay  the  proud  oppreflor  low. 

And  break  the  head  of  tyrant  kings. 
P;;<)li  !  mighty  man  of  war  1 
All  bright  in  arms,  thy  conqu'ring  car 
Afcend  ;  thy  people  from  the  foe  redeem. 
Thou  delegate  of  Heav'n,  and  fen  of  the  Supreme  .' 

Rui'd  by  th'  eternal  laws,  fupreme  o'er  ail, 
Kingdoms,  like  kings,  fucceflive  rife  and  fall. 

When  Cajfar  conquer'd  half  the  earth. 
And  fpread  his  eagles  in  Britannia's  fun, 
Did  Ciefar  dream  the  favage  huts  he  won 
Should  give  a  far-fain'd  kingdom  birth  ? 

That  here  fliouid  Roman  freedom  light ; 

The  weftern  mufes  wing  their  flight ; 
The  arts,  the  graces  find  their  fav'rite  home  ; 
Our  armies  awe  the  globe,  and  Britain  rival  Rome? 

Thus,  if  th'  Almighty  fay,  "  Let  freedom  be," 
Thou.  Corfica  1  the  golden  age  flialt  fee. 

Rejoice  with  fongs,  rejoice  with  fmiles  ? 
4  H  iiij 
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Worlds  yet  unfound,  and  ages  yet  unborn. 
Shall  hail  a  new  Britannia  in  her  morn, 
The  queen  of  arts,  the  queen  of  ifles  : 
The  arts,  the  beauteous  train  of  peace, 
Shall  rife  and  rival  Rome  and  Greece  ; 
A  Newton  nature's  book  unfold  fublime; 
A  Milton  fing  to  heav'n,  and  charm  the  ear  of 
time. 

THE  LAST  DAY*. 

Hi  s  fecond  coming,  who  at  firft  appear'd 
To  fave  the  world,  but  now  to  judge  mankind 
According  to  their  works,  the  trumpets  found, 
The  dead  arifing,  the  wide  world  in  flames. 
The  manfions  of  the  bleft,  and  the  dire  pit 
Of  Satan  and  damnati;«n,  niufe  unfold. 

O  Thou  whofe  eye  the  future  and  the  paft 
In  one  broad  view  beholdeft,  from  the  firft 
Of  days,  when  o'er  this  rude  unformed  mafs 
Light,  firfl-born  of  exigence,  fmiling  rofe, 
Down  to  that  latefl  moment  when  tjiy  voice 
Shall  bid  the  fun  be  darknefs,  when  thy  hand 
Jjliall  blot  creation  out,  alTifl;  my  fong. 
Thou  only  know'il,  who  gave  thefe  orbs  to  roll 
Their  defiin'd  circles,  when  their  courfe  Ihall  fct, 
When  ruin  and  deftrudlion  fierce  fhall  ride 
In  triumph  o'er  creation.     This  is  hid. 
In  kindnefs  unto  man.     Thou  giv'fl  to  him 
The  event  certain  :    Angels  know  not  when. 

'Twas  on  an  autumn's  eve,  calm  and  I'crene, 
1  walk'd,  attendant  on  the  funeral 
Of  an  old  fwain  ,  around,  the  vi!la;;e  crowd 
Loquacious  chatted,  till  we  reach'd  the  place 
Where,  fhrouded  up,  the  fons  of  other  years 
Lie  filent  in  the  grave.     The  fextou  tl'.ere 
Had  dlgg'd  tlie  bed  of  death,  the  narrow  houfe, 
I'or  all  that  live  appointed.     To  the  duft 
We  gave  the  dead.     Then  moralizing,  home 
The  fwains  retiirn'd,  to  drown  in  copious  bowls 
The  labours  of  the  day,  and  thoughts  of  death. 

The  fun  now  trembl'd  at  the  weftern  gate, 
Ifis  yellow  rays  llream'd  o'er  the  fleecy  clouds. 
Tfat  me  down  upon  a  broad  flat  Hone, 
And  much  I  muled  on  the  changeful  ftate 
Of  fublunary  things.     The  joys  of  life. 
How  frail,  how  Ihort,  how  paffing.     As  the  fca, 
Now  flowing,  thunders  on  the  rocky  fliore. 
Now  lowly  ebbing,  leaves  a  tradl  of  fand, 
Wafte,  wide,  and  dreary :   So  is  this  vain  world. 
Through  every  varying  ftate  of  life  we  tofs 
In  endlefs  fludluation    till  tir'd  out 
With  fad  variety  of  bad  and  v/orfe. 
We  reach  life's  period,  reach  the  blifsful  port, 
Where  change  affedlsnot,  and  the  weary  reft. 

Then  fare  the  fun  which  lights  us  to  Our  fhroud, 
Than  that  v^hich  gave  us  firft  to  fee  the  light, 
Is  happier  far,  as  he  who  hopelefs  long 
Harh  rode  th'  Atlantic  billow,  from  the  mafl, 
Skirting  the  blue  horizon,  fees  the  land, 
His  native  land  approach,  joy  fills  his  heart, 
And  fwells  each  throbing  vein  ;  fo,  here  confin'd, 
Wc  weary  tread  life's  long,  long  toilfonie  maze, 
Still  hoping,  vainly  hoping  for  relief. 
And  refl  from  labour.     Ah  !  miftaken  thaught, 
To  feek  in  life  what  only  death  can  give, 

'^  Covirnunkated !)j  Mr  John  Birrd  of  Kitrfitvooa 


But  vi'hat  is  death  ?     Is  it  an  endl-^ifs  fleep, 

Unconfcious  of  tlie  prefent  or  the  paft  ; 

And  never  to  be  wakcn'd?  fleeps  the  foul; 

Nor  wakes  e'en  in  a  dream  ?     II  it  is  fo, 

Happy  the  fons  of  pkafurc;  they  have  liv'd, 

And  made  the  moft  of  life  :    And  foolifb  he, 

The  fage  who,  dreaming  of  hereafter,  grudg'd 

Himfelf  the  tafling  of  the  fweets  of  life  ; 

And  call'd  it  temperance,  and  hop'd  for  joys 

More  durable  and  fv.-cet,  beyond  the  grave. 

Vain  is  the  poet's  fong,  the  foldier's  toil ; 

Vain  is  the  fculptur'd  marble  and  tie  bull. 

Hov/  vain  to  hope  for  never  dying  hmie, 

If  fouls  can  die  :   But  that  they  never  die, 

1  his  thirfl;  of  glory  whifpers.     Wherefore  gave 

The  great  Creator  fuch  a  ftrong  defiie 

He  never  meant  to  iacisfy.     Thefe flcnes. 

Memorials  of  the  dead,  with  ruflic  art. 

And  rude  infcriptions  cut,  declare  the  foul 

Immortal.     Man,  form'd  for  eternity, 

Abhors  annihilation,  and  the  thought 

Of  dark  oblivion.     Hence,  with  ardent  wifh 

And  vigorous  effort,  each  would  fondly  raife 

Some  lafting  monument,  to  fave  his  name 

Safe  from  the  wafte  ofyears.  Hence  CxTar  fought; 

Hence  Raphael  painted  ;  and  hence  Milton  fimg. 

Tlius  mufing,  fleep  opprefs'd  my  drowfy  fenie. 
And  v.'rapt  me  into  reft  ;   Bffore  mine  eyes. 
Fair  as  the  morn,  when  up  the  flaming  eafl 
The  fun  aftends,  a  radiant  feraph  fi:ood, 
Crown'd  with  a  wreath  of  palm,  his  go]den'«liair 
Wav'd  o'er  his  flioulders,  girt  with  fliining  plumes; 
From  which,  down  to  the  ground,  loofc  floating 

trail'd. 
In  graceful  negligence.  Lis  heavenly  robe : 
Upon  his  face,  fiufli'dwith  immortal  youth 
Unfading- beauty  bloom'd,  and  thi'she  ipokf : 

"  V/ell  haft  thou  judg'd  ;  the  foul  muft  be  im- 
"  mortal ! 
"  And  that  it  is,  this  awful  day  declares  ; 
"  This  day,  the  laft  tluit  ere  the  fur.  ftiall  gild : 
"   Avrsfted  by  Omnipotence,  no  more 
"  Shall  he  defcribe  the  year.     The  moon  no  more 
"  Shall  fhed  her  borrow 'd  light,     'i'his  is  the  day 
"  Seal'd  i  .  the  rolls  of  fate,  when  o'er  the  dead 
"  Almighty  power  fliali  wake,  and  raife  to  life 
"  The  fleeping  myriads.     Now  fhail  be  approv'd, 
"  The  ways  of  God  to  man,  and  all  the  cloi^ds 
"  Of  Providence  be  clear'd  ;  now  fliall  be  fliown 
"  Why  vice  in  purple  oft  upon  a  throne 
"  Exalted  fat,  and  Ihook  her  iron  fcourge 
"   O'er  virtue,  feated  lowly  on  the  ground, 
"   Now  deeds  committed  in  the  fabie  fliade 
"   Of  eyelefs  darknefs,  fliall  be  brought  to  light, 
"  And  every  aSi  fhall  meet  its  juft  reward." 

As  thus  he  fpoke,  the  morn  arofe,  and  fure 
Met-hought  ne'er  rofe  a  fairer.     Not  a  cloud 
Spotted  the  blue  expanfe,  and  not  a  gale 
Breath'd  o'er  the  furface  of  the  dewy  earth. 
Twinkling  with  jtcIIow  luftre,  the  gay  birds 
On  every  blooming  fpray  lung  their  fwect  notes, 
And  prais'd  their   great  Creator.     Through  the 

fields 
The  lowing  cattle  graz'd,  and  all  around 
Was  beauty,  happinefs,  and  mirth,  and  love. 
"  All  thefethou  feeft,"  (refum'dth'angelicpower), 
'■'  No  more  fhall  give  theepleafure.  'Jhotimuft  leave 
'■  Tiii^  world,  of'which  now  come  and  fee  the  end.'* 
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'This  faid,  he  toTich'd  me,  and  fuch  ftrengtli  in^ 
fus'd, 
That  as  he  fonred  up  the  patlilefs  air, 
1  lightly  followed.     On  the  awful  peak 
Of  an  eternal  rock,  beneath  vvhole  feet 
The  founding  billows  beat,  he  fct  nie  down. 
I  heard  a  noife,  loud  as  a  rufhing  flream, 
When  o'er  the  rugg:ed  precipice  it  roars, 
And  foamin<x  thunders  on  the  rocks  below. 
Aftonifiied,  I  gaz'd  around,  when  lo  ! 
1  faw  an  an'''el  down  trom  Heaven  defcend. 
His  face  was  as  the  fun,  his  dreadful  height 
Such  as  the  ftatue  by  the  Grecian  phn'd 
Of  Philip's  fon,  Athos,  with  all  his  rocks, 
Moulded  into  a  man.     One  foot  on  earth, 
And  one  upon  the  rolling  fea,  he  fix'd. 
As  when  at  fetting  fiin  the  rainbow  (hines 
Refulgent,  meting  out  the  half  of  Heaven, 
So  flood  he;  and,  in  aft  to  fpeak,  he  rais'd 
His  fhinlng  hand.     His  voice  was  as  the  found 
Of  rnany  waters,  or  the  deep  mouth''  roar 
Of  thunder,  when  it  burfts  the  riven  cloud. 
And  bellows  through  the  ether.     Nature  flood 
Silent  in  all  her  works,  v%hile  thus  he  fpake  : 
"  Hear,  thou  that  roUTt  above,  thou  gloripus  fun  ; 
"  Ye  Heavens  and  earth  attend,  while  I  declare 
"  The  will  of  th'  Eternal.     By  his  name 
"  V/ho  lives,  and  fiiall  for  ever  live,  I  fwear 
♦'  That  time  {hall  be  no  lander." 

He  difappear'd.     Fixt  in  deep  thought,  I  flood, 
At  what  \A  ould  follow.     Strait  another  found, 
To  which  the  Nile,  o'er  Ethiopia's  rocks, 
Rufhing  in  broad  c?.tara<5l,  were  nought. 
It  fe'em'd  as  if  the  pillar  that  upheld 
The  univcrfe,  had  crack'd,  and  all  thefe  worlds 
Unhing'd,  had  flrove  together  for  the  way, 
In  cumbrous  crafhing  ruin.     Such  the  roar  ! 
A  found  that  might  be  felt !      It  pieic'd  beyond 
The  limits  of  creation.     Chaos  roar'd. 
And  Heaven  and  etith  return'd  the  mighty  noife. 
"  Thou  h'=ard'fl,"  faid   then  my  heavenly  guide, 

'•  the  found 
"  Of  the  lafl  trurnrset.  See  where,  from  the  clouds, 
"  Th'  archangel  Michael,  one  of  the  fevtn 
"  That  m.iniiler  before  the  throne  cf  God, 
"  Leans  forward  ;  and  the  fon'rous  tube  infpires 
"  With  breath  immortal.     By  his  fide  the  fvvord 
"  Which,  like  a  meteor,  o'er  the  vanquiih'd  head 
"  Of  Satan  hung,  when  he  rebellious  rais'd 
"  War,  and  embroil'd  the  happy  fields  above." 
A  paufe  enfu'd  ;  the  fainting  fun  grew  pale, 
And  feem'd  to  flruggle  through  a  fky  of  blood  ; 
While  dim  eclipfe  impair'd  his  beam  :  The  earth 
Shook  to  her  deepeft  centre ;   ocean  rag'd. 
And  dafn'd  his  billows  on  the  frighted  fhorcs. 
All  was  coniufion  ;  heartlefs,  helplefs,  wild. 
As  flocks  of  tim'rous  fheep,  or  driven  deer, 
Wand'ring,  the  inhabitants  of  earth  appear'd. 
Terror  in  every  iook,  and  pale  affright 
Sat  in  each  eye  ;  amazed  at  the  paft. 
And  for  the  future  trembling.     All  call'd  great, 
Or  deem'd  illuftrious  by  erring  man, 
Was  now  no  more.     The  hero  and  the  prince 
Their   grandeur   lofl,    now    mingling    with    the 

crowd ; 
And  all  diftinetions,  thofe  except  from  faith 
And  virtue  flowing.     Thel'e  upheld  the  foul, 
^s  ribb'd  Viitji  triple  ftecl.    All  elfe  -was  loft ! 


Now,  vain  is  grtatnefs!  as  the  morning  clouds. 
That,  fifing, promis'd  rain:  Condens'd  they  fland. 
Till,  touch  d  by  winds,  they  vanifii  into  air. 
The  farmer  mourns;  fo  mourns  tlie  haplcfs  wretch. 
Who,  cail  by  fortune  from  fome  envy'd  height. 
Finds  nought  within  him  to  fupport  his  fall. 
High  as  h!s  hope  had  rais'd  him,  low  he  finks 
Below  his  fate,  in  comfortlef^  defpair. 
Who  would  not  laugh  at  an  attempt  to  build 
A  lafting  flrudure  on  the  rapid  flream 
i.)r  foaming  Tygris?  the  foundations  laid 
Upon  the  glaffy  ftJrface  :    Such  the  hopes 
Of  hmi  whofe  views  are  bounded  by  this  world  ; 
hn.mur'd  in  his  own  labour'd  work,  he  dreams 
Himlelf  fccute;  wlitn,  on  a  fudden,  down, 
Torn  from  its  fandy  ground,  the  labric  falls ! 
He  ftarts,  and,  waking,  finds  himfelf  undone. 

Not  fo  the  man  who  on  religion's  bafe 
His  hope  and  virtue  builds.     Firm  on  the  rock 
Of  ages  his  foundation  laid,  remains 
Above  the  frowns  of  fortune  or  her  fmiles, 
In  every  varying  ftate  of  life,  t'lie  fame         [hopes. 
Nought  fears  he    from  the  world,  and  nothing 
W^ith  unaffuming  couiage,  inward  flrength 
Endu'd  ;  refign'd  to  Heaven,  he  leads  a  life 
Superior  to  the  common  herd  of  men, 
Whofe  joys,  connedled  with  the  changeful  flood 
Of  fickle  fortune,  ebb  and  flov/  with  it. 

Nor  is  religion  a  chimera  :   Sure 
'Tis  fomething  real.     Virtue  cannot  hve, 
Divided  from  it.     As  a  fever'd  branch, 
It  withers,  pines,  and  dies.     Who  loves  not  God, 
That  made  hinij  and  prcferv'd,    nay  more,  re- 

deem'd, 
Is  dangerous.     Can  ever  gratitude 
Bind  him  v.ho  fpurns  at  th  le  moft  facred  ties? 
^ay,  can  he,  hi  the  filent  fcenes  of  life. 
Be  fociable  ?  Can  he  be  a  friend  ? 
At  heft,  he  muft  hut  feign.     The  worft  of  brutes 
An  athcift  is ;  for  beafls  acknowledge  God. 
The  lion,  with  the  terrors  of  his  mouth, 
Pays  homage  to  his  Alaker  ;  the  grim  wolf, 
I  At  midnigiit,  howling,  fceks  his  meat  from  God. 
Again  th'  archangel  rais'd  his  dreadful  voice. 
Earth  trembl'd  at  the  foi.nd.     "  Awake  ye  dead, 
"  And  come  to  judgment."     At  the  mighty  call. 
As  armies  iffue  at  the  trumpet's  found. 
So  rofe  the  dead.     A  fhaking  firfl  I  heard, 
And  bone  together  came  unto  his  bone, 
Though  fever'd  by  wide  feas  and  diflant  lands. 
Afpirit  liv'd  within  them.     He  v.-homade. 
Wound  up,  and  fet  in  motion  the  macliine, 
To  run  unhurt  the  length  of  fourfcorc  years, 
Who  knows  the  ftru<-rute  of  each  ftcret  fpring. 
Can  he  not  join  again  the  fever'd  parts, 
And  join  them  with  advantage  ?     This  to  maa 
Hard  and  impoflible  may  feem  ;  to  God 
Is  eafy.     Now,  through  all  the  darken'd  air 
The  living  atoms  fiew,  each  to  his  place, 
And  none  wasmifling  in  the  gieat  account; 
Down  from  the  duft  of  him  whom  Cain  flew. 
To  him  who  yefterday  was  laid  in  earth. 
And  fcarce  had  feen  corruption  ;  whether  in 
The  bladed  grafs  they  cloth'd  the  verdant  plain, 
Or  fmil'd  in  opening  flowers;  or,  in  the  fea, 
Became  the  food  of  monftcrs  of  the  deep, 
Or  pafs  in  tranfmigrations  infinite. 
Through  cv'ry  kind  of  being  none  miftakes 
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His  kindred  matter ;  tut,  By  fympathy 

CombiDing.  rather  by  Almighty  power 

Led  on,  they  clofely  mingle  and  unite. 

But,  chang'd,  now  fubjoil  to  decay  no  more, 

Or  diffolution,  deathkls  as  the  foul, 

The  body  i; ;  and  fitted  to  enjoy 

Eternal  blifs,  or  bear  eternal  pain.  _ 

As  when  in  Spring  the  fun's  prolific  beams 
Have  -wak'd  to  bfe  the  infedl  tribe  that  fport 
And  \\'anton  in  his  rays  at  ev'ning  miid, 
proud  of  their  nev/  exigence,  up  the  air. 
In  devious  circles  ^^  heeling,  they  afccnd, 
Innumerable.     The  whole  air  is  dark, 
60,  by  the  trumpets  rous'd,  the  fons  of  men 
In  countlefs  numbeis  cover'd  all  the  ground, 
From  frozen  Greenland  to  the  fcuthern  pole. 
All  who  ere  liv'd  on  earth.     See  Lapland's  Tons, 
Whofe  zenith  is  the  pole,  a  barbarous  race, 
Rough  as  their  ftonns,  and  hvzgc  as  their  clime, 
Unpolifti'd  as  their  bears,  and  but  in  firape 
Diftiuguifli'd  from  them.     Reafon's  dying  lamp 
Scarce  brighter  burns  than  inftindl  in  their  bread. 
With  wandring  PviifTians,  and  thofe  who  dwelt 
In  Scandinavia,  by  the  Baltic  fea; 
The  rugged  Pok,  with  Pruffia's  warlike  race; 
Germania  yields  her  numbers,  where  the  Rhine 
And  mighty  Danube  pour  tlieir  flowing  urns. 

Behold  thy  children,  Britain  !  hail  the  light ; 
A  manly  race,  whofe  bufmefs  was  arms; 
And  long  unciviiiz'd,  ye^  train'd  to  deeds 
Of  virtu  ,  they  v/ithftood  the  Ro;->ian  power, 
And  made  their  eagles  droop.  On  Morven'scoafl:, 
A  racL  of  heroes  and  of  bards  arife. 
The  mighty  Fingal  and  his  mighty  fon, 
Who  launch'd  the  fpear,  and  touch'd  the  tuneful 

harp  ; 
"With  Scotia's  chiefs,  the  fons  of  later  years. 
Her  Kenneths  and  her  Malcolms,  warriors  fam'd; 
Her  gen 'reus  Wallace,  and  her  gallant  Bruce, 
See  in  her  pathlefs  wilds,  v.'herc  the  grey  ftones 
Are  rais'd  in  meni'ry  of  the  mi;^;hty  dead. 
Armies. arife  of  Engiifh,  Scots,  and  Pi<Sts; 
And  giant  Danes,  who,  from  bleak  Norv.  ay's  coaf^. 
Ambitious  came,  to  conquer  her  fair  fieKls, 
And  chain  her  fons  ;  but  Scotia  gave  the.m  graves. 
Behold  the  kings  that  fill'dthe  Englilh  throne, 
Edwards  and  Henrys,  names  of  deathlefs  fame, 
^tart  from  their  tombs.     Immortal  William,  fee 
.Surrounding  angels  point  him  from  the  reft  ; 
Who  fav'J  the  ilate  from  tyranny  and  Rem. 
Behold  her  poets,  Shakfpcare,  fancy's  child; 
Spcnl'er,  who,  through  his  fmootii  and  moral  tale, 
Ypoints  fair  virtue  out ;  with  /v'ot  who  fung 
Of  man's  firfl  difobedience.  Young  lifts  up 
His  awful  head,  and  joys  to  fee  the  day, 
Ihe  great,  th'  important  day  of  v.'hich  he  fung. 

'o\.ic  where  imperial  Rome  exalts  her  height : 
Her  fenators  and  gowned  fathers  rife. 
Her  coniuls,  who,  as  ants  without  a  king, 
Went  forth  to  conquer  kings;  and  at  their  wheels 
In  triumph  led  the  chiefs  of  diftant  lands. 
Eehokl,  in  Cannat's  field  what  hoitile  (warms, 
Burfi  from  th'  cnfanguin'd  ground  where  Hannibal 
>5hook  Rome,  through  all  her  legions :   Italy 
Trembled  unto  the  capital.     If  fate 
Had  not  withftcod  th'  attempt,  fhe  now  had  bow'd 
Her  head  to  Carthage.     See  Pharf.ilia  points 
Her  murdcr'd  thoufands,  who  in  the  lall  llrifc 


Of  P.ome,  for  dying  liberty  v>-ere  flain, 
To  m.Tke  a  man  the  mailer  of  the  world. 

'  All  Europe's  fons  throng  forward,  numbers  vaft ; 
Imagination  fails  beneath  the  weight. 
What  numbers  yet  remain  !  Th'  enervate  race 
Of  Afia,  from  where  hoary  I'anais  rolls 
O'er  rocks  and  dreary  waftes  his  foaming  ftream. 
To  where  the  eaftern  ocean  thunders  round 
The  fpicy  Java  :  with  the  tawny  race 
That  dM  elt  in  Afric,  from  the  Red  lea  north 
To  the  Cape  fouth,  where  the  rude  Hottentot 
Sinks  into  brute  ;  with  thofe  who  long  unknow*.. 
Till  by  Columbus  found,  a  naked  race. 
And  only  fkill'd  to  urge  the  fylvin  war, 
That  peopl'd  the  wide  continent  that  fpreads 
From  rocky  Zembla,  whiten'd  with  the  fnow 
Of  twice  three  thoufand  years,  fouth  to  the  flraits 
Nam'd  from  Magellan,  where  the  ocean  roars 
Round  earth's  remotefl.  bounds.    Now  had  not  He 
The  great  Ci'catcr  of  the  univerfe, 
Enlarg'd  the  wide  foundations  of  the  world. 
Room  had  been  wanting  to  the  mighty  crowd 
That  pour'd  from  ev'ry  quarter.     At  his  v^'ord. 
Obedient  angels  flretch'd  an  ample  plain. 
Where  dv^^elr.  his  people  in  the  Holy  Land, 
Fit  to  contain  the  whole  of  human  race. 
As  when  the  Autumn  yellow  on  the  fields 
Invites  the  fickle  forth,  the  farmer  fends 
His  fervr.nts  to  cut  down  and  gather  in 
The  bearded  grain  ;  fo  by  Jehovah  fent, 
The  angels,  from  all  earners  of  the  world. 
Led  on  the  living  and  th'  awaken'd  dead 
To  judgmeat.     As  in  the  Apocalypfe 
John,  gather'd,  faw  the  people  of  the  earth. 
And  kings,  to  Armageddon  :   Now  look  round, 
Thou  whofe  ambitious  heart  for  glory  beats. 
See  all  the  wretched  things  on  earth  call'd  great, 
And  lifted  trp  to  gods;  how  little  now 
fieeniE  ail  their  grandeur  !   See  the  conqueror, 
Mad  Alexander,  who  his  vidtor  arms 
Bore  o'er  the  then  known  globe,  then  fat  him  down 
And  wept,  becaufe  he  had  no  other  world 
To  give  to  defolation.     How  he  droops ! 
He  knev/  not,  haplefs  wretch,  he  never  learn'd, 
The  harder  conqueft,  to  fubdue  him.fel/. 
Now  is  the  Chriician's  triumph,  now  he  lifts 
His  head  on  high ;  while  down  the  dying  heart 
Of  finners  helplefs  fink;  black  guik  difirachs 
And    wrings   their   tortur'd   fouls ;    while   cv'ry 

til  ought 
Is  big  v/ith  keen  remorfe,  or  dark  defpair. 

But  new  a  nobler  fu'oject  claims  the  fcng;   ' 
My  mind  recoils  at  the  amazing  theme; 
For  hov/  ilial!  finite  fpeak  of  infinite; 
How  fnall  a  Ih'ipling,  by  the  mule  untauoht. 
Sing  licav'u's  Aimightr,  proftrate  at  whofe  feel 
.Aj-changels  fall :   untqual  to  the  tail:, 
I  dare  the  bold  attempt :   uffift  me  Heaven. 
From  thee  began,  with  thee  fiiall  end  the  fong: 
For  now,  down  from  the  op'ning  firmaxnent. 
Seated  upon  a  faphire  throne,  high  rais'd 
Upon  an  azure  ground,  upheld  by  v/heels 
Of  em'olematic  llrudture,  as  a  wheel 
Had  been  within  a  wheel,  ftudded  with  eyes 
Of  flaming  fire,  and  by  four  cherubs  led  ; 
I  law  the  JuJ.ge  defccnd;  Around  him  came 
By  thoufands,  and  by  millions,  heaven's  bright  h&Hi 
About  him  blaz'd  unfufiferablc  light, 
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In-c  ifible  a  s  darknefs  to  the  eye  *, 

His  car  above  the  mount  of  Olive?;  fiay  d. 

Where  laft  he  with  his  difciples  convers  d, 

And  left  thera  gazing  as  he  ibar'd  aloft ; 

He  darknefs  as'a  curtain  drew  around. 

On  which  the  colours  of  the  rainbow  llione 

Various  and  bri-ht,  and  from  within  was  heard 

A  voice  as  deep  mouth'd  thunder,  fpeaking  thus : 

«  Go  Raphael,  and  from  thefe  reprobate, 

•'  Divide  my  chofcn  faints  ;  go  feparate 

"  ]\1y  people  from  among,  as  the  wheat 

«'  Is  in  the  harvell  fever'd  from  the  tares; 

"  Set  them  upon  the  right,  and  on  the  left 

"  Leave  thefe  ungodly.     Thou  Michael  choofe 

"  Forth  from  the  angelic  hofl  a  cLofen  band, 

"  And  Satan  with^his  legions  hither  brmg 

«  ToiudgTr.ent,from  hell's  caverns;  whither  fled, 

«'  They  think  to  hide  from  my  awaken'd  wrath, 

«  Which  chasd  them  out  heaven,  and  whicli  they 

"  dread  .        ,  .  , 

«  More  than  the  horrors  of  the  pit,  which  now 
«  Shall  be  redouhl'd  feveofold  on  their  heads. 

Swift  as  conception,  at  his  bidding  flew 
His  minillers,  obedient  to  his  nod; 
And  as  a  fhepherd  who  all  day  hath  fed 
His  flieep  and  goats  promifcuous,  but  at  eve 
Dividing  fhuts  them  up  in  different  folds. 
So  now  the  good  was  parted  from  the  bad ; 
For  ever  parted  ;  never  more  to  join 
And  mingle  as  on  earth,  where  often  pafs  d 
For  other  each,  ev'n  clofe  hypocnfy 
Eicapes  not,  but  unmafk'd,  alike  the  fcorn 
Of  vice  and  virtue,  flands  now  feparate. 
Upon  the  right  appear'd  a  dauntlefs,  firm, 
Compofed  number,  joyful  at  the  thought 
Of  immortality,  they  forward  look'd 
V^ith  hope  into  the  future  ;  confcience  pleas  d, 
Smiling  reflets  upon  a  well  fpent  life  ; 
Heav'n  dawns  wltliin  thdr  breaft.  1  he  other  crew 
Fale  and  dejeaed,  fcarce  lift  up  their  heads 
To  view  the  hated  light ;  his  trembling  hand 
Each  lays  upon  his  guilty  face,  and  now 
In  gnawings  of  the  never  dying  ^^orm 
Began  a  hell  that  nev.  r  Ihall  be  quench  d. 

But  now  the  enemy  of  God  and  man,       _ 
Curfmg  his  fate,  comes  forward,  led  m  chains 
Infrangible  of  burning  adamant, 
Hewn^from  the  rocks  of  hell,  with  all  the  bands 
Of  rebel  angels,  v  ho  long  time  had  walk  d 
The  world,  and  by  their  oracles  deceiy  d 
The  blinded  nations ;  or  by  fecret  guile 
Wrought  men  to  vice,  came  on,  raging  in  vain. 
And  ftruggling  with  their  fetters,  which,  as  fate 
Compeli'd    them  faft,   they  wait   their  dreadful 

Now  fTom'his  lofty  throne,  with  eyes  that  blaz'd 
Intolerable  day,  th'  Almighty  Judge 
Look'd  down  awhile  upon  the  iubje<5l  crowds; 
As  when  a  caravan  of  merchants  led 
By  thirfl  of  gain  to  travel  the  par  en  d  lands 
Of  wafte  Arabia,  hears  a  lion  roar. 
The  wicked  trembled;  at  his  view,  upon  _ 

r  The  ground  they  roll'd  in  pangs  of  wild  defpan, 
To  hid^  their  faces,  which  not  blulhes  mark  d, 

-  Eut  livid  horror ;  confcisnce,  who  afleep 
Lon-  time  had  lain,  now  lifts  her  fnaky  head. 
And  frights  them  into  madnefs,  while  the  hit 
yf  all  their  fuis  pie  offers  to  their  view ; 


For  fhe  had  power  to  hurt  them,  and  her  fting 
Was  as  a  fcorpion's  •.   He  who  never  knew 
Its  wound  is  happy,  though  a  fetter'd  flave 
Chain'd  to  the  oar,  or  to  the  dark  damp  mine 
Confin'd,  while  he  that  fits  upon  a  throne 
Under  her  frown,  is  wretched.     But  the  damn'd 
Alone  can  tell  what  'tis  to  feel  her  fcourge. 
In  all  its  horrors,  with  her  poifon'd  fling 
Fix'd  in  their  hearts.     This  is  the  Second  Death. 

Upon  the  book  of  life  he  laid  his  hand, 
Clos'd  with  the  feal  of  heaven,  which  op'd,  he 

read 
The  names  of  the  ele6l ;  God  knows  his  own. 
Come  (looking  on  the  right  he  fmiling  faidj. 
Ye  of  my  Father  blefTed  ;  ere  this  world 
Was  moulded  out  of  chaos;  ere  the  fong 
Of  God  exulting  fung  at  nature's  birth. 
For  you  1  left  my  throne,  my  glory  left,^ 
And  ftrouded  up  in  clay,  I  weary  walk'd 
Your  world,  and  many  miferies  endur'd; 
Death  was  the  laft.     For  you  I  died,  that  yott 
Might  live  with  me  for  ever,  and  in  heav'n  fit 
On'lhrones,  and  as  the  fun  in  brightnefs,  fhine 
For  ever  in  my  kingdom  :  Faithfully 
Have  ye  approv'd  yourfclves;  I  hungry  was. 
And  thirfty,  and  ye  gave  me  meat  and  drink; 
Ye  cloth'd  me  naked ;  when  I  fainting  lay. 
Ye  cheer'd  me  with  the  tendernefs  of  friends; 
In  ficknefs  and  in  prifon  me  relieved  : 
Nay,  marvel  not  that  thus  I  fpeak  when  e'er 
Led  by  the  didates  of  fair  charity. 
Ye  help'd  the  man  on  whom  keen  poverty 
And  wretchednefs  had  laid  their  meagre  hands, 
And  for  my  fake,  ye  did  it  unto  me. 
They  heard  with  joy, and  fhouting  rais'd  their  voice 
In  praife  of  the  Redeemer;  loos'd  from  earth 
They  foar'd  triumphant,  and  at  the  right  hand 
Of  the  great  Judge  fat  down  ;  who  on  the  left 
Now  looking  ftcrn,  with  fury  in  his  eyes, 
Elalfed  their  fpir its,  while  his  arrows  fix'd 
Deep  in  their  hearts,  in  agonizing  pain 
Scorched  their  vitals,  thus  their  dreadful  doom, 
(More  dreadful  from  the  lips  that  us'd  to  blifs) 
He  awfully  pronounced ;  earth  at  his  frown 
Convulfive  trembled,  while  the  raging  deep 
Hufa'd  in  a  horrid  calm  his  waves.    Depart, 
(Thefe,    for  I    heard   them,    were    his    dreadful 

words!) 
Depart  from  me,  ye  curs'd!  Oft  have  I  ftrove 
In  tendernefs  and  pity  to  fubdue 
Your  rebel  hearts;  as  a  fond  parent  bird 
When  danger  threatens,  flutters  o'er  her  youngs 
Nature's  fond  implufe  beating  in  her  breaft  ; 
'Ihus  ardent  did  1  ftrive,  but  all  in  vain, 
Now  will  I  laugh  at  your  calamity. 
And  mo(  k  your  fears  ;  as  oft  in  ftupid  mirthj 
Flardcn'd  in  wickednels,  ye  pointed  out 
The  man  who  labour'd  up  the  fiecp  afcent 
Of  virtue,  to  reproach.     Depart  to  fire. 
Kindled  in  Tophet  for  the  arch  enemy. 
For  Satan  and  his  angels ;  who  by  pride 
Fell  into  condemnation  ;  blown  up  now 
To  fevenfold  fury  by  th'  Ahnighty  breath  j 
There  in  that  dreary  manfion,  where  the  light 
Is  folid  gloom,  darknefs  that  may  be  felt. 
Where  hope,  the  lenient  of  the  ills  of  life 
For  ever  dies  ;  there  fhall  ye  feek  for  death. 
And  ihall  not  ^nd  it,  for  vour  greateft  cwrfj 
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Is  immortality ;  Omnipotence 
Eternally  ftiall  punifh  and  preferve. 

So  faid  he,  and  his  hands  high  lifted,  hurl'd 
The  flafliing  lightning  and  the  flaming  bolt 
Full  on  the  wicked,  kindling  in  a  blaze 
Thefcorched  earth,  behind,  before,  around, 
The  trembling  wretches  burft  the  quiv'ring  flames: 
They  turn'd  to  fly,  but  wrath  divine  purfu'd 
To  where  beyond  creation's  utmoft  bound. 
Where  never  glimpfc  of  cheerful  light  arriv'd, 
Where  fcarce  e'en  thought  can  travel,  but  abforb'd, 
Falls  headlong  down  th'  immeafureable  gulf 
Of  chaos  wide,  and  wild  their  prifon  flood 
Of  utter  darknefs,  as  the  horrid  fliade 
That  clouds  the  brow  of  death,  its  open'd  mouth 
Belch'd  fheets  of  livid  flame  and  pitchy  fmoke ; 
Infernal  thunders  with  expulfion  dire 
Roar'd  through  the  firey  concave,  while  the  waves 
Of  liquid  fulphur  beat  the  burning  fhore 
In  endlefs  ferment ;  o'er  the  dizzy  ileep 
Sufpended,  wrapt  in  fuff'ocating  gloom, 
The  fons  of  black  damnation  fnrieking  hung. 
Cutfes  unutterable  fill'd  their  mouth. 
Hideous  to  hear,  their  eyes  rain'd  bitter  tears 
Of  agonizing  madnefs,  for  their  day 
Was  paft,  and  from  their  eyes  repentance  hid 
For  ever  !  Round  their  heads  their  hifling  brand 
Tke  furies  wav'd,  and  o'er  the  whelming  brink 
Impetuous  urg'd  them,  in  the  beating  furge 
They  headlong  fell;  the  fiafliing  billows  roar'd, 
And  hell  from  all  her  caves  re-echo'd  back ; 
The  gates  of  flint  and  tenfold  adamant, 
With  bars  of  Heel,  inipenetably  firm. 
Were  fluit  forever:  The  decree  of  fate 
Immutable  made  fafl  the  pond'rous  door. 

"  Now  turn  your  eyes,"  my  bright  conductor  faid, 
♦'  Behold  the  world  in  flames,  fo  fore  the  bolts 
Of  thunder  launch'd  by  the  Almighty  arm 
Hath  fmote  upon  it;  up  the  blackened  air 
Afcend  the  curling  flames  and  billowy  fmoke, 
And  hideous  crackling  bloat  the  face  of  day 
With  foul  eruption  ;  from  their  inmofl  beds 
The  hifHng  waters  rife,  whatever  drew 
The  vital  air,  or  in  the  fpacious  deep  [crafli : 

Wanton'd  at  large,   expires.     Heard'ft  thou  that 
There  fell  the  tow'ring  Aljis,  and  dalhing  down 
Lay  bare  the  cenlre  :   lee  the  flaming  mines 
Expand  their  treafures,  no  rapacious  hand 
To  feize  the  precious  bane  :   Now  look  around. 
Say,  canft  thou  tell  where  flood  imperial  Rome, 
The  wonder  of  the  world,  or  where  the  boaft 
Of  Europe,  fair  Eritannia,  ftretch'd  her  plain 
Encircl'd  by  the  ocean.     All  is  want, 
Js  darknefs.     As  (if  great  may  be  compar'd 
With  fmall),  when,  o'er  Gomniorah's  fated  field 
The  flaming  fulphur,  by  Jehovah  rain'd, 
Sent  up  a  pitchy  cloud,  killing  to  life, 
And  tainting  all  the  air.     Another  groan, 
'Twas  Nature's  laft  ;  and  fee  th'  extinguifli'd  fun, 
Palls  devious  through  the  void,  and  the  fair  face 
Of  Nature  is  no  more  :  with  fullen  joy 
Old  Chaos  views  the  liavock,  and  e.x[ied:s 
To  ftretch  his  fable  fceptre  o'er  the  blank 
Where  once  Creation  fmil'd,  o'er  which  perhaps. 
Creative  energy  again  fliall  wake, 
And,  into  being  call  a  brighter  fuu, 
And  faii-er  worlds,  which  for  delightful  change, 


The  faints,  defcending  from  the  happy  feats 

Of  blifs,  fliall  vifit.     And  behold  they  rife 

And  feek  their  native  land  ;  around  them  rife 

In  radiant  files  Heaven's  hoft,  immortal  wreaths 

Of  Amaranth  and  rofes  crown  their  head, 

And  each  a  branch  of  ever  blooming  palm 

In  triuinph  holds.     In  robes  of  dazzling  white, 

Fairer  than  that  by  wint'ry  tempefts  flied, 

Upon  the  frozen  ground,  array'd  they  flune. 

Fair  as  the  fun,  when  up  the  fleep  of  heaven 

He  rides  in  all  the  majefty  of  light. 

But  who  can  tell,  and  though  an  angel  could, 

Thou  couldft  nut  hear  the  glaries  of  the  place. 

For  their  abode  prepar'd.     Though  oft  on  earth 

They  ftrugglM  hard  againrt:  the  Itorray  tide 

Of  adverfe  fortune,  and  the  bitter  fcorn 

Of  harden'd  villany,  their  life  a  courfe 

Of  warfare  upon  earth,  thelc;  toils,  when  view'd 

With  the  reward,  feem  nought  :  The  Lord  (hall 

guide 
Their  Iteps  to  living  fountains^and  fliall  wipe 
All  tears  from  ev'ry  eye  :  The  wfnt'ry  clouds 
That  fiown'd  on  life,  rack  up.    A  glorious  fun 
That  ne'er  fliall  fet,  arifes  in  a  iky 
Unclouded  and  ferene  ;  their  joy  is  full, 
And  ficknefs;  pain,  and  death,  (liall  be  no  more. 

Dofl;  thou  defire  to  follow  ?  does  thy  heart 
Beat  ardent  for  the  prize  ?  then  tread  the  path 
Religion  points  to  men.      What  thou  haft  feen, 
Fix'd  in  thy  iieart  retain,  for,  be  afl'ur'd, 
In  that  lait  moment,  in  the  clofing  aft 
Of  nature's  drama,  ere  the  hand  of  Fate 
Drop  the  black  curtain,  thou  mull  bear  thy  part 
And  ftand  in  thine  own  lot.'' 

This  faid,  he  ftiretch'd 
His  wings,  and,  in  a  moment,  left  my  fight. 
Jan.  7.  1766. 

PHILOCLES : 

AN  ELEGY  ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MR.  WILLIAM 
DRYBURGH  *. 

Waiting,  I  fit  on  Leven's  fandy  fliore. 
And  ladly  tune  the  reed  to  founds  of  woe, 

Once  more  I  call  Melpomene  !  once  more 
Spontaneous  teach  the  weeping  verfe  to  flow. 

The  weeping  verfe  fliall  flow  in  frieiulfliip's  name, 
Which  frindfliip  aflvs,  and  friendlhip  fain  would 
pay; 

The  weeping  verfe  which  worth  and  genius  claim ; 
Begin  then,  mufe  '.  begin  the  mournful  lay. 

Aided  by  thee,  I'll  twine  a  ruftic  wreath 

Of   fairefi:   flowers,    to   deck   the   grafs-growQ 
grave 

Of  Phiiocles,  cold  in  the  bed  of  death. 

And  mourn  the  gentle  youth  I  could  not  fave. 

Where  lordly  Forth  divides  the  fertile  plains. 
With  ample  fweep,  a  fea  from  fide  to  fide ; 

A  rocky  bound  his  raging  courfe  rellrains. 
Forever  lafli'd  by  the  refounding  tide. 

There  ftands  his  tomb  upon  the  fea-beat  fliore, 
Afar  difcern'd  by  the  rough  faiior's  eye, 


I 


Cornrnvjiicatcd  by  the  Rev-  JDi\  Baird- 


A  P  P  E 

Who,pafling,  weeps,  and  ftops  the  foiinJing  oar, 
And  points  where  Piety  and  Virtue  lie. 

Like  the  gay  palm  on  Kabbah's  fair  domains, 
A  cedar  fliadowing  Carmei's  flow'ry  fide  ; 

Or,  like  the  upright  afli  on  Britain's  plains. 

Which  waves  its  ftately  arms  in  youtlitul  pride. 

So  flourifli'd  Philocles ;  and  as  the  hand 

Ot  ruthlefs  woodman  lays  their  hor:Ours  low. 
He  felt  in  youth's  fair  bloom  by  Fate's  command, 

'Twas  Fate  that  ftruck,  'tis  ours  to  mourn  the 
blow. 
Alas  '.  we  fondly  thought  that  Heav'n  defign'd 

His  bright  example  mankmd  to  improve  ; 
All  they  fliould  be,  was  pidlur'd  in  his  mind, 

His  thoughts  were  virtue,  and  his  heart  was 
love. 

Calm  as  a  fummer's  fun's  unruffl'd  face. 

He  look'd  unniov'd  on  life's  precarious  game, 

And  fmil'd  at  morta's  toiling  in  the  chafe 
Of  empty  phantoms,  opulence  and  fame. 

Steady  he  foUow'd  virtue's  onward  path, 

Inflexible  to  error's  devious  vvay, 
And  firm  at  laft  in  hope  and  fixed  faith, 

Through  death's  dark  vale  he  trod  without  dif- 
may. 

Thy  gloomy  vale  he  trod,  relentlefs  death  I 

Where  wafte  and  horr'd  defolation  reign. 
The  tyrant  humbl'd,  there  refigns  his  wrath, 

The  wretch  elated,  there  forgets  his  pain. 
There  fieeps  the  infant,  and  the  hoary  head, 

Together  lie  the  opprelTor  and  the  opprefs'd  ; 
There  dwells  the  captive,  free  among  the  dead  ; 

There  Philocles,  and  there  the  weary  reft. 
The  curtains  of  the  grave  faft  drawn  around, 

Till  the  loud  trumpet  wake  the  fleep  of  death, 
With  dreadful  clangor  through  the  world  refound. 

Shake  the  firm  globe,  and  burft  the  vaults  be- 
neath. 
Then  Philocles  fliall  rife,  to  glory  rife, 

And  his  Redeemer,  for  himfelf,  fhall  fee  ; 
"With  him  in  triumph  mount  th'  azure  fkies, 

For  where  he  is  his  followers  fhall  be. 

Jlence  then  thefe  fighs  !  and  whence  this  falling 
•  tear,  ' 

To  fad  remembrance  of  his  merit  juft  ? 
Still  muft  I  mourn,  for  he  to  me  was  dear, 
And  ftili  is  dear,  though  buried  in  the  duft. 

LOCHLEVEN  NO  MORE. 

TO  THE  TUNE  OF    "  LOCHABER  NO  MORE." 


Farewel  to  Lochleven  and  Gairny'sfair  ftrcam, 
How  fweet,  on  its  banks,  of  my  Peggy  to  dream  ; 
But  now  I  muft  go  to  a  far  diftant  flioie, 
And  I'll  may  be  return  to  Lochleven  no  more. 

No  more  in  the  fpring  fhall  I  walk  with  my  dear 
Where  gowans  bloom  bonny,  and  Gairuy   runs 

clear. 
Far  hence  muft  I  wander,  my  pleafures  are  o'er. 
Since  I'll  fee  my  dear  maid  and  Lochleven  no 

more. 


N  D  I  X.  Hip 

1  No  more  do  I  (ing,  fince  far  from  my  delight, 
But  in  figlis  fpend  the  day  and  in  tears  the  long 

nipht ; 
T^y  Devon's  dull  current  ftretch'd  mourning  I'll  lie. 
While  the  hills  and  the  woods  to  my  mourning 
reply. 

But  wherever  I  wander,  by  night  or  by  day, 
True  love  to  my  Peggy  ftill  with  me  fhall  ftay; 
And  ever  and  ay  my  lofs  I'll  deplore. 
Till  the  woodlands  re-echo  Lochleven  no  more, 
Thoueh  from  her  far  diftant,  to  her  I'll  be  true. 
And  Hill  my  fond  heart  keep  her  image  in  view: 

0  could  I  obtain  her,  my  griefs  were  ail  o'er, 

1  would  mourn  the  dear   maid  and  Lochleven  no 
more. 

But  if  Fate  has  decreed  it  ne'er  fliall  be  fo. 
Then  grief  fliall  attend  me  wherever  I  go; 
Till  from  life's  ftormy  fea  I  reach  death's  filent 

fliore. 
Then  I'll  think  upon  her  and  Lochleven  no  more. 


ELEGIAC  VERSES  ON  THE  DEATH  OF 
MICHAEL  BRUCE*. 

Why  vainly  bid  the  animated  buft, 

Why  bid  the  monumental  pile  to  rife. 
Too  often  genius,  dooni'd  by  fate  unjuft,. 

Unnotic'd  lives,  unwept,  unhonour'd  dies! 
Too  oft  the  poet  in  whofe  facred  breaft, 

With  ardour  glow  the  mufe's  pureft  fires, 
Contemn'd  by  pride,  by  penury  oppr^fl. 

In  anguifii  lives,  and  in  negledi  expires! 
Too  oft,  alas  I  in  fome  fequefter'd  ground. 

Silent  and  cold  the  poet's  aflies  fleep. 
No  pomp  of  funeral  is  feen  around, 

No  parafite  to  praife,  no  friend  to  weep  ! 
Such,  Bruce,  t!:e  feelings  in  my  bread;  that  rife, 

While  guided  by  the  mufe  I  wander  near, 
Mark  the  lone  fpot  where  youthful  genius  lies. 

And  give  thy  face  the  tribute  of  a  tear. 
Obfcure  thy  birth,  yet  in  thy  early  breaft. 

How  deep  and  ardent  glow'd  the  mufes  flame, 
How  ftrongly  in  thy  bofom  v;as  impreft 

The  poet's  genius,  and  the  poet's  fame  ! 
Such  was  thy  fame,  but,  ah  1  upon  thy  frame 

Difeafe  relentlefs  urg'd  its  growing  way. 
Fled  waseachjoy  of  health,  each  hop's  of  fame. 

And  thou  the  viiSlim  of  a  flow  dera^- : 
Like  fome  fair  flower,  that  owes  the  defert  birth, 

Whofc  buds  foretell  the  beauty  of  its  prime. 
But  fmks  unflielter'd,  finks  unfeen  to  earth, 

Chill'd  by  the  blaft,  or  cropt  before  its  time! 
Perhaps  thus  blaflied  by  unfriendly  doom. 

Thy  genius  fofter'd  in  a  milder  air, 
Matur'd  by  age  in  all  the  pride  of  bloom. 

Had  fpread  luxuriant,  ard  had  flourifli'd  fair  I 
But,  ah,  no  more  the  poet  now  remains. 

Cold  is  the  breafl;  that  glow'd  with  facred  fire. 
Mute  is  the  tongue  that  flow'd  in  tuneful  ftrains, 

Check'd  is  the  hand,  and  filent  is  the  lyre  ! 
For  him,  who  now  laments  thy  early  tomb, 

Like  thee  infpir'd  wkh  youthful  love  of  lays, 
Though  now  he  mourns,  he  foon  may  ftiare  thy 
doom. 
May  foon  require  the  tribute  which  he  pays. 

*  Rejr'mttd  from  the  fciir:h  volume  of  the  A'ylum 
J  for  Fugitive  I'ie-es. 
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